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PREFACE. 


Buried  amid  the  sublime  passes  of  the  Sierra  Ne¬ 
vada  are  old  men,  who,  when  children,  strayed  away 
from  our  crowded  settlements,  and,  gradually  moving 
farther  and  farther  from  civilization,  have  in  time  be¬ 
come  domiciliated  among  the  wild  beasts  and  wilder 
savages — have  lived  scores  of  years  whetting  their  in¬ 
tellects  in  the  constant  struggle  for  self-preservation ; 
whose  only  pleasurable  excitement  was  found  in  facing 
danger ;  whose  only  repose  was  to  recuperate,  prepar¬ 
atory  to  participating  in  new  and  thrilling  adventures. 
Such  men,  whose  simple  tale  would  pale  the  imagina¬ 
tive  creations  of  our  most  popular  hedonists,  sink  into 
their  obscure  graves  unnoticed  and  unknown.  Indian 
warriors,  whose  bravery  and  self-devotion  find  no  par¬ 
allels  in  the  preserved  traditions  of  all  history,  end 
their  career  on  the  “  war-path,”  sing  in  triumph  their 
death-song,  and  become  silent,  leaving  no  impression 
on  the  intellectual  world. 

Among  the  many  men  who  have  distinguished  them¬ 
selves  as  mountaineers,  traders,  chiefs  of  great  Indian 
nations,  and  as  early  pioneers  in  the  settlement  of  our 
Pacific  coast,  is  James  P.  Beckwourth,  whose  varied 
and  startling  personal  adventures  would  have  found  no 
record  but  for  the  accident  of  meeting  with  a  wanderer 
in  the  mountains  of  California,  who  became  interested 
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in  the  man,  and,  patiently  listening  to  his  story,  pro¬ 
ceeded,  as  it  fell  from  his  lips,  to  put  it  upon  paper. 

This  autobiography  was  thus  produced,  and  was  the 
result  of  some  months’  labor  in  the  winter  of  1854-55. 
In  prosecuting  the  task,  the  author  has  in  no  instance 
departed  from  the  story  of  the  narrator,  but  it  was  taken 
down  literally  as  it  was  from  day  to  day  related.  Beck- 
wourth  kept  no  journal,  and,  of  course,  relied  upon  his 
memory  alone ;  consequently  dates  are  often  wanting, 
which  it  was  impossible  to  give  with  accuracy  when 
recurring  to  events  transpiring  in  the  course  of  very 
many  years.  Beckwourth  is  personally  known  to 
thousands  of  people  “living  on  both  sides  of  the 
mountains,”  and  also,  from  his  service  under  the  United 
States  government,  has  enjoyed  the  acquaintance  of 
many  officers  of  the  United  States  Army,  who  have 
been  stationed  in  Florida,  Mexico,  and  California.  In 
his  long  residence  with  the  Indians  he  adopted  their 
habits,  and  was  in  every  respect  conformed  to  their 
ways :  the  consequence  was,  from  his  great  courage 
and  superior  mental  endowments,  he  rose  rapidly  in 
their  estimation,  and  finally  became  their  chief.  As 
an  Indian,  therefore,  he  speaks  of  their  customs,  and 
describes  their  characteristics  ;  and  probably,  from  his 
autobiography,  we  have  more  interesting  particulars 
than  were  ever  before  given  of  the  aborigines. 

Beckwourth,  after  ten  thousand  adventures,  finally 
became  involved  in  the  stream  that  set  toward  the  Pa¬ 
cific,  and,  almost  unconsciously,  he  established  a  home 
in  one  of  the  pleasant  valleys  that  border  on  Feather 
River.  Discovering  a  pass  in  the  mountains  that 
greatly  facilitated  emigrants  in  reaching  California,  his 
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house  became  a  stopping-place  for  the  weary  and  dis¬ 
pirited  among  them,  and  no  doubt  the  associations 
thus  presented  have  done  much  to  efface  his  natural 
disposition  to  wander  and  seek  excitement  among  the 
Indian  tribes. 

In  person  he  is  of  medium  height,  of  strong  muscu¬ 
lar  power,  quick  of  apprehension,  and,  for  a  man  of  his 
years,  very  active.  From  his  neck  is  suspended  a 
perforated  bullet,  with  a  large  oblong  bead  each  side 
of  it,  secured  by  a  thread  of  sinew :  this  amulet  is  just 
as  he  wore  it  while  chief  among  the  Crows.  With 
the  exception  of  this,  he  has  now  assumed  the  usual 
costume  of  civilized  life,  and,  in  his  occasional  visits  to 
San  Francisco,  vies  with  many  prominent  residents  in 
the  dress  and  manners  of  the  refined  gentleman. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  speak  of  the  natural  superiority 
of  his  mind  :  his  autobiography  every  where  displays 
it.  His  sagacity  in  determining  what  would  please  the 
Indians  has  never  been  surpassed ;  for  on  the  most  try¬ 
ing  occasions,  where  hundreds  of  others  would  have 
fallen  victims  to  circumstances,  he  escaped.  His  cour¬ 
age  is  of  the  highest  order,  and  probably  no  man  ever 
lived  who  has  met  with  more  personal  adventure  in¬ 
volving  danger  to  life,  though  in  this  respect  he  is  not 
an  exception  to  all  mountaineers  and  hunters  who  ear¬ 
ly  engaged  in  the  fur  trade  and  faced  the  perils  of  an 
unknown  wilderness. 
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JAMES  P.  BECKWOURTH. 


CHAPTER  I.' 

Birth-place  and  Childhood. — Removal  to  St.  Louis. 

I  was  born  in  Fredericksburg,  Virginia,  on  the  26th 
of  April,  1798.  My  father’s  family  consisted  of  thir¬ 
teen  children,  seven  sons  and  six  daughters.  I  was 
the  third  child,  having  one  sister  and  one  brother  older 
than  myself. 

My  father  had  been  an  officer  in  the  Revolutionary 
War,  and  had  held  a  major’s  commission.  He  served 
throughout  that  glorious  struggle  which 

“  Raised  the  dignity  of  man, 

And  taught  him  to  be  free.” 

I  well  recollect,  when  a  small  boy,  the  frequent  meet¬ 
ings  of  the  old  patriots  at  my  father’s  house,  who 
would  sit  down  and  relate  the  different  battles  in  which 
they  had  taken  part  during  “those  days  that  tried 
men’s  souls.”  According  to  the  custom  of  those  days, 
their  meetings  were  occasionally  enlivened  with  some 
good  old  peach  brandy ;  the  same  kind,  I  presume,  as 
that  with  which  the  old  Tory  treated  M‘Donald  when 
he  delivered  his  splendid  charger  “  Selim”  to  him  for 
presentation  to  Colonel  Tarleton,  which  circumstance 
was  very  frequently  spoken  of  by  the  old  soldiers. 

Often  during  these  reminiscences  every  eye  would 
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dim,  and  tears  course  down  the  cheeks  of  the  old  vet¬ 
erans,  as  they  thus  fought  their  battles  o’er  again,  and 
recalled  their  sufferings  during  the  struggles  they  had 
passed  through. 

My  youthful  mind  was  vividly  impressed  with  the 
stirring  scenes  depicted  by  those  old  soldiers ;  but  time 
and  subsequent  hardship  have  obliterated  most  of  their 
narratives  from  my  memory.  One  incident  I  recollect, 
however,  related  by  my  father,  when  he  formed  one  of 
a  storming  party  in  the  attack  on  Stony  Point  made 
under  General  Wayne. 

When  I  was  but  about  seven  or  eight  years  of  age, 
my  father  removed  to  St.  Louis,  Missouri,  taking  with 
him  all  his  family  and  twenty-two  negroes.  He  se¬ 
lected  a  section  of  land  between  the  forks  of  the  Mis¬ 
sissippi  and  Missouri  Rivers,  twelve  miles  below  St. 
Charles,  which  is  to  this  day  known  as  “Beckwourth’s 
Settlement.” 

At  this  early  period  of  our  history  (1805-6)  the 
whole  region  of  country  around  was  a  “  howling  wil¬ 
derness,”  inhabited  only  by  wild  beasts  and  merciless 
savages.  St.  Louis,  at  that  time,  was  but  a  small 
town,  its  inhabitants  consisting  almost  wholly  of 
French  and  Spanish  settlers,  who  were  engaged  in 
trafficking  with  the  Indians  the  commodities  of  civili¬ 
zation,  such  as  fire-water ,  beads,  blankets,  arms,  am¬ 
munition,  &c.,  for  peltry. 

For  protection  against  the  Indians,  who  were  at  that 
time  very  troublesome  and  treacherous,  it  became  nec¬ 
essary  for  the  whites  to  construct  block-houses  at 
convenient  distances.  These  block-houses  were  built 
by  the  united  exertions  of  the  settlers,  who  began  to 
gather  from  all  quarters  since  the  “Jefferson  Purchase” 
had  been  effected  from  the  French  government.  The 
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settlers  or  inhabitants  of  four  adjoining  sections  would 
unite  and  build  a  block-house  in  the  centre  of  their 
possessions,  so  that  in  case  of  alarm  they  could  all  re¬ 
pair  to  it  as  a  place  of  refuge  from  the  savages. 

It  was  necessary  to  keep  a  constant  guard  on  the 
plantations,  and  while  one  portion  of  the  men  were  at 
work,  the  others,  with  their  arms,  were  on  the  alert 
watching  the  wily  Indian.  Those  days  are  still  fresh 
in  my  memory,  and  it  was  then  that  I  received,  young 
as  I  was,  the  rudiments  of  my  knowledge  of  the  Indian 
character,  which  has  been  of  such  inestimable  value  to 
me  in  my  subsequent  adventures  among  them. 

There  were  constant  alarms  in  the  neighborhood  of 
some  of  the  block-houses,  and  hardly  a  day  passed 
without  the  inhabitants  being  compelled  to  seek  them 
for  protection.  As  an  illustration  of  our  mode  of  life, 
I  will  relate  an  incident  that  befell  me  when  about  nine 
years  old. 

One  day  my  father  called  me  to  him,  and  inquired 
of  me  whether  I  thought  myself  man  enough  to  carry 
a  sack  of  corn  to  the  mill.  The  idea  of  riding  a  horse, 
and  visiting  town,  possessed  attractions  which  I  could 
not  resist,  and  I  replied  with  a  hearty  affirmative.  A 
sack  of  com  was  accordingly  deposited  on  the  back  of 
a  gentle  horse  selected  for  the  purpose,  and  “  Young 
Jim”  (as  I  was  called)  was  placed  upon  the  sack,  and 
started  for  the  mill  two  miles  distant.  About  midway 
to  the  mill  lived  a  neighbor  having  a  large  family  of 
children,  with  whom  I  frequently  joined  in  boyish 
sports.  On  my  way  I  rode  joyously  up  to  the  little 
fence  which  separated  the  house  from  the  road,  think¬ 
ing  to  pass  a  word  with  my  little  playmates.  What 
was  my  horror  at  discovering  all  the  children,  eight  in 
number,  from  one  to  fourteen  years  of  age,  lying  in 
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various  positions  in  the  door-yard  with  their  throats 
cut,  their  scalps  torn  off,  and  the  warm  life-blood  still 
oozing  from  their  gaping  wounds!  In  the  door-way 
lay  their  father,  and  near  him  their  mother,  in  the  same 
condition ;  they  had  all  shared  the  same  fate.  I  found 
myself  soon  back  at  my  father’s  house,  but  without 
the  sack  of  corn — how  I  managed  to  get  it  off  I  never 
discovered — and  related  the  circumstance  to  my  father. 
He  immediately  gave  the  alarm  throughout  the  settle¬ 
ment,  and  a  body  of  men  started  in  pursuit  of  the  sav¬ 
ages  who  had  perpetrated  this  fearful  tragedy ;  my  fa¬ 
ther,  with  ten  of  his  own  men,  accompanying  them. 
In  two  days  the  band  returned,  bringing  with  them 
eighteen  Indian  scalps  ;  for  the  backwoodsman  fought 
the  savage  in  Indian  style,  and  it  was  scalp  for  scalp 
between  them. 

The  day  when  I  beheld  the  harrowing  spectacle  of 
my  little  murdered  playmates  is  still  as  fresh  in  my 
memory  as  at  the  time  of  its  occurrence,  and  it  never 
will  fade  from  my  mind.  It  was  the  first  scene  of  In¬ 
dian  cruelty  my  young  eyes  had  ever  witnessed,  and  I 
wondered  how  even  savages  could  possess  such  relent¬ 
less  minds  as  to  wish  to  bathe  their  hands  in  the  blood 
of  little  innocents  against  whom  they  could  have  no 
cause  of  quarrel.  But  my  subsequent  experience  has 
better  acquainted  me  with  the  Indian  character,  as  the 
reader  will  learn  in  the  course  of  the  following  pages. 

I  also  recollect  a  large  body  of  Indians  assembling 
in  their  war  costume  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  Mis¬ 
sissippi  River,  in  what  is  now  the  State  of  Illinois. 
This  was  at  Portage  de  Soix,  twenty-five  miles  above 
St.  Louis,  and  about  two  miles  from  my  father’s  house ; 
and  their  intention  was  to  cut  off  all  the  white  inhab¬ 
itants  of  the  surrounding  country.  The  alarm  was 
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given ;  a  large  party  of  the  settlers  collected,  crossed 
the  river,  and  after  a  severe  engagement  defeated  the 
Indians  with  great  loss,  and  frustrated  their  bloody 
purposes. 

Three  days  after  this  battle,  a  woman  came  into  the 
settlement  who  had  been  three  years  captive  among 
the  Indians.  She  had  made  her  escape  during  the  con¬ 
fusion  attending  their  defeat,  and  reached  her  friends 
in  safety,  after  they  had  long  supposed  her  dead.  The 
name  of  this  woman  I  do  not  remember,  but  I  have  no 
doubt  there  are  old  settlers  in  that  region  who  yet  rec¬ 
ollect  the  circumstance,  and  the  general  rejoicing  with 
which  her  escape  was  celebrated. 

The  news  that  she  brought  was  of  the  most  alarm¬ 
ing  nature.  She  related  how  several  of  the  Indian 
tribes  had  held  a  grand  council,  and  resolved  upon  a 
general  attack  upon  St.  Louis  and  all  the  surrounding 
country,  with  the  view  to  butcher  indiscriminately  all 
the  white  inhabitants,  French  and  Spanish  excepted. 
This  intelligence  produced  the  greatest  alarm  among 
the  inhabitants,  and  every  preparation  was  made  to 
repel  the  attack.  New  block-houses  were  erected,  old 
ones  repaired,'  and  every  thing  placed  in  the  best  pos¬ 
ture  for  defense.  The  Indians  soon  after  appeared  in 
great  force  opposite  St.  Louis.  Blondo,  an  interpreter, 
was  dispatched  across  the  river  to  them,  to  inform  them 
of  the  preparations  made  for  their  reception.  He  in¬ 
formed  them  of  the  intelligence  communicated  by  the 
woman  fugitive  from  their  camp;  and  represented  to 
them  that  the  people  of  St.  Louis  were  provided  with 
numerous  “big  guns  mounted  on  wagons,”  which,  in 
case  of  attack,  could  not  fail  to  annihilate  all  their  war¬ 
riors.  They  credited  Blondo’s  tale,  and  withdrew  their 
forces. 
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At  the  period  of  which  I  speak,  the  major  part  of  the 
inhabitants  of  St.  Louis  were  French  and  Spanish. 
These  were  on  friendly  terms  with  all  the  Indian 
tribes,  and  wished  to  confine  their  long-established 
traffic  with  the  Bed  men  to  themselves.  For  this  rea¬ 
son  they  discountenanced  the  settlement  of  Americans 
among  them,  as  they  considered  it  an  invasion  of  their 
monopoly  of  the  traffic  with  the  Indians ;  and  St.  Louis 
being  the  grand  trading  depot  for  the  regions  of  the 
West  and  Northwest,  the  profits  derived  from  the  in¬ 
tercourse  were  immense.  The  Indians,  too,  thinking 
themselves  better  dealt  with  by  the  French  and  Span¬ 
ish,  united  with  the  latter  in  their  hostility  to  the  in¬ 
flux  of  the  Americans. 

When  about  ten  years  of  age  I  was  sent  to  St.  Lou¬ 
is  to  attend  school,  where  I  continued  until  the  year 
1812.  I  was  then  apprenticed  to  a  man  in  St.  Louis 
named  George  Casner,  to  learn  the  trade  of  blacksmith. 
(This  man  had  a  partner  named  John  L.  Sutton,  who 
is  yet  a  resident  in  St.  Louis.) 

I  took  to  the  trade  with  some  unwillingness  at  first, 
but  becoming  reconciled  to  it,  I  was  soon  much  pleased 
with  my  occupation.  When  I  had  attained  my  nine¬ 
teenth  year,  my  sense  of  importance  had  considerably 
expanded,  and,  like  many  others  of  my  age,  I  felt  my¬ 
self  already  quite  a  man.  Among  other  indiscretions, 
I  became  enamored  of  a  young  damsel,  which,  leading 
me  into  habits  that  my  boss  disapproved  of,  resulted 
finally  in  a  difficulty  between  us. 

Being  frequently  tempted  to  transgress  my  boss's 
rules  by  staying  from  home  somewhat  late  of  an  even¬ 
ing,  and  finding  the  company  I  spent  my  time  with  so 
irresistibly  attractive  that  I  could  not  bring  myself  to 
obedience  to  orders,  I  gave  way  to  my  passion,  and 
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felt  indifferent  whether  my  proceedings  gave  satisfac¬ 
tion  or  otherwise.  One  morning  I  was  assailed  by  my 
principal  in  language  which  I  considered  unduly  harsh 
and  insulting,  and  on  his  threatening  to  dismiss  me  his 
house,  I  was  tempted  to  reply  with  some  warmth,  and 
acknowledge  that  his  doing  so  would  exactly  square 
with  my  wishes. 

Provoked  at  this,  he  seized  a  hammer  and  flung  at 
me.  I  dodged  the  missile,  and  threw  it  back  at  him 
in  return.  A  scuffle  then  ensued,  in  which  I,  being 
young  and  athletic,  came  off  master  of  the  ground,  and, 
accepting  his  polite  dismissal,  walked  straight  to  my 
boarding-house.  But  a  few  moments  elapsed  before 
my  assailant  walked  in  and  forbade  my  landlady  to 
entertain  me  farther  on  his  account. 

I  replied  that  I  had  plenty  of  money,  and  was  com¬ 
petent  to  pay  my  own  board. 

This  provoked  him  to  a  second  attack,  in  which  he 
again  came  off  worsted. 

Hereupon  resolving  to  leave  the  house,  I  began  to 
prepare  for  my  departure ;  but,  before  I  had  completed 
my  preparations,  a  one-armed  constable  presented  him¬ 
self  at  the  stairs,  and  demanded  to  see  me.  Well 
knowing  his  errand,  I  took  a  well-loaded  pistol  in  my 
hand,  and  went  to  meet  him,  assuring  him  that  if  he 
ascended  the  steps  to  capture  me  I  would  shoot  him 
dead.  In  my  exasperated  state  of  mind,  I  really  be¬ 
lieve  I  should  have  executed  my  threat ;  the  consta¬ 
ble,  perceiving  my  resolute  bearing,  after  parleying  a 
while,  went  away.  Feeling  confident  that  he  had  gone 
for  another  officer,  who  I  feared  might  capture  me,  I 
expedited  my  departure,  and,  taking  refuge  in  the  house 
of  a  friend,  concealed  myself  for  three  days,  and  then 
shipped  on  board  a  keel-boat,  proceeding  to  the  mines 
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on  Fever  River.  But  I  was  discovered  by  my  boss 
and  detained,  he  holding  himself  responsible  for  my 
appearance  until  my  father’s  decision  was  learned. 

Accordingly,  I  went  home  to  my  father,  and  related 
the  difficulty  I  had  recently  had  with  my  master.  He 
counseled  me  to  return  to  my  apprenticeship,  but  I  de¬ 
clared  my  determination  never  to  be  reconciled  again. 
My  father  then  wished  me  to  set  up  in  business  in  his 
settlement,  but  I  expressed  disinclination,  and  declared 
a  growing  wish  to  travel.  Seeing  my  determination, 
my  father  finally  consented  to  my  departure.  He  ad¬ 
monished  me  with  some  wholesome  precepts,  gave  me 
five  hundred  dollars  in  cash,  together  with  a  good 
horse,  saddle,  and  bridle,  and  bade  me  God  speed  upon 
my  journey. 

Bidding  adieu  to  all  my  friends,  I  proceeded  to  the 
boat  and  went  on  board.  The  object  for  which  the 
boat  was  dispatched  up  the  Fever  River  was  to  make 
a  treaty  with  the  Sac  Indians,  to  gain  their  consent  to 
our  working  the  mines,  at  that  time  in  their  possession. 
The  expedition  was  strictly  of  a  pacific  character,  and 
was  led  by  Colonel  R.  M.  Johnson.  A  brother  of  the 
colonel’s  accompanied  us,  and  several  other  gentlemen 
went  in  the  boat  as  passengers. 
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CHAPTEE  II. 

Expedition  to  the  Mines. — Am  Hunter  to  the  Party. — First  Trip  to 

New  Orleans.  —  Sick  with  Yellow  Fever.  —  Return  Home. — First 

Trip  to  the  Great  West. 

The  expedition  consisted  of  from  six  to  eight  boats, 
carrying  probably  about  one  hundred  men.  The  par¬ 
ty  in  our  boat  numbered  some  eight  or  ten  men,  among 
whom  were  Colonel  Johnson,  his  son  Darwin  Johnson, 
Messrs.  January,  Simmes,  Kennerley,  and  others, whose 
names  have  escaped  me.  I  engaged  in  the  capacity  of 
hunter  to  the  party. 

We  pushed  off,  and  after  a  slow  and  tedious  trip  of 
about  twenty  days,  arrived  at  our  place  of  destination 
(Galena  of  the  present  day).  We  found  Indians  in 
great  numbers  awaiting  our  disembarkation,  who  were 
already  acquainted  with  the  object  of  our  expedition. 
The  two  tribes,  Sacs  and  Foxes,  received  us  peacea¬ 
bly,  but,  being  all  armed,  they  presented  a  very  formi¬ 
dable  appearance.  There  was  a  considerable  force  of 
United  States  troops  quartered  in  that  region,  under 
the  command  of  Colonel  Morgan,  stationed  in  detach¬ 
ments  at  Prairie  du  Chien,  Eock  Island,  St.  Peter’s, 
and  Des  Moines. 

After  nine  days’  parleying,  a  treaty  was  effected  with 
them,  and  ratified  by  the  signatures  of  the  contracting 
parties.  On  the  part  of  the  Indians,  it  was  signed  by 
Black  Thunder,  Yellow,  Bank,  and  Keokuk  (father  to 
the  Keokuk  who  figured  in  the  Black  Hawk  war). 
On  the  part  of  the  United  States,  Colonels  Morgan  and 
Johnson  attached  their  signatures.  This  negotiation 
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concluded,  the  mines  were  then  first  opened  for  civil¬ 
ized  enterprise. 

During  the  settlement  of  the  preliminaries  of  the 
treaty,  there  was  great  difficulty  with  the  Indians,  and 
it  was  necessary  for  each  man  of  our  party  to  be  on  his 
guard  against  any  hostile  attempts  of  the  former,  who 
were  all  armed  to  the  teeth.  On  the  distribution  of 
presents,  which  followed  the  conclusion  of  the  treaty, 
consisting  of  casks  of  whisky,  guns,  gunpowder,  knives, 
blankets,  &c.,  there  was  a  general  time  of  rejoicing. 
Pow-wows,  drinking,  and  dancing  diversified  the  time, 
and  a  few  fights  were  indulged  in  as  a  sequel  to  the 
entertainment. 

The  Indians  soon  became  very  friendly  to  me,  and 
I  was  indebted  to  them  for  showing  me  their  choicest 
hunting-grounds.  There  was  abundance  of  game,  in¬ 
cluding  deer,  bears,  wild  turkey,  raccoons,  and  numer¬ 
ous  other  wild  animals.  Frequently  they  would  ac¬ 
company  me  on  my  excursions  (which  always  proved 
eminently  successful),  thus  affording  me  an  opportuni¬ 
ty  of  increasing  my  personal  knowledge  of  the  Indian 
character.  I  have  lived  among  Indians  in  the  Eastern 
and  Western  States,  on  the  Rocky  Mountains,  and  in 
California ;  I  find  their  habits  of  living,  and  their  re¬ 
ligious  belief,  substantially  uniform  through  all  the  un¬ 
mingled  races.  All  believe  in  the  same  Great  Spirit ; 
all  have  their  prophets,  their  medicine  men,  and  their 
soothsayers,  and  are  alike  influenced  by  the  appear¬ 
ance  of  omens ;  thus  leading  to  the  belief  that  the  orig¬ 
inal  tribes  throughout  the  entire  continent,  from  Flori¬ 
da  to  the  most  northern  coast,  have  sprung  from  one 
stock,  and  still  retain  in  some  degree  of  purity  the  so¬ 
cial  constitution  of  their  primitive  founders. 

I  remained  in  that  region  for  a  space  of  eighteen 
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months,  occupying  my  leisure  time  by  working  in  the 
mines.  During  this  time  I  accumulated  seven  hund¬ 
red  dollars  in  cash,  and,  feeling  myself  to  be  quite  a 
wealthy  personage,  I  determined  upon  a  return  home. 

My  visit  paid,  I  felt  a  disposition  to  roam  farther, 
and  took  passage  in  the  steam-boat  Calhoun,  Captain 
Glover,  about  to  descend  the  river  to  New  Orleans. 
My  stay  in  New  Orleans  lasted  ten  days,  during  which 
time  I  was  sick  with  the  yellow  fever,  which  I  con¬ 
tracted  on  the  way  from  Natchez  to  New  Orleans.  It 
was  midsummer,  and  I  sought  to  return  home,  hearti¬ 
ly  regretting  I  had  ever  visited  this  unwholesome  place. 
As  my  sickness  abated,  I  lost  no  time  in  making  my 
way  back,  and  remained  under  my  father’s  roof  until  I 
had  in  some  measure  recruited  my  forces. 

Being  possessed  with  a  strong  desire  to  see  the  cel¬ 
ebrated  Rocky  Mountains,  and  the  great  Western  wil¬ 
derness  so  much  talked  about,  I  engaged  in  General 
Ashley’s  Rocky  Mountain  Fur  Company.  The  com¬ 
pany  consisted  of  twenty-nine  men,  who  were  employ¬ 
ed  by  the  Fur  Company  as  hunters  and  trappers. 

We  started  on  the  11th  of  October  with  horses  and 
pack-mules.  Nothing  of  interest  occurred  until  we 
approached  the  Kansas  village,  situate  on  the  Kansas 
River,  when  we  came  to  a  halt  and  encamped. 

Here  it  was  found  that  the  company  was  in  need  of 
horses,  and  General  Ashley  wished  for  two  men  to  vol¬ 
unteer  to  proceed  to  the  Republican  Pawnees,  distant 
three  hundred  miles,  where  he  declared  we  could  obtain 
a  supply.  There  was  in  our  party  an  old  and  expe¬ 
rienced  mountaineer,  named  Moses  Harris,  in  whom 
the  general  reposed  the  strictest  confidence  for  his 
knowledge  of  the  country  and  his  familiarity  with  In¬ 
dian  life.  This  Harris  was  reputed  to  be  a  man  of 
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“great  leg,”*  and  capable,  from  his  long  sojourning  in 
the  mountains,  of  enduring  extreme  privation  and  fa¬ 
tigue. 

There  seemed  to  be  a  great  reluctance  on  the  part 
of  the  men  to  undertake  in  such  company  so  hazardous 
a  journey  (for  it  was  now  winter).  It  was  also  whis¬ 
pered  in  the  camp  that  whoever  gave  out  in  an  expe¬ 
dition  with  Harris  received  no  succor  from  him,  but 
was  abandoned  to  his  fate  in  the  wilderness. 

Our  leader,  seeing  this  general  unwillingness,  de¬ 
sired  me  to  perform  the  journey  with  Harris.  Being 
young,  and  feeling  ambitious  to  distinguish  myself  in 
some  important  trust,  I  asked  leave  to  have  a  word 
with  Harris  before  I  decided. 

Harris  being  called,  the  following  colloquy  took 
place : 

“  Harris,  I  think  of  accompanying  you  on  this  trip.” 

“  Very  well,  Jim,”  he  replied,  scrutinizing  me  close¬ 
ly,  “  do  you  think  you  can  stand  it  ?” 

“I  don’t  know,”  I  answered,  “but  I  am  going  to 
try.  But  I  wish  you  to  bear  one  thing  in  mind :  if  I 
should  give  out  on  the  road,  and  you  offer  to  leave  me 
to  perish,  as  you  have  the  name  of  doing,  if  I  have 
strength  to  raise  and  cock  my  rifle,  I  shall  certainly 
bring  you  to  a  halt.” 

Harris  looked  me  full  in  the  eye  while  he  replied, 
“Jim,  you  may  precede  me  the  entire  way,  and  take 
your  own  jog.  If  I  direct  the  path,  and  give  you  the 
lead,  it  will  be  your  own  fault  if  you  tire  out.” 

“  That  satisfies  me,”  I  replied :  “we  will  be  off  in 
the  morning.” 

The  following  morning  we  prepared  for  departure. 
Each  man  loading  himself  with  twenty-five  pounds  of 

*  i.  e.,  a  great  traveler ;  able  to  go  a  great  distance  in  a  day. 
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provisions,  besides  a  blanket,  rifle,  and  ammunition 
each,  we  started  on  our  journey.  After  a  march  of 
about  thirty  miles,  I  in  advance,  my  companion  bring¬ 
ing  up  the  rear,  Harris  complained  of  fatigue.  We 
halted,  and  Harris  sat  down,  while  I  built  a  large,  cheer¬ 
ing  fire,  for  the  atmosphere  was  quite  cold.  We  made 
coffee,  and  partook  of  a  hearty  supper,  lightening  our 
packs,  as  we  supposed,  for  the  following  day.  But 
while  I  was  bringing  in  wood  to  build  up  the  fire,  I 
saw  Harris  seize  liis  rifle  in  great  haste,  and  the  next 
moment  bring  down  a  fat  turkey  from  a  tree  a  few  rods 
from  the  camp.  Immediately  reloading  (for  old  mount¬ 
aineers  never  suffer  their  guns  to  remain  empty  for  one 
moment),  while  I  was  yet  rebuilding  the  fire,  crack 
went  his  rifle  again,  and  down  came  a  second  turkey, 
so  large  and  fat  that  he  burst  in  striking  the  ground. 
We  were  thus  secure  for  our  next  morning’s  meal. 
After  we  had  refreshed  ourselves  with  a  hearty  supper, 
my  companion  proposed  that  we  should  kill  each  a 
turkey  to  take  with  us  for  our  next  day’s  provision. 
This  we  both  succeeded  in  doing,  and  then,  having 
dressed  the  four  turkeys,  we  folded  ourselves  in  our 
blankets,  and  enjoyed  a  sound  night’s  rest. 

The  following  morning  we  breakfasted  off  the 
choicest  portions  of  two  of  the  turkeys,  and  abandoned 
the  remainder  to  the  wolves,  who  had  been  all  night 
prowling  round  the  camp  for  prey.  We  started  for¬ 
ward  as  early  as  possible,  and  advanced  that  day  about 
forty  miles.  My  companion  again  complained  of  fa¬ 
tigue,  and  rested  while  I  made  a  fire,  procured  water, 
and  performed  all  the  culinary  work.  The  selected 
portions  of  last  evening’s  turkeys,  with  the  addition  of 
bread  and  coffee,  supplied  us  with  supper  and  breakfast. 

After  a  travel  of  ten  days  we  arrived  at  the  Repub- 
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lican  Pawnee  villages,  when  what  was  our  consterna¬ 
tion  and  dismay  to  find  the  place  entirely  deserted! 
They  had  removed  to  their  winter  quarters.  W e  were 
entirely  out  of  provisions,  having  expected  to  find 
abundance  at  the  lodges.  We  searched  diligently  for 
their  caches  (places  where  provisions  are  secured),  but 
failed  in  discovering  any.  Our  only  alternative  was 
to  look  for  game,  which,  so  near  to  an  Indian  settle¬ 
ment,  we  were  satisfied  must  be  scarce. 

I  would  break  my  narrative  for  a  while  to  afford 
some  explanation  in  regard  to  the  different  bands  of 
the  Pawnee  tribe ;  a  subject  which  at  the  present  day 
is  but  imperfectly  understood  by  the  general  reader — 
the  knowledge  being  confined  to  those  alone  who,  by 
living  among  them,  have  learned  their  language,  and 
hence  become  acquainted  with  the  nature  of  their  di¬ 
visional  lands. 

The  reader,  perhaps,  has  remarked,  that  I  related  we 
were  on  a  visit  to  Republican  Pawnee  villages.  This 
is  a  band  of  the  Pawnee  tribe  of  Indians,  which  is  thus 
divided : 

The  Grand  Pawnee  Band. 

“  Republican  Pawnee  Band. 

“  Pawnee  Loups  or  Wolf  Pawnees. 

“  Pawnee  Pics  or  Tattooed  Pawnees,  and 
“  Black  Pawnees. 

The  five  bands  constitute  the  entire  tribe.  Each  band 
is  independent  and  under  its  own  chief,  but  for  mutual 
defense,  or  in  other  cases  of  urgent  necessity,  they  unite 
into  one  body.  They  occupy  an  immense  extent  of 
country,  stretching  from  beyond  the  Platte  River  to 
south  of  the  Arkansas,  and,  at  the  time  I  speak  of, 
could  raise  from  thirty  thousand  to  forty  thousand 
warriors.  Like  all  other  Indian  tribes,  they  have 
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dwindled  away  from  various  causes,  the  small-pox  and 
war  having  carried  them  off  by  thousands.  Some  of 
the  bands  have  been  reduced  to  one  half  by  this  fatal 
disease  (in  many  instances  introduced  designedly 
among  them  by  their  civilized  brethren);  a  disease 
more  particularly  fatal  to  the  Indians  from  their  entire 
ignorance  of  any  suitable  remedy.  Their  invariable 
treatment  for  all  ailments  being  a  cold-water  immer¬ 
sion,  it  is  not  surprising  that  they  are  eminently  un¬ 
successful  in  their  treatment  of  the  small-pox.  Horse¬ 
stealing,  practiced  by  one  band  upon  the  other,  leads 
to  exterminating  feuds  and  frequent  engagements, 
wherein  great  numbers  are  mutually  slain. 

The  following  interesting  episode  I  had  from  the  lips 
of  the  interpreter : 

Some  thirty-two  years  ago,  during  Monroe’s  admin¬ 
istration,  a  powerful  Indian  named  Two  Axe,  chief 
counselor  of  the  Pawnee  Loup  band,  went  to  pay  his 
“  Great  Father,”  the  President,  a  visit.  He  was  over 
six  feet  high  and  well  proportioned,  athletic  build,  and 
as  straight  as  an  arrow.  He  was  delegated  to  Wash¬ 
ington  by  his  tribe  to  make  a  treaty  with  his  Great 
Father. 

Being  introduced,  his  “father”  made  known  to  him, 
through  the  interpreter,  the  substance  of  his  proposal. 
The  keen-witted  Indian,  perceiving  that  the  proposed 
treaty  “talked  all  turkey”  to  the  white  man  and  “all 
crow”  to  his  tribe,  sat  patiently  during  the  reading 
of  the  paper.  The  reading  finished,  he  arose  with  all 
his  native  dignity,  and  in  that  vein  of  true  Indian  elo¬ 
quence  in  which  he  was  unsurpassed,  declared  that 
the  treaty  had  been  conceived  in  injustice  and  brought 
forth  in  duplicity ;  that  many  treaties  had  been  signed 
by  Indians  of  their  “  Great  Father’s”  concoction,  where- 


28 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF 


in  they  bartered  away  the  graves  of  their  fathers  for  a 
few  worthless  trinkets,  and  afterward  their  hearts  cried 
at  their  folly ;  that  such  Indians  were  fools  and  women. 
He  expressed  his  free  opinion  of  the  “  Great  Father,” 
and  all  his  white  children,  and  concluded  by  declaring 
that  he  would  sign  no  paper  which  would  make  his 
own  breast  or  those  of  his  people  to  sorrow. 

Accordingly,  Two  Axe  broke  up  the  council  abrupt¬ 
ly,  and  returned  to  his  home  without  making  any 
treaty  with  his  “  Great  Father.” 


CHAPTER  III. 

Return  from  the  deserted  Pawnee  Villages. — Sufferings  on  the  Way. 
— Prospect  of  Starvation. — Fall  in  with  the  Indians  most  opportune¬ 
ly. — Safe  Arrival  at  Ely’s  Trading-post  at  the  mouth  of  the  Kansas. 

My  companion  and  myself  took  counsel  together 
how  to  proceed.  Our  determination  was  to  make  the 
best  of  our  way  to  the  Grand  Ne-mah-haw  River,  one 
of  the  tributaries  of  the  Missouri.  We  arrived  at  that 
river  after  nine  days’  travel,  being,  with  the  exception 
of  a  little  coffee  and  sugar,  entirely  without  provisions. 
My  companion  was  worn  out,  and  seemed  almost  dis¬ 
heartened.  I  was  young,  and  did  not  feel  much  the 
worse  for  the  journey,  although  I  experienced  a  vehe¬ 
ment  craving  for  food.  Arrived  at  the  river,  I  left 
Harris  by  a  good  fire,  and,  taking  my  rifle,  went  in 
quest  of  game,  not  caring  what  kind  I  met. 

As  Fortune  would  have  it,  I  came  across  an  elk, 
and  my  rifle  soon  sent  a  leaden  messenger  after  him. 
We  encamped  near  him,  promising  ourselves  a  feast. 
He  was  exceedingly  poor,  however,  and,  hungry  as  we 
were,  we  made  a  very  unsavory  supper  off  his  flesh. 
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The  next  morning’ we  continued  our  journey  down  the 
Ne-mah-haw,  traveling  on  for  five  days  after  I  had  kill¬ 
ed  the  elk  without  tasting  food.  The  elk  had  been  so 
rank  that  we  carried  no  part  of  him  with  us,  trusting 
to  find  some  little  game,  in  which  we  were  disappoint¬ 
ed.  We  had  thrown  away  our  blankets  to  relieve 
ourselves  of  every  burden  that  would  impede  our  prog¬ 
ress,  which,  withal,  was  extremely  slow. 

On  the  fifth  day  we  struck  a  large  Indian  trail, 
which  bore  evident  marks  of  being  fresh.  My  com¬ 
panion  now  gave  entirely  up,  and  threw  himself  to  the 
ground,  declaring  he  could  go  no  farther.  He  pro¬ 
nounced  our  position  to  be  thirty  miles  from  the  trad¬ 
ing-post.  I  endeavored  to  arouse  him  to  get  up  and 
proceed  onward,  but  he  could  only  advance  a  few  rods 
at  a  time.  I  felt  myself  becoming  weak ;  still,  I  had 
faith  that  I  could  reach  Ely’s,  if  I  had  no  hinderance ; 
if  I  lingered  for  Harris,  I  saw  we  should  both  inevi¬ 
tably  perish.  He  positively  declared  he  could  advance 
not  a  step  farther ;  he  could  scarcely  put  one  foot  be¬ 
fore  the  other,  and  I  saw  he  was  becoming  bewildered. 

In  the  dilemma  I  said  to  him,  “  Harris,  we  must 
both  perish  if  we  stay  here.  If  I  make  the  best  of 
my  way  along  this  trail,  I  believe  I  can  reach  Ely’s 
some  time  in  the  night”  (for  I  was  aware  that  the  In¬ 
dians,  whose  trail  we  were  following,  were  proceeding 
thither  with  their  peltry). 

But  Harris  would  not  listen  to  it. 

“  Oh,  Jin},”  he  exclaimed,  “don’t  leave  me;  don’t 
leave  me  here  to  die!  For  God’s  sake,  stay  with  me!” 

I  did  my  best  to  encourage  him  to  proceed ;  I  as¬ 
sisted  him  to  rise,  and  we  again  proceeded  upon  our 
journey. 

I  saw,  by  the  progress  we  were  making,  we  should 
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never  get  on ;  so  I  told  him,  if  I  had  to  advance  and 
leave  him,  to  throw  himself  in  the  trail,  and  await  my 
return  on  the  following  day  with  a  good  horse  to  carry 
him  to  the  trading-post.  We  walked  on,  I  a  hundred 
yards  in  advance,  but  I  became  convinced  that  if  I  did 
not  use  my  remaining  strength  in  getting  to  Ely’s,  we 
should  both  be  lost. 

Accordingly,  summoning  all  my  forces,  I  doubled 
my  speed,  determined  to  reach  the  post  before  I  stop¬ 
ped.  I  had  not  proceeded  half  a  mile  ere  I  heard  the 
report  of  two  rifles,  and,  looking  in  the  direction  of  the 
sound,  I  saw  two  Indians  approaching  with  demonstra¬ 
tions  of  friendship. 

On  reaching  me,  one  of  them  exclaimed,  “You  are 
dead — you  no  live !  ” 

I  explained  to  him  that  I  had  left  my  companion 
behind,  and  that  we  were  both  nearly  starved  to  death. 
On  this  they  spoke  a  few  words  to  each  other  in  their 
own  language,  and  one  started  off’  like  a  race-horse, 
along  the  trail,  while  the  other  returned  with  me  to  my 
companion. 

As  we  approached  him  I  could  hear  him  moaning, 
“ Ho,  Jim !  come  back !  come  back !  don’t  leave  me!” 

We  went  up  to  him,  and  I  informed  him  that  we 
were  safe ;  that  I  had  met  the  Indians,  and  we  should 
soon  be  relieved. 

After  waiting  about  three  hours,  the  rattling  of  hoofs 
was  heard,  and,  looking  up,  we  discovered  a  troop  of 
Indians  approaching  at  full  speed.  In  another  moment 
they  were  by  our  side.  They  brought  with  them  a 
portion  of  light  food,  consisting  of  corn-meal  made  into 
a  kind  of  gruel,  of  which  they  would  give  us  but  a 
small  spoonful  at  short  intervals.  When  Harris  was 
sufficiently  restored  to  mount  a  horse  with  the  assist- 
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ance  of  the  Indians,  we  all  started  forward  for  the 
post. 

It  appeared  that  the  two  Indians  whom  I  had  so 
fortunately  encountered  had  lingered  behind  the  main 
party  to  amuse  themselves  with  target-shooting  with 
their  rifles.  The  one  that  started  along  the  trail  over¬ 
took  the  main  body  at  a  short  distance,  and,  making 
our  case  known  to  them,  induced  them  to  return  to 
our  succor. 

We  encamped  with  them  that  night,  and  they  con¬ 
tinued  the  same  regimen  of  small  periodic  doses  of 
gruel.  Several  times  a  large  Indian  seized  hold  of 
an  arm  of  each  of  us,  and  forced  us  into  a  run  until 
our  strength  was  utterly  exhausted.  Others  of  the 
party  would  then  support  us  on  each  side,  and  urge 
us  on  till  their  own  strength  failed  them.  After  this 
discipline,  a  spoonful  or  two  of  gruel  would  be  admin¬ 
istered  to  us.  This  exercise  being  repeated  several 
times,  they  at  length  placed  before  us  a  large  dish  con¬ 
taining  venison,  bear-meat,  and  turkey,  with  the  invi¬ 
tation  to  eat  all  we  wanted.  It  is  unnecessary  to  say 
that  I  partook  of  such  a  meal  as  I  never  remember  to 
have  eaten  before  or  since. 

Early  the  next  day  we  arrived  at  the  trading-post 
of  Ely  and  Curtis,  situate  on  the  Missouri  River,  near 
the  mouth  of  the  Kansas.  As  I  entered  the  house, 
I  heard  some  one  exclaim,  “  lie  re  comes  Jim  Beck- 
wourth  and  Black  Harris,”  the  name  he  went  by  where 
he  was  known. 

Ely  sprang  up  to  •welcome  us.  “  Sure  enough,” 
said  he,  “  it  is  they ;  but  they  look  like  corpses.” 

Another  voice  exclaimed,  “  Halloo,  Jim  !  what  is 
the  matter  with  you  ?  Is  it  yourselves,  or  only  your 
ghosts  ?  Come  along  and  take  some  brandy,  any  way ; 
living  or  dead,  you  must  be  dry.” 
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We  accepted  the  invitation,  and  took  each  a  glass, 
which,  in  our  greatly  reduced  state,  quite  overpowered 
us.  Left  to  ray  reflections,  I  resolved  that,  if  I  sur¬ 
vived  my  present  dangers,  I  would  return  to  civilized 
life.  The  extremities  I  had  keen  reduced  to  had  so 
moderated  my  resentments  that,  had  I  encountered  my 
former  boss,  I  should  certainly  have  extended  my  hand 
to  him  with  ready  forgiveness. 

The  Indians  we  had  so  opportunely  fallen  in  with 
belonged  to  the  Kansas  band  of  the  Osage  tribe,  and 
were  on  the  way,  as  we  had  surmised,  to  dispose  of 
their  goods  at  the  trading-post.  Their  wares  consist¬ 
ed  principally  of  peltry,  obtained  by  their  sagacity  in 
trapping,  and  their  skill  in  hunting  the  wild  animals 
of  the  plains.  In  purchasing  their  skins  of  them, 
Messrs.  Ely  and  Curtis  rewarded  the  Indians  very  lib¬ 
erally  with  government  stores  for  their  humanity  in 
succoring  us  when  exhausted,  and  as  an  encouragement 
to  relieve  others  whom  they  might  chance  to  find  sim¬ 
ilarly  distressed. 

After  thoroughly  recruiting  at  the  trading-post, 
where  I  received  every  attention  from  Messrs.  Ely  and 
Curtis,  I  started  for  St.  Louis.  On  my  arrival  at  G. 
Chouteau’s  trading-post,  I  calculated  the  intervening 
distance  to  St.  Louis,  and  abandoned  my  intention  of 
proceeding  thither,  delaying  my  return  till  the  spring, 
when  the  ice  would  break  up  in  the  Missouri.  Mr. 
Chouteau  engaged  me  to  assist  in  packing  peltries  dur¬ 
ing  the  winter,  at  twenty-five  dollars  per  month. 

When  the  river  was  free  from  ice,  I  took  passage  in 
a  St.  Louis  boat,  and,  after  a  quick  run,  arrived  safe  in 
the  city  early  in  the  evening  of  the  fifth  day. 

Shortly  after  my  arrival  I  fell  in  with  General  Ash¬ 
ley,  who  had  returned  to  the  city  for  more  men.  The 
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general  was  greatly  surprised  to  see  me,  he  having 
concluded  that  my  fate  had  been  the  same  with  hund¬ 
reds  i  others,  engaged  to  fur  companies,  who  had  per¬ 
ished  with  cold  and  starvation.  The  general  informed 
me  that  he  had  engaged  one  hundred  and  twenty  men, 
who  were  already  on  their  road  to  the  mountains.  He 
declared  I  was  just  the  man  he  was  in  search  of  to  ride 
after  and  overtake  the  men,  and  accompany  them  to 
the  mountains,  and  added  that  I  must  start  the  next 
morning. 

My  feelings  were  somewhat  similar  to  those  of  a 
young  sailor  on  his  return  from  his  first  voyage  to 
sea.  I  had  achieved  one  trip  to  the  wild  West,  and 
had  returned  safe,  and  now  I  was  desirous  of  spend¬ 
ing  a  long  interval  with  my  father.  I  suffered  the  ar¬ 
guments  of  the  old  general  to  prevail  over  me,  how¬ 
ever,  and  I  re-engaged  to  him,  with  the  promise  to 
start  on  the  following  morning.  This  afforded  me 
short  time  to  visit  my  friends,  to  whom  I  just  paid  a 
flying  visit,  and  returned  to  the  city  in  the  morning. 

After  attending  to  the  general’s  instructions,  and 
receiving  eight  hundred  dollars  in  gold  to  carry  to  Mr. 
Fitzpatrick  (an  agent  of  General  Ashley  then  station¬ 
ed  in  the  mountains),  I  mounted  a  good  horse,  and  put 
on  in  pursuit  of  the  party,  who  were  five  or  six  days’ 
journey  in  advance. 

I  may  here  remark  that  the  general  had  been  re¬ 
cently  married,  and,  feeling  some  reluctance  to  tear 
himself  away  from  the  delights  of  Hymen,  he  sent  me 
on  for  the  performance  of  his  duties.  The  general 
followed  after  in  about  a  week,  and  overtook  the  party 
at  Franklin,  on  the  Missouri. 

It  was  early  May  when  I  commenced  my  journey. 
Unfolding  Nature  presented  so  many  charms  that  my 
B  2 
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previous  sufferings  were  obliterated  from  my  mind. 
The  trees  were  clothing  themselves  with  freshest  ver¬ 
dure,  flowers  were  unveiling  their  beauties  on  every 
side,  and  birds  were  caroling  their  sweetest  songs  from 
every  bough.  These  sights  and  sounds  struck  more 
pleasantly  upon  my  senses  than  the  howl  of  the  wolf 
and  the  scream  of  the  panther,  which  assailed  our  ears 
in  the  forests  and  prairies  of  the  wild  West. 

After  being  joined  by  our  general,  we  proceeded  up 
the  Missouri  to  Council  Bluffs,  and  thence  struck  out 
for  the  Platte  country.  Soon  after  our  arrival  on  the 
Platte  we  had  the  great  misfortune  to  lose  nearly  all 
our  horses,  amounting  to  about  two  hundred  head, 
stolen  from  us  by  the  Indians.  We  followed  their 
trail  for  some  time,  but,  deeming  it  useless  to  follow 
mounted  Indians  while  we  were  on  foot,  our  general 
gave  up  the  pursuit.  We  could  not  ascertain  what 
tribe  the  robbers  belonged  to,  but  I  have  since  been 
convinced  they  were  either  the  I-a-tans  or  the  Arrap- 
a-hos. 

Our  general  then  gave  orders  to  return  to  the  Mis¬ 
souri  and  purchase  all  the  horses  we  needed,  while  he 
returned  to  St.  Louis  to  transact  some  affairs  of  busi¬ 
ness,  and  possibly  pay  his  devotions  to  his  very  esti¬ 
mable  lady. 

We  succeeded  in  obtaining  a  supply  of  horses  after 
retracing  about  two  hundred  miles  of  our  journey,  pay¬ 
ing  for  them  with  drafts  upon  General  Ashley  in  St. 
Louis.  We  then  again  returned  to  our  camp  on  the 
Platte.  This  adventure  occupied  nearly  the  whole 
summer ;  and  we  guarded  against  a  repetition  of  the 
misfortune  by  strictly  watching  the  horses  day  and 
night.  While  a  portion  of  the  company  were  engaged 
in  making  purchase  of  our  second  supply  of  horses,  the 
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other  portion  remained  on  the  ground  to  hunt  and  trap, 
and  gather  together  a  supply  of  provision  for  our  con¬ 
sumption.  They  met  with  excellent  success,  and 
caught  a  great  number  of  beavers  and  otters,  together 
with  a  quantity  of  game. 

General  Ashley  rejoined  us  in  September,  and  by 
his  orders  Fitzpatrick  and  a  Robert  Campbell  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  the  Loup  fork,  taking  with  them  all  the  men, 
except  eight,  who  remained  behind  with  the  general, 
to  ascend  the  Platte  in  quest  of  the  company  he  left 
there  the  preceding  winter,  from  which  Harris  and  my¬ 
self  had  been  detached  on  our  expedition  to  the  Paw¬ 
nee  camp. 

After  several  days’  travel  we  found  the  company  we 
were  seeking.  They  were  all  well,  had  been  success¬ 
ful  in  trapping,  and  had  made  some  good  trades  with 
straggling  parties  of  Indians  in  the  exchange  of  goods 
for  peltry.  They  had  fared  rather  hard  a  part  of  the 
time,  as  game,  which  was  their  sole  dependence,  was 
often  difficult  to  obtain. 

I  should  here  mention  that  we  found  Harris  in  the 
course  of  our  second  trip,  who  rejoined  our  company, 
well  and  hearty. 

Fur  companies  in  those  days  had  to  depend  upon 
their  rifles  for  a  supply  of  food.  No  company  could 
possibly  carry  provisions  sufficient  to  last  beyond  the 
most  remote  white  settlements.  Our  food,  therefore, 
consisted  of  deer,  wild  turkeys  (which  were  found  in 
great  abundance),  bear-meat,  and,  even  in  times  of 
scarcity,  dead  horses.  Occasionally  a  little  flour,  sug¬ 
ar,  and  coffee  might  last  over  to  the  mountains ;  but 
those  who  held  these  articles  asked  exorbitant  prices 
for  them,  and  it  was  but  few  who  tasted  such  luxuries. 

We  were  now  in  the  buffalo  country,  but  the  In- 


36 


A  UTOBlOU RAPH  V  O F 


dians  had  driven  them  all  away.  Before  we  left  the 
settlements,  our  party  made  free  use  of  the  bee-hives, 
pigs,  and  poultry  belonging  to  the  settlers  ;  a  maraud¬ 
ing  practice  commonly  indulged  in  by  the  mountain¬ 
eers,  who  well  knew  that  the  strength  of  their  party 
secured  them  against  any  retaliation  on  the  part  of  the 
sufferers. 

There  were  two  Spaniards  in  our  company,  whom 
we  one  morning  left  behind  us  to  catch  some  horses 
which  had  strayed  away  from  the  camp.  The  two  men 
stopped  at  a  house  inhabited  by  a  respectable  white 
woman,  and  they,  seeing  her  without  protection,  com¬ 
mitted  a  disgraceful  assault  upon  her  person.  They 
were  pursued  to  the  camp  by  a  number  of  the  settlers, 
who  made  known  to  us  the  outrage  committed  upon 
the  woman.  We  all  regarded  the  crime  with  the  ut¬ 
most  abhorrence,  and  felt  mortified  that  any  of  our 
party  should  be  guilty  of  conduct  so  revolting.  The 
culprits  were  arrested,  and  they  at  once  admitted  their 
guilt.  A  council  was  called  in  the  presence  of  the  set¬ 
tlers,  and  the  culprits  offered  their  choice  of  two  pun¬ 
ishments  :  either  to  be  hung  to  the  nearest  tree,  or  to 
receive  one  hundred  lashes  each  on  the  bare  back. 
They  chose  the  latter  punishment,  which  was  imme¬ 
diately  inflicted  upon  them  by  four  of  our  party.  Hav¬ 
ing  no  cat-o’-nine-tails  in  our  possession,  the  lashes 
were  inflicted  with  hickory  withes.  Their  backs  were 
dreadfully  lacerated,  and  the  blood  flowed  in  streams 
to  the  ground.  The  following  morning  the  two  Span¬ 
iards,  and  two  of  our  best  horses,  were  missing  from 
the  camp ;  we  did  not  pursue  them,  but,  by  the  tracks 
we  discovered  of  them,  it  was  evident  they  had  started 
for  New  Mexico. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Severe  Sufferings  in  the  Camp. — Grand  Island. — Platte  River. — Up 
the  South  Fork  of  the  Platte. — The  Dog,  the  Wolf,  and  the  first 
Buffalo. 

On  our  arrival  at  tlie  upper  camp,  related  in  the  pre¬ 
ceding  chapter,  we  found  the  men,  twenty-six  in  num¬ 
ber,  reduced  to  short  rations,  in  weakly  condition,  and 
in  a  discouraged  state  of  mind.  They  had  been  ex¬ 
pecting  the  arrival  of  a  large  company  with  abundant 
supplies,  and  when  we  rejoined  them  without  any  pro¬ 
visions,  they  were  greatly  disappointed.  General  Ash¬ 
ley  exerted  himself  to  infuse  fresh  courage  into  their 
disconsolate  breasts,  well  knowing  himself,  however, 
that,  unless  we  could  find  game,  the  chances  were  hard 
against  us. 

We  remained  in  camp  three  or  four  days,  until  we 
were  well  refreshed,  and  then  deliberated  upon  our 
next  proceeding.  Knowing  there  must  be  game  far¬ 
ther  up  the  river,  we  moved  forward.  Our  allowance 
was  half  a  pint  of  flour  a  day  per  man,  which  we  made 
into  a  kind  of  gruel ;  if  we  happened  to  kill  a  duck 
or  a  goose,  it  was  shared  as  fairly  as  possible.  I  re¬ 
called  to  mind  the  incidents  of  our  Pawnee  expedition. 

The  third  evening  we  made  a  halt  for  a  few  days. 
We  had  seen  no  game  worth  a  charge  of  powder  dur¬ 
ing  our  whole  march,  and  our  rations  were  confined  to 
the  half  pint  of  flour  per  day. 

We  numbered  thirty-four  men,  all  told,  and  a  dull¬ 
er  encampment,  I  suppose,  never  was  witnessed.  No 
jokes,  no  fire-side  stories,  no  fun ;  each  man  rose  in 
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the  morning  with  the  gloom  of  the  preceding  night  fill¬ 
ing  his  mind ;  we  built  our  fires  and  partook  of  our 
scanty  repast  without  saying  a  word. 

At  last  our  general  gave  orders  for  the  best  hunters 
to  sally  out  and  try  their  fortune.  I  seized  my  rifle 
and  issued  from  the  camp  alone,  feeling  so  reduced  in 
strength  that  my  mind  involuntarily  reverted  to  the 
extremity  I  had  been  reduced  to  with  Harris.  About 
three  hundred  yards  from  camp  I  saw  two  teal  ducks ; 
I  leveled  my  rifle,  and  handsomely  decapitated  one. 
This  was  a  temptation  to  my  constancy ;  and  appetite 
and  conscientiousness  had  a  long  strife  as  to  the  dis¬ 
posal  of  the  booty.  I  reflected  that  it  would  be  but 
an  inconsiderable  trifle  in  my  mess  of  four  hungry 
men,  while  to  roast  and  eat  him  myself  would  give 
me  strength  to  hunt  for  more.  A  strong  inward  feel¬ 
ing  remonstrated  against  such  an  invasion  of  the  rights 
of  my  starving  messmates  ;  but  if,  by  fortifying  my¬ 
self,  I  gained  ability  to  procure  something  more  sub¬ 
stantial  than  a  teal  duck,  my  dereliction  would  be  suf¬ 
ficiently  atoned,  and  my  overruling  appetite,  at  the 
same  time,  gratified. 

Had  I  admitted  my  messmates  to  the  argument, 
they  might  possibly  have  carried  it  adversely.  But 
I  received  the  conclusion  as  valid ;  so,  roasting  him 
without  ceremony  in  the  bushes,  I  devoured  the  duck 
alone,  and  felt  greatly  invigorated  with  the  meal. 

Passing  up  the  stream,  I  pushed  forward  to  fulfill 
my  obligation.  At  the  distance  of  about  a  mile  from 
the  camp  I  came  across  a  narrow  deer-trail  through 
some  rushes,  and  directly  across  the  trail,  with  only 
the  centre  of  his  body  visible  (his  two  extremities  be¬ 
ing  hidden  by  the  rushes),  not  more  than  fifty  yards 
distant,  I  saw  a  fine  large  buck  standing.  I  did  not 
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wait  for  a  nearer  shot.  I  fired,  and  broke  his  back. 
I  dispatched  him  by  drawing  my  knife  across  his 
throat,  and,  having  partially  dressed  him,  hung  him  on 
a  tree  close  by.  Proceeding  onward,  I  met  a  large 
white  wolf,  attracted,  probably,  by  the  scent  of  the 
deer.  I  shot  him,  and,  depriving  him  of  his  meal,  de¬ 
voted  him  for  a  repast  to  the  camp.  Before  I  return¬ 
ed,  I  succeeded  in  killing  three  good-sized  elk,  which, 
added  to  the  former,  afforded  a  pretty  good  display  of 
meat. 

I  then  returned  near  enough  to  the  camp  to  signal 
to  them  to  come  to  my  assistance.  They  had  heard 
the  reports  of  my  rifle,  and,  knowing  that  I  would  not 
waste  ammunition,  had  been  expecting  to  see  me  re¬ 
turn  with  game.  All  who  were  able  turned  out  to 
my  summons  ;  and  when  they  saw  the  booty  awaiting 
them,  their  faces  were  irradiated  with  joy. 

Each  man  shouldered  his  load ;  but  there  was  not 
one  capable  of  carrying  the  weight  of  forty  pounds. 
The  game  being  all  brought  into  camp,  the  fame  of 
“Jim  Beckwourth”  was  celebrated  by  all  tongues. 
Amid  all  this  gratulation,  I  could  not  separate  my 
thoughts  from  the  duck  which  had  supplied  my  clan¬ 
destine  meal  in  the  bushes.  I  suffered  them  to  ap¬ 
pease  their  hunger  with  the  proceeds  of  my  toil  before 
I  ventured  to  tell  my  comrades  of  the  offense  I  had 
been  guilty  of.  All  justified  my  conduct,  declaring  my 
conclusions  obvious.  As  it  turned  out,  my  proceed¬ 
ing  was  right  enough ;  but  if  I  had  failed  to  meet  with 
any  game,  I  had  been  guilty  of  an  offense  which  would, 
ever  after,  have  haunted  me. 

At  this  present  time  I  never  kill  a  duck  on  my 
ranche,  and  there  are  thousands  of  teal  duck  there,  but 
I  think  of  my  feast  in  the  bushes  while  my  compan- 
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ions  were  famishing  in  the  camp.  Since  that  time  I 
have  never  refused  to  share  my  last  shilling,  my  last 
biscuit,  or  my  only  blanket  with  a  friend,  and  I  think 
the  recollection  of  that  “temptation  in  the  wilderness” 
will  ever  serve  as  a  lesson  to  more  constancy  in  the 
future. 

The  day  following  we  started  forward  up  the  river, 
and,  after  progressing  some  four  or  five  miles,  came  in 
sight  of  plenty  of  deer-sign.  The  general  ordered  a 
halt,  and  directed  all  hunters  out  as  before.  We  sal¬ 
lied  out  in  different  directions,  our  general,  who  was 
a  good  hunter,  forming  one  of  the  number.  At  a  short 
distance  from  the  camp  I  discovered  a  large  buck  pass¬ 
ing  slowly  between  myself  and  the  camp,  at  about  pis¬ 
tol-shot  distance.  As  I  happened  to  be  standing 
against  a  tree,  he  had  not  seen  me.  I  fired  ;  the  ball 
passed  through  his  body,  and  whizzed  past  the  camp. 
Leaving  him,  I  encountered  a  second  deer  within  three 
quarters  of  a  mile.  I  shot  him,  and  hung  him  on  a 
limb.  Encouraged  with  my  success,  I  climbed  a  tree 
to  get  a  fairer  view  of  the  ground.  Looking  around 
from  my  elevated  position,  I  perceived  some  large, 
dark-colored  animal  grazing  on  the  side  of  a  hill,  some 
mile  and  a  half  distant.  I  was  determined  to  have  a 
shot  at  him,  whatever  he  might  be.  I  knew  meat  was 
in  demand,  and  that  fellow,  well  stored,  was  worth 
more  than  a  thousand  teal  ducks. 

I  therefore  approached,  with  the  greatest  precaution, 
to  within  fair  rifle-shot  distance,  scrutinizing  him  very 
closely,  and  still  unable  to  make  out  what  he  was.  I 
could  see  no  horns ;  and  if  he  was  a  bear,  I  thought 
him  an  enormous  one.  I  took  sight  at  him  over  my 
faithful  rifle,  which  had  never  failed  me,  and  then  set 
it  down,  to  contemplate  the  huge  animal  still  farther. 
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Finally,  I  resolved  to  let  fly ;  taking  good  aim,  I  pull¬ 
ed  trigger,  the  rifle  cracked,  and  I  then  made  rapid  re¬ 
treat  toward  the  camp.  After  running  about  two  hund¬ 
red  yards,  and  hearing  nothing  in  movement  behind 
me,  I  ventured  to  look  round,  and,  to  my  great  joy, 
I  saw  the  animal  had  fallen. 

Continuing  my  course  on  to  the  camp,  I  encounter¬ 
ed  the  general,  who,  perceiving  blood  on  my  hands, 
addressed  me,  “  Have  you  shot  any  thing,  Jim  ?” 

I  replied,  “  Yes,  sir.” 

“  What  have  you  shot  ?” 

“  Two  deer  and  something  else,”  I  answered. 

“  And  what  is  the  something  else  ?”  he  inquired. 

“I  do  not  know,  sir.” 

“What  did  he  look  like?”  the  general  interroga¬ 
ted.  “  Had  he  horns  ?” 

“I  saw  no  horns,  sir.” 

“What  color  was  the  animal?” 

“You  can  see  him,  general,”  I  replied,  “by  climb¬ 
ing  yonder  tree.” 

The  general  ascended  the  tree  accordingly,  and 
looking  through  his  spy-glass,  which  he  always  car¬ 
ried,  he  exclaimed,  “A  buffalo,  by  heavens!”  and, 
coming  nimbly  down  the  tree,  he  gave  orders  for  us 
to  take  a  couple  of  horses,  and  go  and  dress  the  buf¬ 
falo,  and  bring  him  into  camp. 

I  suggested  that  two  horses  could  not  carry  the 
load ;  six  were  therefore  dispatched,  and  they  all  came 
back  well  packed  with  his  remains. 

There  was  great  rejoicing  throughout  the  camp  at 
such  bountiful  provision,  and  all  fears  of  starvation 
were  removed,  at  least  for  the  present.  The  two  deer 
were  also  brought  in,  besides  a  fine  one  killed  by  the 
general,  and  ducks,  geese,  and  such  like  were  freely 
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added  by  the  other  hunters,  who  had  taken  a  wider 
circuit. 

It  appears  strange  that,  although  I  had  traveled 
hundreds  of  miles  in  the  buffalo  country,  this  one  was 
the  first  I  had  ever  seen.  The  conviction  weighing 
upon  my  mind  that  it  was  a  huge  bear  I  was  approach¬ 
ing  had  so  excited  me  that,  although  within  fair  gun¬ 
shot,  I  actually  could  not  see  his  horns.  The  general 
and  my  companions  had  many  a  hearty  laugh  at  my 
expense,  he  often  expressing  wonder  that  my  keen  eye 
could  not,  when  close  to  the  animal,  perceive  the  horns, 
while  he  could  see  them  plainly  near  two  miles  distant. 

A  severe  storm  setting  in  about  this  time,  had  it 
not  been  for  our  excellent  store  of  provisions  we 
should  most  probably  have  perished  of  starvation. 
There  was  no  game  to  be  procured,  and  our  horses 
were  beginning  to  die  for  want  of  nourishment.  We 
remained  in  this  camp  until  our  provisions  were  all 
expended,  and  our  only  resource  was  the  flesh  of  the 
horses  which  died  of  starvation  and  exposure  to  the 
storm.  It  was  not  such  nutritious  food  as  our  fat 
buffalo  and  venison,  but  in  our  present  circumstances 
it  relished  tolerably  well. 

Were  General  Ashley  now  living,  he  would  recol¬ 
lect  the  hardships  and  delights  we  experienced  in  this 
expedition. 

When  the  storm  was  expended  we  moved  up  the 
river,  hoping  to  fall  in  with  game.  We,  unfortunately, 
found  but  little  on  our  course.  When  we  had  advanced 
some  twenty  miles  we  halted.  Our  position  looked 
threatening.  It  was  mid-winter,  and  every  thing 
around  us  bore  a  gloomy  aspect.  We  were  without 
provisions,  and  we  saw  no  means  of  obtaining  any. 
At  this  crisis,  six  or  seven  Indians  of  the  Pawnee  Loup 
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band  came  into  our  camp.  Knowing  them  to  be  friend¬ 
ly,  we  were  overjoyed  to  see  them.  They  informed 
our  interpreter  that  their  village  was  only  four  miles 
distant,  which  at  once  accounted  for  the  absence  of 
game.  They  invited  us  to  their  lodges,  where  they 
could  supply  us  with  every  thing  that  we  needed ; 
but  on  our  representing  to  them  our  scarcity  of  horses, 
and  the  quantity  of  peltry  we  had  no  means  of  pack¬ 
ing,  they  immediately  started  off  to  their  village  (our 
interpreter  accompanying  them)  in  quest  of  horses,  and 
speedily  returned  with  a  sufficient  number.  Packing 
our  effects,  we  accompanied  them  to  their  village,  Two 
Axe,  of  whom  I  have  previously  made  mention,  and  a 
Spaniard  named  Antoine  Behele,  chief  of  the  band, 
forming  part  of  our  escort. 

Arrived  at  their  village,  which  we  found  well  pro¬ 
vided  with  every  thing  we  needed,  the  Indians  gave 
us  a  hospitable  reception,  and  spread  a  feast  which,  as 
they  had  promised,  “  made  all  our  hearts  glad.”  Our 
horses,  too,  were  well  cared  for,  and  soon  assumed  a 
more  rotund  appearance.  We  purchased  for  our  fu¬ 
ture  use  beans,  pumpkins,  corn,  cured  meat,  besides 
some  beaver-skins,  giving  them  in  exchange  a  variety 
of  manufactured  goods  used  in  the  Indian  trade,  of 
which  we  had  a  great  plenty.  We  replaced  our  lost 
horses  by  purchasing  others  in  their  stead ;  and  now, 
every  thing  being  ready  for  departure,  our  general  in¬ 
timated  to  Two  Axe  his  wish  to  get  on. 

Two  Axe  objected.  “My  men  are  about  to  sur¬ 
round  the  buffalo,”  he  said ;  “if  you  go  now,  you  will 
frighten  them.  You  must  stay  four  days  more,  then 
you  may  go.” 

His  word  was  law,  so  we  staid  accordingly. 

Within  the  four  days  appointed  they  made  “the 
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surround,”  and  killed  fourteen  hundred  buffaloes.  The 
tongues  were  counted  by  General  Ashley  himself,  and 
thus  I  can  guarantee  the  truth  of  the  assertion. 

To  the  reader  unacquainted  with  the  Indian  mode 
of  taking  these  animals,  a  concise  description  may  not 
be  uninteresting. 

There  were  probably  engaged  in  this  hunt  from  one 
to  two  thousand  Indians,  some  mounted  and  some  on 
foot.  They  encompass  a  large  space  where  the  buffa¬ 
loes  are  contained,  and,  closing  in  around  them  on  all 
points,  form  a  complete  circle.  Their  circle  at  first  in¬ 
closed  may  measure  perhaps  six  miles  in  diameter, 
with  an  irregular  circumference  determined  by  the 
movements  of  the  herd.  When  “the  surround”  is 
formed,  the  hunters  radiate  from  the  main  body  to  the 
right  and  left  until  the  ring  is  entire.  The  chief  then 
gives  the  order  to  charge,  which  is  communicated  along 
the  ring  with  the  speed  of  lightning ;  every  man  then 
rushes  to  the  centre,  and  the  work  of  destruction  is  be¬ 
gun.  The  unhappy  victims,  finding  themselves  hem¬ 
med  in  on  every  side,  run  this  way  and  that  in  their 
mad  efforts  to  escape.  Finding  all  chance  of  escape 
impossible,  and  seeing  their  slaughtered  fellows  drop 
dead  at  their  feet,  they  bellow  with  affright,  and  in  the 
confusion  that  whelms  them,  lose  all  power  of  resist¬ 
ance.  The  slaughter  generally  lasts  two  or  three 
hours,  and  seldom  many  get  clear  of  the  weapons  of 
their  assailants. 

The  field  over,  the  “  surround”  presents  the  appear¬ 
ance  of  one  vast  slaughter-house.  He  who  has  been 
most  successful  in  the  work  of  devastation  is  cele¬ 
brated  as  a  hero,  and  receives  the  highest  honors  from 
the  “fair  sex,”  while  he  who  has  been  so  unfortunate 
as  not  to  kill  a  buffalo  is  jeered  and  ridiculed  by  the 
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whole  band.  Flaying,  dressing,  and  preserving  the 
meat  next  engages  their  attention,  and  affords  them 
full  employment  for  several  weeks. 

The  “  surround”  accomplished,  we  received  permis¬ 
sion  from  Two  Axe  to  take  up  our  line  of  march.  Ac¬ 
cordingly,  we  started  along  the  river,  and  had  only  pro¬ 
ceeded  five  miles  from  the  village  when  we  found  that 
the  Platte  forked.  Taking  the  south  fork,  we  jour¬ 
neyed  on  some  six  miles,  when  we  encamped.  So  we 
continued  every  day,  making  slow  progress,  some  days 
not  advancing  more  than  four  or  five  miles,  until  we 
had  left  the  Pawnee  villages  three  hundred  miles  in 
our  rear.  We  found  plenty  of  buffalo  along  our  route 
until  we  approached  the  Rocky  Mountains,  when  the 
buffalo,  as  well  as  all  other  game,  became  scarce,  and 
we  had  to  resort  to  the  beans  and  corn  supplied  us  by 
the  Pawnees. 


CHAPTER  Y. 

Sufferings  on  the  Platte. — Arrive  at  the  Rocky  Mountains. — Fall  out 
with  General  Ashley. — Horses  again  stolen  by  the  Crow  Indians. 
— Sickness  of  our  General. — Rescue  of  the  General  from  a  wound¬ 
ed  Buffalo.  —  Remarkable  Rescue  of  the  General  from  the  Green 
River  “  Suck.” 

Not  finding  any  game  for  a  number  of  days,  we 
again  felt  alarmed  for  our  safety.  The  snow  was  deep 
on  the  ground,  and  our  poor  horses  could  obtain  no 
food  but  the  boughs  and  bark  of  the  cotton-wood  trees. 
Still  we  pushed  forward,  seeking  to  advance  as  far  as 
possible,  in  order  to  open  a  trade  with  the  Indians, 
and  occupy  ourselves  in  trapping  during  the  finish  of 
the  season.  We  were  again  put  upon  reduced  rations, 
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one  pint  of  beans  per  day  being  the  allowance  to  a 
mess  of  four  men,  with  other  articles  in  proportion. 

Here  I  had  a  serious  difficulty  with  our  general, 
which  arose  in  the  following  manner.  The  general  de¬ 
sired  me  to  shoe  his  horse,  which  I  cheerfully  proceed¬ 
ed  to  do.  I  had  finished  setting  three  shoes,  and  had 
yet  one  nail  to  drive  in  the  fourth,  when,  about  to  drive 
the  last  nail,  the  horse,  which  had  been  very  restless 
during  the  whole  time,  withdrew  his  foot  from  me. 
My  patience  becoming  exhausted,  I  applied  the  ham¬ 
mer  several  times  to  his  belly,  which  is  the  usual  pun¬ 
ishment  inflicted  by  blacksmiths  upon  unruly  horses. 
The  general,  who  was  standing  near,  flew  into  a  vio¬ 
lent  rage,  and  poured  his  curses  thick  and  fast  upon 
me.  Feeling  hurt  at  such  language  from  the  lips  of  a 
man  whom  I  had  treated  like  my  own  brother,  I  retort¬ 
ed,  reminding  him  of  the  many  obligations  he  owed  me. 
I  told  him  that  his  language  to  me  was  harsh  and  un¬ 
merited  ;  that  I  had  thus  far  served  him  faithfully ; 
that  I  had  done  for  him  what  no  other  man  would  do, 
periling  my  life  for  him  on  several  occasions ;  that  I 
had  been  successful  in  killing  game  when  his  men 
were  in  a  state  of  starvation ;  and,  warming  at  the  re¬ 
capitulation,  I  added,  “There  is  one  more  nail  to  drive, 
general,  to  finish  shoeing  that  horse,  which  you  may 
drive  for  yourself,  or  let  go  undriven,  for  I  will  see  you 
dead  before  I  will  lift  another  finger  to  serve  you.” 

But  little  more  was  said  on  either  side  at  that 
time. 

The  next  morning  the  general  gave  orders  to  pack 
up  and  move  on.  He  showed  me  a  worn-out  horse, 
which  he  ordered  me  to  pack  and  drive  along.  I  very 
well  knew  that  the  horse  could  not  travel  far,  even 
without  a  pack. 
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Still,  influenced  by  the  harsh  language  the  gener¬ 
al  had  addressed  to  me  on  the  previous  day,  I  said, 
“  General,  I  will  pack  the  horse,  but  I  wish  you  to 
understand  that,  whenever  he  gives  out,  there  I  leave 
him,  horse  and  pack.” 

“  Obey  my  orders,  and  let  me  have  none  of  your 
insolence,  sir,”  said  the  general. 

I  was  satisfied  this  was  imposed  upon  me  for  pun¬ 
ishment.  I,  however,  packed  the  horse  with  two  pigs 
of  lead  and  sundry  small  articles,  and  drove  him  along 
in  the  rear,  the  others  having  started  a  considerable 
time  previous.  The  poor  animal  struggled  on  for 
about  a  mile,  and  then  fell  groaning  under  his  bur¬ 
den.  I  unpacked  him,  assisted  him  to  rise,  and,  re¬ 
packing  him,  drove  him  on  again  in  the  trail  that  the 
others  had  left  in  the  snow.  Proceeding  half  a  mile 
farther,  he  again  fell.  I  went  through  the  same  cere¬ 
mony  as  before.  He  advanced  a  few  yards,  and  fell  a 
third  time.  Feeling  mad  at  the  general  for  imposing 
such  a  task  upon  me,  my  hands  tingling  with  cold 
through  handling  the  snowy  pack-ropes,  I  seized  my 
hammer  from  the  pack,  and,  striking  with  all  my  pow¬ 
er,  it  penetrated  the  poor  animal’s  skull. 

“There, ’’said  I,  “take  that!  I  only  wish  you  were 
General  Ashley.” 

“You  do,  do  you?”  said  a  voice  from  the  bushes 
on  the  side  of  the  trail. 

I  well  knew  the  voice :  it  was  the  general  himself ; 
and  another  volley  of  curses  descended  uninterrupt¬ 
edly  upon  my  head. 

I  was  not  the  man  to  flinch.  “What  I  said  I 
meant,” I  exclaimed,  “and  it  makes  no  odds  whether 
you  heard  it  or  not.” 

“You  are  an  infernal  scoundrel,  and  Ill  shoot  you 
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and,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  he  cocked  his  piece 
and  leveled  it. 

I  cocked  my  rifle  and  presented  it  also,  and  then 
we  stood  at  hay,  looking  each  other  direct  in  the 
eye. 

“General,”  I  at  length  said,  “you  have  addressed 
language  to  me  which  I  allow  no  man  to  use,  and,  un¬ 
less  you  retract  that  last  epithet,  you  or  I  must  surely 
die.” 

He  finally  said,  “  I  will  acknowledge  that  it  was 
language  which  never  should  he  used  to  a  man,  hut 
when  I  am  angry  I  am  apt  to  speak  hastily.  But,” 
he  added,  “I  will  make  you  suffer  for  this.” 

“Not  in  your  service,  general,” I  replied.  “You 
can  take  your  horse  now,  and  do  what  you  please  with 
him.  I  am  going  to  return  to  St.  Louis.” 

The  general  almost  smiled  at  the  idea. 

“You  will  play - going  hack  to  St.  Louis,” he 

said,  “  when,  in  truth,  you  were  afraid  of  being  killed 
hy  the  Indians,  through  being  left  too  far  behind  with 
that  old  horse.” 

I  left  general,  horse,  and  pack,  and  started  on  to 
overtake  the  advanced  party,  in  order  to  get  my  sad¬ 
dle-hags  before  leaving  them.  Approaching  the  party, 
I  advanced  to  Fitzpatrick  (in  whose  possession  they 
were)  and  addressed  him :  “  Hold  up,  Fitzpatrick ; 
give  me  my  saddle-hags.  I  am  going  to  leave  you, 
and  return  to  St.  Louis.” 

“  What !”  exclaimed  he,  “  have  you  had  more  words 
with  the  general  ?” 

“Yes,” I  replied,  “words  that  will  never  he  forgiv¬ 
en — hy  me ,  at  least,  in  this  life.  I  am  hound  to  re¬ 
turn.” 

“Well,” said  he,  “wait  till  we  encamp, a  few  hund- 
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red  yards  ahead.  Your  things  are  in  the  pack ;  when 
we  stop  you  can  get  them.” 

I  accompanied  them  till  they  encamped ;  then,  tak¬ 
ing  my  goods  from  the  pack,  I  was  getting  ready  to 
return,  when  the  general  came  up. 

Seeing  me  about  to  carry  my  threat  into  execution, 
he  addressed  me:  “Jim,  you  have  ammunition  belong¬ 
ing  to  me ;  you  can  not  take  that  with  you.” 

Luckily,  I  had  plenty  of  my  own,  so  I  delivered  up 
all  in  my  possession  belonging  to  him. 

“Sir,”  I  said,  “as  Fortune  has  favored  me  with 
plenty,  I  deliver  up  yours ;  but,  if  I  had  had  none  of 
my  own,  I  would  have  retained  a  portion  of  yours,  or 
died  in  the  attempt.  And  it  seems  to  me  that  you 
must  have  a  very  small  soul  to  see  a  man  turned 
adrift  without  any  thing  to  protect  him  against  hos¬ 
tile  savages,  or  procure  him  necessary  food  in  travers¬ 
ing  this  wide  wilderness.” 

He  then  said  no  more  to  me,  but  called  Fitzpatrick, 
and  requested  him  to  dissuade  me  from  leaving.  Fitz¬ 
patrick  came,  and  exerted  all  his  eloquence  to  deter  me 
from  going,  telling  me  of  the  great  distance  before  me, 
the  danger  I  ran,  when  alone,  of  being  killed  by  In¬ 
dians — representing  the  almost  certain  fact  that  I  must 
perish  from  starvation.  He  reminded  me  that  it  was 
now  March,  and  the  snows  were  already  melting ;  that 
Spring,  with  all  its  beauties,  would  soon  be  ushered  in, 
and  I  should  lose  the  sublime  scenery  of  the  Eocky 
Mountains. 

But  my  mind  was  bent  upon  going ;  all  my  former 
love  for  the  man  was  forfeited,  and  I  felt  I  could  never 
endure  his  presence  again. 

Fitzpatrick’s  mission  having  failed,  the  general  sent 
a  French  boy  to  intercede,  toward  whom  I  felt  great 
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attachment.  He  was  named  Baptiste  La  Jeunesse, 
and  was  about  seventeen  years  of  age.  I  had  many 
times  protected  this  lad  from  the  abuse  of  his  coun¬ 
trymen,  and  had  fought  several  battles  on  his  account, 
for  which  reason  he  naturally  fled  to  me  for  protection, 
and  had  grown  to  regard  me  in  the  light  of  a  father. 

When  this  boy  saw  that  I  was  in  earnest  about 
leaving,  fearing  that  all  attempts  at  persuasion  would 
be  useless,  he  hung  his  nether  lip,  and  appeared  per¬ 
fectly  disconsolate. 

The  general,  calling  this  lad  to  him,  desired  him  to 
come  to  me  and  persuade  me  from  the  notion  of  leav¬ 
ing.  He  pledged  his  word  to  Baptiste  that  he  would 
say  no  more  to  displease  me ;  that  he  would  spare  no 
efforts  to  accommodate  me,  and  offered  me  free  use  of 
his  horses,  assigning  as  a  reason  for  this  concession 
that  he  was  unwilling  for  word  to  reach  the  States  that 
he  had  suffered  a  man  to  perish  in  the  wilderness 
through  a  little  private  difficulty  in  the  camp. 

At  this  moment  Le  Pointe  presented  himself,  mani¬ 
festing  by  his  appearance  that  he  had  something  of  im¬ 
portance  to  communicate. 

“  General,”  said  he,  “  more  than  half  the  men  are 
determined  to  leave  with  Beckwourth ;  they  are  now 
taking  ammunition  from  the  sacks  and  hiding  it  about. 
What  is  to  be  done  ?” 

“  I  will  do  the  best  I  can.”  Then  turning  to  the 
lad,  he  said,  “  I  took  Jim’s  ammunition,  thinking  to  de¬ 
ter  him  from  going;  had  he  insisted  upon  going,  I  should 
have  furnished  him  with  plenty.  Go  now,”  he  added, 
“and  tell  him  I  want  him  to  stay,  but  if  he  insists 
upon  going,  to  take  whatever  he  wants.” 

Baptiste  left  the  group  which  surrounded  the  gener¬ 
al,  and  made  his  way  to  me,  with  his  head  inclined. 
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“Mon  frere,”  said  the  lad,  addressing  me  as  I  sat, 
“  the  g6n6ral  talk  much  good.  He  vant  you  stay.  I 
tell  him  you  no  stay ;  dat  you  en  colere.  I  tell  him  if 
mon  frere  go,  by  gar,  I  go  too.  He  say,  you  go  talk 
to  Jim,  and  get  him  stay.  I  tell  you  vat  I  tink.  You 
stay  leetle  longer,  and  if  de  general  talk  you  bad  one 
time  more,  den  ve  go,  by  gar.  You  take  von  good 
horse,  me  take  von  good  horse  too ;  ve  carry  our  plan- 
ket,  ve  take  some  viande,  and  some  poudre — den  ve 
live.  Ye  go  now — ve  take  noting — den  ve  die.” 

I  knew  that  the  boy  gave  good  advice,  and,  foregoing 
my  former  resolve,  I  concluded  to  remain. 

My  decision  was  quickly  communicated  to  the  whole 
camp,  and  the  hidden  parcels  of  ammunition  were  re¬ 
stored  to  their  proper  places.  The  storm  in  the  camp 
ceased,  and  all  were  ready  to  proceed. 

I  have  heard  scores  of  emigrants  (when  stopping 
with  me  in  my  “hermitage,”  in  Beckwourth  Valley, 
California)  relate  their  hair-breadth  escapes  from  In¬ 
dians,  and  various  hardships  endured  in  their  passage 
across  the  Plains.  They  would  dwell  upon  their  per¬ 
ilous  nights  when  standing  guard;  their  encounters 
with  Indians,  or  some  daring  exploit  with  a  buffalo. 
These  recitals  were  listened  to  with  incredulous  ears ; 
for  there  is  in  human  nature  such  a  love  of  the  mar¬ 
velous,  that  traditionary  deeds,  by  dint  of  repetition, 
become  appropriated  to  the  narrator,  and  the  tales  that 
were  related  as  actual  experience  now  mislead  the 
speaker  and  the  audience. 

When  I  recurred  to  my  own  adventures,  I  would 
smile  at  the  comparison  of  their  sufferings  with  what 
myself  and  other  men  of  the  mountains  had  really  en¬ 
dured  in  former  times.  The  forts  that  now  afford  pro¬ 
tection  to  the  traveler  were  built  by  ourselves  at  the 


52 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF 


constant  peril  of  our  lives,  amid  Indian  tribes  nearly 
double  their  present  numbers.  Without  wives  and 
children  to  comfort  us  on  our  lonely  way ;  without 
well-furnished  wagons  to  resort  to  when  hungry ;  no 
roads  before  us  but  trails  temporarily  made;  our 
clothing  consisting  of  the  skins  of  the  animals  that  had 
fallen  before  our  unerring  rifles,  and  often  whole  days 
on  insufficient  rations,  or  entirely  without  food ;  occa¬ 
sionally  our  whole  party  on  guard  the  entire  night,  and 
our  strength  deserting  us  through  unceasing  watching 
and  fatigue ;  these  are  sufferings  that  made  theirs  ap¬ 
pear  trivial,  and  ours  surpass  in  magnitude  my  power 
of  relation. 

Without  doubt,  many  emigrants  were  subjected  to 
considerable  hardship,  during  the  early  part  of  the  em¬ 
igration,  by  the  loss  of  cattle,  and  the  Indians  came 
in  for  their  full  share  of  blame.  But  it  was  through 
extreme  carelessness  that  so  many  were  lost;  and 
those  who  have  charged  their  losses  upon  the  Indians 
have  frequently  found  their  stock,  or  a  portion  of  it, 
harnessed  to  wagons  either  far  in  advance  of  them,  or 
lagging  carelessly  in  their  rear.  The  morality  of  the 
whites  I  have  not  found  to  exceed  very  much  that  of 
the  red  man ;  for  there  are  plenty  of  the  former,  belong¬ 
ing  to  trains  on  the  routes,  who  would  not  hesitate  to 
take  an  ox  or  two,  if  any  chance  offered  for  getting 
hold  of  them. 

But  to  return.  At  the  time  when  I  had  concluded 
to  proceed  with  the  party,  we  were  encamped  in  the 
prairie,  away  from  any  stream  (having  passed  the  fork 
of  the  Platte),  and  were  again  in  a  starving  condition. 
Except  an  occasional  hare  or  rabbit,  there  was  no  sign 
of  supplying  ourselves  with  any  kind  of  game. 

We  traveled  on  till  we  arrived  at  Pilot  Butte,  where 
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two  misfortunes  befell  us.  A  great  portion  of  our  horses 
were  stolen  by  the  Crow  Indians,  and  General  Ashley 
was  taken  sick,  caused,  beyond  doubt,  by  exposure 
and  insufficient  fare.  Our  condition  was  growing 
worse  and  worse ;  and,  as  a  measure  best  calculated 
to  procure  relief,  we  all  resolved  to  go  on  a  general 
hunt,  and  bring  home  something  to  supply  our  press¬ 
ing  necessities.  All  who  were  able,  therefore,  started 
in  different  directions,  our  customary  mode  of  hunt¬ 
ing.  I  traveled,  as  near  as  I  could  judge,  about  ten 
miles  from  the  camp,  and  saw  no  signs  of  game.  I 
reached  a  high  point  of  land,  and,  on  taking  a  general 
survey,  I  discovered  a  river  which  I  had  never  seen  in 
this  region  before.  It  was  of  considerable  size,  flow¬ 
ing  four  or  five  miles  distant,  and  on  its  banks  I  ob¬ 
served  acres  of  land  covered  with  moving  masses  of 
buffalo.  I  hailed  this  as  a  perfect  Godsend,  and  was 
oveijoyed  with  the  feeling  of  security  infused  by  my 
opportune  discovery.  However,  fatigued  and  weak,  I 
accelerated  my  return  to  the  camp,  and  communicated 
my  success  to  my  companions.  Their  faces  bright¬ 
ened  up  at  the  intelligence,  and  all  were  impatient  to 
be  at  them.  .  * 

The  general,  on  learning  my  intelligence,  desired  us 
to  move  forward  to  the  river  with  what  horses  we  had 
left,  and  each  man  to  carry  a  pack  on  his  back  of  the 
goods  that  remained  after  loading  the  cattle.  He  farther 
desired  us  to  roll  up  snow  to  provide  him  with  a  shel¬ 
ter,  and  to  return  the  next  day  to  see  if  he  survived. 

The  men,  in  their  eagerness  to  get  to  the  river 
(which  is  now  called  Green  River),  loaded  themselves 
so  heavily  that  three  or  four  were  left  with  nothing 
but  their  rifles  to  carry.  Though  my  feelings  toward 
the  general  were  still  unfriendly  (knowing  that  he  had 
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expressed  sentiments  concerning  me  that  were  totally 
unmerited),  I  could  not  reconcile  myself  to  deserting 
him  in  his  present  helpless  condition.  Accordingly,  1 
informed  him  that  if  he  thought  he  could  endure  the 
journey,  I  would  make  arrangements  to  enable  him  to 
proceed  along  with  the  company. 

He  appeared  charmed  with  the  magnanimty  of  the 
proposal,  and  declared  his  willingness  to  endure  any 
thing  in  reason.  His  consent  obtained,  I  prepared  a 
light  litter,  and,  with  the  assistance  of  two  of  the  un¬ 
laden  men,  placed  him  upon  it,  in  the  easiest  position 
possible ;  then,  attaching  two  straps  to  the  ends  of  the 
litter-bars,  we  threw  them  over  our  shoulders,  and,  tak¬ 
ing  the  bars  in  our  hands,  hoisted  our  burden,  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  with  all  the  ease  imaginable.  Our  rifles  were 
carried  by  the  third  man. 

The  anxiety  of  the  general  to  remain  with  us  pre¬ 
vented  his  giving  utterance  to  the  least  complaint,  and 
we  all  arrived  in  good  season  on  the  banks  of  Green 
River.  We  were  rejoiced  to  find  that  our  companions 
who  preceded  us  had  killed  a  fine  buffalo,  and  we 
abandoned  ourselves  that  evening  to  a  general  spirit 
of  rejoicing.  Our  leader,  in  a  few  days,  entirely  recov¬ 
ered,  and  we  were  thus,  by  my  forethought  in  bringing 
him  with  us,  spared  the  labor  of  a  return  journey. 

We  all  feasted  ourselves  to  our  hearts’  content  upon 
the  delicious,  coarse-grained  flesh  of  the  buffalo,  of 
which  there  was  an  unlimited  supply.  There  were, 
besides,  plenty  of  wild  geese  and  teal  ducks  on  the  riv¬ 
er — the  latter,  however,  I  very  seldom  ventured  to  kill. 

One  day  several  of  us  were  out  hunting  buffalo,  the 
general,  who,  by  the  way,  was  a  very  good  shot,  being 
among  the  number.  The  snow  had  blown  from  the 
level  prairie,  and  the  wind  had  drifted  it  in  deep  mass- 
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es  over  the  margins  of  the  small  hills,  through  which 
the  buffalo  had  made  trails  just  wide  enough  to  admit 
one  at  a  time.  These  snow-trails  had  become  quite 
deep — like  all  snow-trails  in  the  Spring  of  the  year — 
thus  affording  us  a  fine  opportunity  for  lurking  in  one 
trail,  and  shooting  a  buffalo  in  another.  The  general 
had  wounded  a  bull,  which,  smarting  with  pain,  made 
a  furious  plunge  at  his  assailant,  burying  him  in  the 
snow  with  a  thrust  from  his  savage-looking  head  and 
horns.  I,  seeing  the  danger  in  which  he  was  placed, 
sent  a  ball  into  the  beast  just  behind  the  shoulder,  in¬ 
stantly  dropping  him  dead.  The  general  was  rescued 
from  almost  certain  death,  having  received  only  a  few 
scratches  in  the  adventure. 

After  remaining  in  camp  four  or  five  days,  the  gen¬ 
eral  resolved  upon  dividing  our  party  into  detachments 
of  four  or  five  men  each,  and  sending  them  upon  dif¬ 
ferent  routes,  in  order  the  better  to  accomplish  the  ob¬ 
ject  of  our  perilous  journey,  which  was  the  collecting 
all  the  beaver-skins  possible  while  the  fur  was  yet 
valuable.  Accordingly,  we  constructed  several  boats 
of  buffalo  hides  for  the  purpose  of  descending  the  riv¬ 
er  and  proceeding  along  any  of  its  tributaries  that 
might  lie  in  our  way. 

One  of  our  boats  being  finished  and  launched,  the 
general  sprang  into  it  to  test  its  capacity.  The  boat 
was  made  fast  by  a  slender  string,  which  snapping 
with  the  sudden  jerk,  the  boat  was  drawn  into  the 
current  and  drifted  away,  general  and  all,  in  the  di¬ 
rection  of  the  opposite  shore. 

It  will  be  necessary,  before  I  proceed  farther,  to 
give  the  reader  a  description,  in  as  concise  a  manner 
as  possible,  of  this  “Green  Kiver  Suck.” 

We  were  encamped,  as  we  had  discovered  during 
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our  frequent  excursions,  at  the  head  of  a  great  fall  of 
the  Green  River,  where  it  passes  through  the  Utah 
Mountains.  The  current,  at  a  small  distance  from 
our  camp,  became  exceedingly  rapid,  and  drew  toward 
the  centre  from  each  shore.  This  place  we  named  the 
Suck.  This  fall  continued  for  six  or  eight  miles,  mak¬ 
ing  a  sheer  descent,  in  the  entire  distance,  of  upward 
of  two  hundred  and  fifty  feet.  The  river  was  filled 
with  rocks  and  ledges,  and  frequent  sharp  curves,  hav¬ 
ing  high  mountains  and  perpendicular  cliffs  on  either 
side.  Below  our  camp,  the  river  passed  through  a 
canyon ,  or  canon ,  as  it  is  usually  written,  a  deep  river- 
pass  through  a  bluff  or  mountain,  which  continued  be¬ 
low  the  fall  to  a  distance  of  twenty-five  or  thirty  miles. 
Wherever  there  was  an  eddy  or  a  growth  of  willows, 
there  was  sure  to  be  found  a  beaver  lodge ;  the  cun¬ 
ning  creatures  having  selected  that  secluded,  and,  as 
they  doubtless  considered,  inaccessible  spot,  to  conceal 
themselves  from  the  watchful  eye  of  the  trapper. 

To  return  to  the  general.  His  frail  bark,  having 
reached  the  opposite  shore,  encountered  a  ledge  of 
rocks,  and  had  hardly  touched,  when,  by  the  action 
of  the  rolling  current,  it  was  capsized,  and  he  thrown 
struggling  into  the  water.  As  Providence  would  have 
it,  he  reached  the  bluff  on  the  opposite  side,  and,  hold¬ 
ing  on  to  the  crevices  in  the  high  and  perpendicular  cliff, 
sung  out  lustily  for  assistance.  Not  a  moment  was  to  be 
lost.  Some  one  must  attempt  to  save  him,  for  he  could 
not  hold  his  present  position,  in  such  cold  water,  long.  I 
saw  that  no  one  cared  to  risk  his  life  amid  such  immi¬ 
nent  peril,  so,  calling  to  a  Frenchman  of  the  nqme  of  Dor- 
way,  whom  I  knew  to  be  one  of  the  best  swimmers,  to 
come  to  the  rescue,  I  threw  off  my  leggins  and  plunged 


.TAMES  P.  BEOKWOTTKTH. 


59 


in,  supposing  lie  would  follow.  I  swam  under  wa¬ 
ter  as  tar  as  I  could,  to  avail  myself  of  the  under  cur¬ 
rent  (this  mode  is  always  practiced  by  the  Indians  in 
crossing  a  rapid  stream).  I  struck  the  bluff  a  few  feet 
above  the  general.  After  taking  breath  for  a  moment 
or  two,  I  said  to  him  (by  the  way,  he  was  no  swim¬ 
mer),  “There  is  only  one  way  I  cart  possibly  save 
you,  and  I  may  fail  in  that ;  hut  you  must  follow  my 
directions  in  the  most  minute  degree,  or  we  are  certain¬ 
ly  both  lost.” 

“Any  thing  you  say,  James,  I  will  follow,”  said  he. 

“Then,”!  continued,  “when  I  float  down  to  you, 
place  your  hands  on  my  shoulder,  and  do  not  take 
hold  of  my  neck.  Then,  when  I  give  you  the  word, 
kick  out  with  all  your  might,  and  we  may  possibly  get 
across.” 

I  then  let  myself  down  to  the  general,  who  was 
clinging  to  the  rocks  like  a  swallow.  He  did  as  I  had 
directed,  and  I  started,  he  kicking  in  my  rear  like  the 
stem-wheel  of  a  propeller,  until  I  was  obliged  to  bid 
him  desist ;  for,  with  such  a  double  propelling  power 
as  we  produced,  I  could  not  keep  my  mouth  out  of 
water.  We  swam  to  within  a  few  yards  of  the  oppo¬ 
site  shore,  where  the  main  suck  caught  us,  and,  my 
strength  becoming  exhausted,  we  began  slowly  to  re¬ 
cede  from  the  shore  toward  inevitable  death.  At  this 
moment  Fitzpatrick  thrust  a  long  pole  toward  us,  to 
the  end  of  which  he  attached  a  rope  which  the  party 
on  shore  retained  possession  of.  I  seized  the  pole  with 
a  death-grip,  and  we  were  hauled  out  of  our  perilous 
situation ;  a  few  moment’s  delay,  and  the  world  had 
seen  the  last  of  us. 

After  this  rescue,  the  general  remarked  to  Fitzpat¬ 
rick,  “That  Beckwourth  is  surely  one  of  the  most  sin- 
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gular  men  I  ever  met.  I  do  not  know  what  to  think 
of  him  ;  he  never  speaks  to  me  except  when  absolute¬ 
ly  unavoidable ;  still,  he  is  the  first  and  only  man  to 
encounter  peril  on  my  behalf.  Three  times  he  has 
now  saved  my  life  when  not  another  man  attempted 
to  succor  me.  He  is  a  problem  I  can  not  possibly 
solve.” 

Agreeably  to  previous  arrangement,  on  the  following 
morning  our  company  proposed  to  disperse  in  different 
directions.  While  preparing  to  leave  our  comfortable 
camp  to  take  our  chance  in  the  mountains,  I  happen¬ 
ing  t<3  be  out  among  the  stock,  the  general  inquired  for 
me,  and  I  was  pointed  out  to  him  where  I  stood. 

“He  is  a  singular  being,”  he  exclaimed;  “he 
knows  we  are  about  to  separate,  yet  he  does  not  trou¬ 
ble  himself  to  come  and  bid  me  good-by.  I  must  go 
to  him.” 

Approaching  me,  he  said,  “James,  we  are  now  about 
to  part ;  these  toilsome  enterprises  in  the  mountains 
are  extremely  hazardous ;  although  I  hope  to  see  you 
again,  perhaps  we  may  never  meet  more.  I  am  un¬ 
der  great  obligations  to  you.  You  have  several  times 
rescued  me  from  certain  death,  and,  by  your  skill  in 
hunting,  you  have  done  great  service  to  my  camp. 
When  my  mind  was  irritated  and  harassed,  I  was  be¬ 
trayed  into  the  use  of  language  toward  you  which  I 
regretted  immediately  after,  and  still  regret.  I  wish 
you  to  forgive  me,  and  desire  to  part  in  friendship.  So 
long  as  you  continue  to  use  the  same  precaution  you 
have  hitherto  used,  I  can  securely  hope  you  will  escape 
all  accident,  and  look  forward  to  meeting  you  again 
under  more  auspicious  circumstances ;”  and  he  con¬ 
cluded  by  bidding  me  good-by. 

I  bade  him  good-by,  and  we  separated. 
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Previous  to  this,  and  after  his  rescue  from  the 
“  Suck,”  he  mentioned  to  Fitzpatrick  that  I  ought  to 
have  the  lead  of  a  party,  and  that  he  believed  I  was  as 
capable  as  any  one  in  the  company  for  it.  Fitzpatrick 
told  him  he  did  not  believe  I  would  accept  the  respons' 
ibility.  The  general  bade  him  ask  me.  He  came  and 
communicated  to  me  our  general’s  wish,  and  asked  me 
if  I  would  take  the  leadership  of  one  of  our  detached 
parties. 

I  declined  the  offer,  assigning  as  my  reason  that  I 
was  too  young  to  undertake  the  responsibilities  of  the 
charge ;  that  this  was  my  first  trip  to  the  mountains, 
and  I  had  but  little  experience  in  trapping,  and  that 
there  were  older  men  better  qualified  for  the  duty. 

The  leadership  of  a  party  of  a  fur  company  is  a  very 
responsible  post.  Placed  similarly  to  a  captain  of  a 
whaling  vessel,  where  all  depends  upon  his  success, 
if  a  captain  is  fortunate,  and  returns  from  a  profitable 
voyage,  of  course,  in  the  eyes  of  the  owners,  he  is  a 
first-rate  officer,  and  stands  well  for  the  future.  But 
if  he  has  experienced  unusual  hardships,  and  returns 
more  or  less  unsuccessful,  he  is  disgraced  in  his  com¬ 
mand,  and  is  thrust  aside  for  a  more  fortunate  man. 
It  is  just  similar  with  trappers  in  the  mountains ; 
whatever  is  their  fortune,  good  or  bad,  the  leader  is  the 
person  on  whom  the  praise  or  blame  falls. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Wc  separate  into  six  Detachments,  and  start  out. — Trapping  on  Green 
River. — Narrow  Escape  from  a  Massacre  by  the  Arrap-a-hos. — One 
Man  murdered  in  Camp. — Retreat. — Fall  in  with  a  Detachment  of 
our  Company. — Great  Joy  at  the  Meeting. — Return  of  the  Detach¬ 
ments  to  the  Place  of  Rendezvous  at  the  “  Suck.” 

After  “caching”  our  peltry  and  goods  by  burying 
them  in  safe  places,  we  received  instructions  from  our 
general  to  rendezvous  at  the  “  Suck”  by  the  first  of 
J uly  following.  Bidding  each  other  adieu,  for  we  could 
hardly  expect  we  should  meet  again,  we  took  up  our 
different  lines  of  march. 

Our  party  consisted,  led  by  one  Clements,  of  six, 
among  whom  was  the  boy  Baptiste,  he  always  insist¬ 
ing  on  remaining  with  his  brother  (as  he  called  me). 
Our  route  was  up  the  river — a  country  that  none  of  us 
had  ever  seen  before — where  the  foot  of  the  white  man 
had  seldom,  if  ever,  left  its  print.  We  were  very  suc¬ 
cessful  in  finding  beaver  as  we  progressed,  and  we  ob¬ 
tained  plenty  of  game  for  the  wants  of  our  small  party. 
Wherever  we  hauled  up  a  trap,  we  usually  found  a 
beaver,  besides  a  considerable  number  we  killed  with 
the  rifle. 

In  moving  up  the  river  we  came  to  a  small  stream 
— one  of  the  tributaries  of  Green  River — which  we 
named  “  Horse  Creek,”  in  honor  of  a  wild  horse  we 
found  on  its  banks.  The  Creek  abounded  with  the 
objects  of  our  search,  and  in  a  very  few  days  we  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  taking  over  one  hundred  beavers,  the  skins 
of  which  were  worth  ten  dollars  per  pound  in  St.  Lou- 
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is.  Sixty  skins,  when  dried,  formed  a  pack  of  one 
hundred  pounds.  After  having  finished  our  work  on 
Horse  Creek,  we  returned  to  the  main  river,  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  on,  meeting  with  very  good  success,  until  we 
encountered  another  branch,  which  we  subsequently 
named  Le  Brache  Creek,  from  our  comrade  who  was 
murdered  by  the  Indians.  Our  success  was  much 
greater  here  than  at  any  point  since  leaving  the  Suck, 
and  we  followed  it  up  until  we  came  to  a  deep  canon , 
in  which  we  encamped. 

The  next  day,  while  the  men  were  variously  en¬ 
gaged  about  the  camp,  happening  to  be  in  a  more  el 
evated  position  than  the  others,  I  saw  a  party  of  In¬ 
dians  approaching  within  a  few  yards,  evidently  un¬ 
aware  of  our  being  in  their  neighborhood.  I  imme¬ 
diately  shouted,  “  Indians !  Indians !  to  your  guns, 
men!”  and  leveled  my  rifle  at  the  foremost  of  them. 
They  held  up  their  hands,  saying,  “Bueno!  bueno!” 
meaning  that  they  were  good  or  friendly ;  at  which  my 
companions  cried  out  to  me,  “  Don’t  fire !  don’t  fire ! 
they  are  friendly — they  speak  Spanish.”  But  we  were 
sorry  afterward  we  did  not  all  shoot.  Our  horses  had 
taken  fright  at  the  confusion  and  ran  up  the  canon. 
Baptiste  and  myself  went  in  pursuit  of  them.  When 
we  came  back  with  them  we  found  sixteen  Indians 
sitting  around  our  camp  smoking,  and  jabbering  their 
own  tongue,  which  none  of  us  understood.  They 
passed  the  night  and  next  day  with  us  in  apparent 
friendship.  Thinking  this  conduct  assumed,  from  the 
fact  that  they  rather  “  overdid  the  thing,”  we  deemed 
it  prudent  to  retrace  our  steps  to  the  open  prairie, 
where,  if  they  did  intend  to  commence  an  attack  upon 
us,  we  should  have  a  fairer  chance  of  defending  our¬ 
selves.  Accordingly,  we  packed  up  and  left,  all  the 
Indians  following  us. 
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The  next  day  they  continued  to  linger  about  the 
camp.  We  had  but  slight  suspicion  of  their  motives, 
although,  for  security,  we  kept  constant  guard  upon 
them.  From  this  they  proceeded  to  certain  liberties 
(which  I  here  strictly  caution  all  emigrants  and  mount¬ 
aineers  against  ever  permitting),  such  as  handling  our 
guns,  except  the  arms  of  the  guard,  piling  them,  and 
then  carrying  them  together.  At  length  one  of  the 
Indians  shouldered  all  the  guns,  and,  starting  off  with 
them,  ran  fifty  yards  from  camp.  Mentioning  to  my 
mates  I  did  not  like  the  manoeuvres  of  these  fellows, 
I  started  after  the  Indian  and  took  my  gun  from  him, 
Baptiste  doing  the  same,  and  we  brought  them  back 
to  camp.  Our  companions  chided  us  for  doing  so, 
saying  we  should  anger  the  Indians  by  doubting  their 
friendship.  I  said  I  considered  my  gun  as  safe  in  my 
own  hands  as  in  the  hands  of  a  strange  savage;  if 
they  chose  to  give  up  theirs,  they  were  at  liberty  to 
do  so. 

When  night  came  on,  we  all  lay  down  except  poor 
Le  Brache,  who  kept  guard,  having  an  Indian  with 
him  to  replenish  the  fire.  Some  of  the  men  had  fall¬ 
en  asleep,  lying  near  by,  when  we  were  all  suddenly 
startled  by  a  loud  cry  from  Le  Brache  and  the  instant 
report  of  a  gun,  the  contents  of  which  passed  between 
Baptiste  and  myself,  who  both  occupied  one  bed,  the 
powder  burning  a  hole  in  our  upper  blankets.  We 
were  all  up  in  an  instant.  An  Indian  had  seized  my 
rifle,  but  I  instantly  wrenched  it  from  him,  though,  I 
acknowledge,  I  was  too  terrified  to  shoot.  When  we 
had  in  some  measure  recovered  from  our  sudden  fright, 
I  hastened  to  Le  Brache,  and  discovered  that  a  toma¬ 
hawk  had  been  sunk  in  his  head,  and  there  remained. 
I  pulled  it  out,  and  in  examining  the  ghastly  wound. 


JAMES  P.  BECKWOITRTH. 


65 

buried  all  four  fingers  of  my  right  hand  in  his  brain. 
We  bound  up  his  head,  but  he  was  a  corpse  in  a  few 
moments. 

Not  an  Indian  was  then  to  be  seen,  but  we  well 
knew  they  were  in  the  bushes  close  by,  and  that,  in 
all  probability,  we  should  every  one  share  the  fate  of 
our  murdered  comrade.  What  to  do  now  was  the 
universal  inquiry.  With  the  butt  of  my  rifle  I  scat¬ 
tered  the  fire,  to  prevent  the  Indians  making  a  sure 
mark  of  us.  We  then  proceeded  to  pack  up  with  the 
utmost  dispatch,  intending  to  move  into  the  open  prai¬ 
rie,  where,  if  they  attacked  us  again,  we  could  at  least 
defend  ourselves,  notwithstanding  our  disparity  of 
numbers,  we  being  but  five  to  sixteen. 

On  searching  for  Le  Brache’s  gun,  it  was  nowhere 
to  be  found,  the  Indian  who  had  killed  him  having 
doubtless  carried  it  off.  While  hastily  packing  our 
articles,  I  very  luckily  found  five  quivers  well  stocked 
with  arrows,  the  bows  attached,  together  with  two  In¬ 
dian  guns.  These  well  supplied  our  missing  rifle,  for 
I  had  practiced  so  much  with  bow  and  arrow  that  I 
was  considered  a  good  shot. 

When  in  readiness  to  leave,  our  leader  inquired  in 
which  direction  the  river  lay ;  his  agitation  had  been 
so  great  that  his  memory  had  failed  him.  I  directed 
the  way,  and  desired  every  man  to  put  the  animals 
upon  their  utmost  speed  until  we  were  safely  out  of 
the  willows,  which  order  was  complied  with.  While 
thus  running  the  gauntlet,  the  balls  and  arrows  whiz¬ 
zed  around  us  as  fast  as  our  hidden  enemies  could 
send  them.  Not  a  man  was  scratched,  however,  though 
two  of  our  horses  were  wounded,  my  horse  having  re¬ 
ceived  an  arrow  in  the  neck,  and  another  being  wound¬ 
ed  near  the  hip,  both  slightly.  Pursuing  our  course, 
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we  arrived  soon  in  the  open  ground,  where  we  consid¬ 
ered  ourselves  comparatively  safe. 

Arriving  at  a  small  rise  in  the  prairie,  I  suggested 
to  our  leader  that  this  would  be  a  good  place  to  make 
a  stand,  for  if  the  Indians  followed  us  we  had  the  ad¬ 
vantage  in  position. 

“  No,”  said  he,  “  we  will  proceed  on  to  New  Mex¬ 
ico.” 

I  was  astonished  at  his  answer,  well  knowing — 
though  but  slightly  skilled  in  geography — that  New 
Mexico  must  be  many  hundred  miles  farther  south. 
However,  I  was  not  captain,  and  we  proceeded.  Keep¬ 
ing  the  return  track,  we  found  ourselves,  in  the  after¬ 
noon  of  the  following  day,  about  sixty  miles  from  the 
scene  of  murder. 

The  assault  had  been  made,  as  we  afterward  learn¬ 
ed,  by  three  young  Indians,  who  were  ambitious  to  dis¬ 
tinguish  themselves  in  the  minds  of  their  tribe  by  the 
massacre  of  an  American  party. 

We  were  still  descending  the  banks  of  the  Green 
River,  which  is  the  main  branch  of  the  Colorado,  when, 
about  the  time  mentioned  above,  I  discovered  horses 
in  the  skirt  of  the  woods  on  the  opposite  side.  My 
companions  pronounced  them  buffalo,  but  I  was  con¬ 
fident  they  were  horses,  because  I  could  distinguish 
white  ones  among  them.  Proceeding  still  farther,  I 
discovered  men  with  the  horses,  my  comrades  still 
confident  I  was  in  error ;  speedily,  however,  they  all 
became  satisfied  of  my  correctness,  and  we  formed  the 
conclusion  that  we  had  come  across  a  party  of  Indians. 
We  saw  by  their  manoeuvres  that  they  had  discovered 
us,  for  they  were  then  collecting  all  their  property  to¬ 
gether. 

We  held  a  short  council,  which  resulted  in  a  de- 
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termination  to  retreat  toward  the  mountains.  I,  for 
one,  was  tired  of  retreating,  and  refused  to  go  farther. 
Baptiste  joining  me  in  my  resolve.  We  took  up  a 
strong  position  for  defense,  being  a  place  of  difficult 
approach ;  and  having  our  guns,  and  ammunition,  and 
abundance  of  arrows  tor  defense,  considering  our  num¬ 
bers,  we  felt  ourselves  rather  a  strong  garrison.  The 
other  three  left  us  to  our  determination  to  fall  togeth¬ 
er,  and  took  to  the  prairie ;  but,  changing  mind,  they 
returned,  and  rejoined  us  in  our  position,  deeming  our 
means  of  defense  better  in  one  body  than  when  di¬ 
vided.  We  all,  therefore,  determined  to  sell  our  lives 
as  dearly  as  possible  should  the  enemy  attack  us,  feel¬ 
ing  sure  that  we  could  kill  five  times  our  number  be¬ 
fore  we  were  overpowered,  and  that  we  should,  i»  all 
probability,  beat  them  off. 

By  this  time  the  supposed  enemy  had  advanced  to¬ 
ward  us,  and  one  of  them  hailed  us  in  English  as  fol¬ 
lows  : 

“  Who  are  you  ?” 

“  We  are  trappers.” 

“  What  company  do  you  belong  to  ?” 

“  General  Ashley’s.” 

“  Hurrah !  hurrah !  hurrah !”  they  all  shouted,  and 
we,  in  turn,  exhausted  our  breath  in  replying. 

“  Is  that  you,  Jim  Beckwourth  ?”  said  a  voice  from 
the  party. 

“  Yes.  Is  that  you,  Castenga  ?”  I  replied. 

He  answered  in  the  affirmative,  and  there  arose  an¬ 
other  hurrah. 

We  inquired  where  their  camp  was.  They  inform¬ 
ed  us  it  was  two  miles  below,  at  the  ford.  Baptiste 
and  myself  mounted  our  horses,  descended  the  bank, 
plunged  into  the  river,  and  were  soon  exchanging  salu- 
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we  arrived  soon  in  the  open  ground,  where  we  consid¬ 
ered  ourselves  comparatively  safe. 

Arriving  at  a  small  rise  in  the  prairie,  I  suggested 
to  our  leader  that  this  would  be  a  good  place  to  make 
a  stand,  for  if  the  Indians  followed  us  we  had  the  ad¬ 
vantage  in  position. 

“No,”  said  he,  “we  will  proceed  on  to  New  Mex¬ 
ico.” 

I  was  astonished  at  his  answer,  well  knowing — 
though  hut  slightly  skilled  in  geography — that  New 
Mexico  must  he  many  hundred  miles  farther  south. 
However,  I  was  not  captain,  and  we  proceeded.  Keep¬ 
ing  the  return  track,  we  found  ourselves,  in  the  after¬ 
noon  of  the  following  day,  about  sixty  miles  from  the 
scene  of  murder. 

The  assault  had  been  made,  as  we  afterward  learn¬ 
ed,  by  three  young  Indians,  who  were  ambitious  to  dis¬ 
tinguish  themselves  in  the  minds  of  their  tribe  by  the 
massacre  of  an  American  party. 

We  were  still  descending  the  banks  of  the  Green 
River,  which  is  the  main  branch  of  the  Colorado,  when, 
about  the  time  mentioned  above,  I  discovered  horses 
in  the  skirt  of  the  woods  on  the  opposite  side.  My 
companions  pronounced  them  buffalo,  but  I  was  con¬ 
fident  they  were  horses,  because  I  could  distinguish 
white  ones  among  them.  Proceeding  still  farther,  I 
discovered  men  with  the  horses,  my  comrades  still 
confident  I  was  in  error ;  speedily,  however,  they  all 
became  satisfied  of  my  correctness,  and  we  formed  the 
conclusion  that  we  had  come  across  a  party  of  Indians. 
We  saw  by  their  manoeuvres  that  they  had  discovered 
us,  for  they  were  then  collecting  all  their  property  to¬ 
gether. 

We  held  a  short  council,  which  resulted  in  a  de- 
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termination  to  retreat  toward  the  mountains.  I,  for 
one,  was  tired  of  retreating,  and  refused  to  go  farther. 
Baptiste  joining  me  in  my  resolve.  We  took  up  a 
strong  position  for  defense,  being  a  place  of  difficult 
approach ;  and  having  our  guns,  and  ammunition,  and 
abundance  of  arrows  for  defense,  considering  our  num¬ 
bers,  we  felt  ourselves  rather  a  strong  garrison.  The 
other  three  left  us  to  our  determination  to  fall  togeth¬ 
er,  and  took  to  the  prairie ;  but,  changing  mind,  they 
returned,  and  rejoined  us  in  our  position,  deeming  our 
means  of  defense  better  in  one  body  than  when  di¬ 
vided.  We  all,  therefore,  determined  to  sell  our  lives 
as  dearly  as  possible  should  the  enemy  attack  us,  feel¬ 
ing  sure  that  we  could  kill  five  times  our  number  be¬ 
fore  we  were  overpowered,  and  that  we  should,  in  all 
probability,  beat  them  off. 

By  this  time  the  supposed  enemy  had  advanced  to¬ 
ward  us,  and  one  of  them  hailed  us  in  English  as  fol¬ 
lows  : 

“Who  are  you?” 

“We  are  trappers.” 

“  What  company  do  you  belong  to  ?” 

“  General  Ashley’s.” 

“Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah!”  they  all  shouted,  and 
we,  in  turn,  exhausted  our  breath  in  replying. 

“  Is  that  you,  Jim  Beckwourth  ?”  said  a  voice  from 
the  party. 

“  Yes.  Is  that  you,  Castenga  ?”  I  replied. 

He  answered  in  the  affirmative,  and  there  arose  an¬ 
other  hurrah. 

We  inquired  where  their  camp  was.  They  inform¬ 
ed  us  it  was  two  miles  below,  at  the  ford.  Baptiste 
and  myself  mounted  our  horses,  descended  the  bank, 
plunged  into  the  river,  and  were  soon  exchanging  salu- 
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tations  with  another  of  the  general’s  old  detachments. 
They  also  had  taken  us  for  Indians,  and  had  gathered 
in  their  horses  while  we  took  up  our  position  for  de¬ 
fense. 

The  night  was  spent  in  general  rejoicing,  in  relating 
our.  adventures,  and  recounting  our  various  successes 
and  reverses.  There  is  as  much  heartfelt  joy  experi¬ 
enced  in  falling  in  with  a  party  of  fellow-trappers  in 
the  mountains  as  is  felt  at  sea  when,  after  a  long  voy¬ 
age,  a  friendly  vessel  just  from  port  is  spoken  and 
boarded.  In  both  cases  a  thousand  questions  are  ask¬ 
ed  ;  all  have  wives,  sweethearts,  or  friends  to  inquire 
after,  and  then  the  general  news  from  the  States  is 
taken  up  and  discussed. 

The  party  we  had  fallen  in  with  consisted  of  sixteen 
men.  They  had  been  two  years  out ;  had  left  Fort 
Yellow  Stone  only  a  short  time  previously,  and  were 
provided  with  every  necessary  for  a  long  excursion. 
They  had  not  seen  the  general,  and  did  not  know  he 
was  in  the  mountains.  They  had  lost  some  of  their 
men,  who  had  fallen  victims  to  the  Indians,  but  in 
trapping  had  been  generally  successful.  Our  little 
party  also  had  done  extremely  well,  and  we  felt  great 
satisfaction  in  displaying  to  them  seven  or  eight  pack¬ 
ets  of  sixty  skins  each.  We  related.to  them  the  mur¬ 
der  of  Le  Brache,  and  every  trapper  boiled  with  indig¬ 
nation  at  the  recital.  All  wanted  instantly  to  start  in 
pursuit,  and  revenge  upon  the  Indians  the  perpetration 
of  their  treachery ;  but  there  was  no  probability  of 
overtaking  them,  and  they  suffered  their  anger  to  cool 
down. 

The  second  day  after  our  meeting,  I  proposed  that 
the  most  experienced  mountaineers  of  their  party  should 
return  with  Baptiste  and  myself  to  perform  the  burial 
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rites  of  our  friend.  I  proposed  three  men,  with  our¬ 
selves,  as  sufficient  for  the  sixteen  Indians,  in  case  we 
should  fall  in  with  them,  and  they  would  certainly  he 
enough  for  the  errand  if  we  met  no  one.  My  former 
comrades  were  too  tired  to  return. 

We  started,  and  arrived  at  our  unfortunate  camp, 
hut  the  hody  of  our  late  friend  was  not  to  he  found, 
though  we  discovered  some  of  his  long  hlack  hair  clot¬ 
ted  with  hlood. 

On  raising  the  traps  which  we  had  set  before  our 
precipitate  departure,  we  found  a  heaver  in  every  one 
except  four,  which  contained  each  a  leg,  the  heavers 
having  amputated  them  with  their  teeth.  We  then 
returned  to  our  companions,  and  moved  on  to  Willow 
Creek,  where  we  were  handy  to  the  caches  of  our  ren¬ 
dezvous  at  the  “  Suck.”  It  was  now  about  June  1st, 
1822. 

Here  we  spent  our  time  very  pleasantly,  occupying 
ourselves  with  hunting,  fishing,  target-shooting,  foot¬ 
racing,  gymnastic,  and  sundry  other  exercises.  The 
other  detachments  now  came  in,  bringing  with  them 
quantities  of  peltry,  all  having  met  with  very  great 
success. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Arrival  of  General  Ashley  and  Party. — His  Relation  of  their  Sufferings 
alter  leaving  the  Rendezvous. — Their  Excursion  to  Salt  Lake. — Fall 
in  with  a  Fur  Company  before  unknown  to  the  Mountaineers. — His 
final  Fortune,  and  return  to  St.  Louis. 

Sitting  in  camp  one  beautiful  summer  morning — 
for  the  month  of  June  is  always  lovely  in  northern 
latitudes — an  Indian  lass  stepped  up  to  me,  and  wish¬ 
ed  me  to  kill  a  deer  or  an  antelope,  and  bring  her  the 
brains,  wherewith  to  dress  a  deer-skin,  offering  me,  in 
compensation,  a  handsome  pair  of  moccasins.  Think¬ 
ing  to  save  two  dollars  by  a  few  minutes’  exertion,  I 
took  my  rifle  and  alone  left  camp.  After  traveling 
two  miles,  I  obtained  sight  of  a  fine  antelope,  which 
had  also  seen  me,  and  kept  himself  at  a  respectful  dis¬ 
tance.  In  following  him  up  to  get  a  fair  shot,  I  at 
length  found  myself  about  ten  miles  from  camp,  with 
small  prospect  of  getting  either  brains  or  moccasins. 

While  among  the  wild  sage,  still  trying  to  approach 
the  antelope,  I  observed  a  horse  and  rider  coming  in 
my  direction.  Feeling  satisfied  that  the  rider  was  an 
Indian,  I  at  once  made  up  my  mind  to  run  no  farther 
after  the  antelope,  but  to  shoot  him,  and'  take  his 
brains  to  the  squaw,  as  she  would  know  no  differ¬ 
ence.  I  therefore  concealed  myself  in  the  sage  until 
he  should  come  within  range  of  my  rifle.  Becoming 
impatient,  at  length,  at  his  tardy  approach,  I  raised 
my  head  to  take  a  look,  when,  to  my  utter  astonish¬ 
ment,  I  saw  General  Ashley  in  the  act  of  mounting 
his  horse  at  a  few  paces’  distance.  lie  had  stopped 
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to  adjust  something  belonging  to  his  saddle,  and  to 
this  trifling  circumstance  he  was  indebted  for  his  life. 
On  seeing  who  it  was,  I  became  so  excited  at  the 
narrow  escape  he  had  made,  that  my  rifle  fell  from 
my  hand.  If  I  had  shot  him,  it  being  well  known 
in  camp  that  I  was  not  entirely  reconciled  to  him,  I 
should,  most  undoubtedly,  have  been  charged  with  his 
murder.  I  told  the  general  of  the  narrow  escape  he 
had  just  made.  He  was  surprised  at  my  mistaking 
him  for  an  Indian,  and  inquired  if  I  did  not  know  that 
they  never  traveled  singly. 

I  then  inquired  after  his  health,  and  the  success  he 
had  met  with,  and  then  related  to  him  our  own  losses 
and  success  generally.  He  inquired  where  the  camp 
was.  I  told  him  it  was  close  at  hand.  In  conduct¬ 
ing  the  general  thither,  he  pronounced  my  “  close  at 
hand”  rather  distant. 

Arrived  at  camp,  the  general  related  their  adventures 
in  descending  the  Green  River  over  the  rapids,  through 
the  Suck  and  canon ,  in  the  following  narrative : 

“We  had  a  very  dangerous  passage  down  the  riv¬ 
er,  and  suffered  more  than  I  ever  wish  to  see  men  suf¬ 
fer  again.  You  are  aware  that  we  took  but  little  pro¬ 
vision  with  us,  not  expecting  that  the  canon  extend¬ 
ed  so  far.  In  passing  over  the  rapids,  where  we  lost 
two  boats  and  three  guns,  we  made  use  of  ropes  in  let¬ 
ting  down  our  boats  over  the  most  dangerous  places. 
Our  provisions  soon  gave  out.  We  found  plenty  of 
beaver  in  the  canon  for  some  miles,  and,  expecting  to 
find  them  in  as  great  plenty  all  the  way,  we  saved 
none  of  their  carcasses,  which  constituted  our  food. 
As  we  proceeded,  however,  they  became  more  and 
more  scarce,  until  there  were  none  to  be  seen,  and 
we  were  entirely  out  of  provisions.  To  retrace  the 
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river  was  impossible,  and  to  ascend  the  perpendicular 
cliffs,  which  hemmed  us  in  on  either  side,  was  equally 
impossible.  Our  only  alternative  was  to  go  ahead. 

“After  passing  six  days  without  tasting  food,  the 
men  were  weak  and  disheartened.  I  listened  to  all 
their  murmurings  and  heart-rending  complaints.  They 
often  spoke  of  home  and  friends,  declaring  they  would 
never  see  them  more.  Some  spoke  of  wives  and  chil¬ 
dren  whom  they  dearly  loved,  and  who  must  shortly 
become  widows  and  orphans.  They  had  toiled,  they 
said, through  every  difficulty;  had  risked  their  lives 
among  wild  beasts  and  hostile  Indians  in  the  wilder¬ 
ness,  all  which  they  were  willing  to  undergo ;  but  who 
could  bear  up  against  actual  starvation  ? 

“I  encouraged  them  all  in  my  power, telling  them 
that  I  bore  an  equal  part  in  their  sufferings ;  that  I, 
too,  was  toiling  for  those  I  loved,  and  whom  I  yet 
hoped  to  see  again ;  that  we  should  all  endeavor  to 
keep  up  our  courage,  and  not  add  to  our  misfortunes 
by  giving  way  to  despondency. 

“Another  night  was  passed  amid  the  barren  rocks. 
The  next  morning,  the  fearful  proposition  was  made 
by  some  of  the  party  for  the  company  to  cast  lots,  to 
see  which  should  be  sacrificed  to  afford  food  for  the 
others,  without  which  they  must  inevitably  perish. 
My  feelings  at  such  a  proposition  can  not  be  de¬ 
scribed.  I  begged  of  them  to  wait  one  day  more, 
and  make  all  the  way  they  could  meanwhile.  By 
doing  so,  I  said,  we  must  come  to  a  break  in  the  can¬ 
on ,  where  we  could  escape.  They  consented,  and, 
moving  down  the  river  as  fast  as  the  current  would 
carry  us,  to  our  inexpressible  joy,  we  found  a  break, 
and  a  camp  of  trappers  therein. 

“All  now  rejoiced  that  they  had  not  carried  their 
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fearful  proposition  into  effect.  We  had  fallen  into 
good  hands,  and  slowly  recruited  ourselves  with  the 
party,  which  was  under  the  charge  of  one  Provo,  a 
man  with  whom  I  was  well  acquainted.  By  his  ad¬ 
vice,  we  left  the  river  and  proceeded  in  a  northwest¬ 
erly  direction.  Provo  was  well  provided  with  provis¬ 
ions  and  horses,  and  he  supplied  us  with  both.  We 
remained  with  his  party  until  we  arrived  at  the  Great 
Salt  Lake.  Here  I  fell  in  with  a  large  company  of 
trappers,  composed  of  Canadians  and  Iroquois  Indians, 
under  the  command  of  Peter  Ogden,  in  the  service  of 
the  Northwest  Fur  Company.  With  this  party  I 
made  a  very  good  bargain,  as  you  will  see  when  they 
arrive  at  our  camp,  having  purchased  all  their  peltry 
on  very  reasonable  terms.” 

The  general  concluded  his  narrative,  and  was  con¬ 
gratulated  by  all  present  on  his  safe  arrival.  We 
were  all  rejoiced  to  hear  that,  during  an  absence  of  six 
or  seven  weeks,  he  had  not  lost  a  man. 

We  then  proceeded  to  uncache  our  goods,  which  we 
had  buried  at  the  “  Suck,”  and  prepared  to  move  up 
the  river  to  a  point  where  the  Canadians  and  Indians 
had  engaged  to  meet  him  with  their  peltry.  The  gen¬ 
eral  appointed  me  captain  of  a  party  to  meet  the  Ca¬ 
nadians,  and  escort  them  to  the  rendezvous  which  he 
had  proposed  to  them,  while  he  and  some  few  others 
remained  to  bring  up  the  goods,  consisting  of  flour, 
sugar,  coffee,  blankets,  tobacco,  whisky,  and  all  other 
articles  necessary  for  that  region. 

There  were  at  this  time  assembled  at  our  camp 
about  two  hundred  men,  besides  many  women  and 
children — for  many  of  the  Frenchmen  were  accompa¬ 
nied  with  a  squaw.  I  took  with  me  eighty  men,  with 
their  women,  children,  and  effects,  leaving  for  the  gen- 
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eral  a  strong  guard  of  one  hundred  and  twenty  men, 
to  escort  the  goods  up  the  river. 

Two  days  after  we  had  started,  being  about  a  mile 
from  the  river,  we  stopped  to  dress  a  buffalo.  While 
resting,  a  party  of  four  hundred  Indians  passed  at  full 
speed  between  us  and  the  river,  driving  a  large  num¬ 
ber  of  horses.  We  mounted  with  all  haste  and  started 
after  them,  but  not  in  time  to  recapture  the  whole  of 
the  horses,  which  they  had  just  stolen,  or,  rather,  forced 
from  the  general  in  the  presence  of  his  men. 

We  fired  on  the  Indians,  and,  after  a  smart  skirm¬ 
ish,  in  which  I  received  an  arrow  in  the  left  arm,  we 
recaptured  twenty-seven  of  the  animals,  the  Indians 
running  off  the  remainder,  amounting  to  seventy  or 
eighty  head ;  a  severe  loss,  for  we  needed  them  to  carry 
our  peltry.  We  found  three  dead  Indians  on  the  field, 
whom  we  scalped,  leaving  them  for  the  wolves  to  feed 
on.  I  ordered  a  camp  to  be  formed  wherein  to  leave 
the  women  and  children,  with  a  guard,  and  then,  mus¬ 
tering  all  the  horses,  we  took  the  return  track  to  the 
camp,  fearing  that  the  party  had  been  surprised  and 
perhaps  all  massacred.  On  the  road  we  met  a  party 
which  the  general  had  dispatched  to  us,  he  having 
similar  apprehensions  in  regard  to  us.  They  informed 
us  that  the  Indians  had  broken  in  upon  them  in  broad 
daylight,  unawares,  and  stampeded  one  hundred  head 
of  horses  ;  that  two  of  their  men  were  wounded,  of 
whom  Sublet  (since  well  known  to  the  Western  people) 
was  one.  It  seems  he  was  with  the  horses  at  the  time 
the  Indians  rushed  in  upon  them  ;  he  fired  at  one,  but 
missed  him ;  then  clubbing  his  piece,  he  struck  the 
Indian,  nearly  knocking  him  off  his  horse.  The  In¬ 
dian  rallied  again  and  fired  at  Sublet,  wounding  him 
slightly.  Both  the  wounded  men  were  doing  well. 
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Arrived  at  the  camp,  we  related  our  exploit  to  the 
general.  He  was  overjoyed  to  hear  that  we  had  re¬ 
captured  so  many  horses  without  the  loss  of  a  single 
man.  This  was  my  first  engagement  with  Indians  in 
the  capacity  of  officer ;  and  never  did  Generals  Scott 
or  Taylor  feel  more  exultation  at  their  most  signal  tri¬ 
umph  than  did  I  in  this  trifling  affair,  where  a  score 
or  so  of  horses  were  captured  at  the  expense  of  myself 
and  two  of  my  men  receiving  slight  wounds. 

We  all  moved  on  together,  feeling  ourselves  a  match 
for  a  thousand  Indians,  should  they  dare  to  assail  us. 
On  arriving  at  the  rendezvous,  we  found  the  main  body 
of  the  Salt  Lake  party  already  there  with  the  whole  of 
their  effects.  The  general  would  open  none  of  his 
goods,  except  tobacco,  until  all  had  arrived,  as  he  wish¬ 
ed  to  make  an  equal  distribution  ;  for  goods  were  then 
very  scarce  in  the  mountains,  and  hard  to  obtain. 

When  all  had  come  in,  he  opened  his  goods,  and 
there  was  a  general  jubilee  among  all  at  the  rendez¬ 
vous.  We  constituted  quite  a  little  town,  number¬ 
ing  at  least  eight  hundred  souls,  of  whom  one  half 
were  women  and  children.  There  were  some  among 
us  who  had  not  seen  any  groceries,  such  as  coffee, 
sugar,  &c.,  for  several  months.  The  whisky  went  off 
as  freely  as  water,  even  at  the  exorbitant  price  he  sold 
it  for.  All  kinds  of  sports  were  indulged  in  with  a 
heartiness  that  would  astonish  more  civilized  societies. 

The  general  transacted  a  very  profitable  trade  with 
our  Salt  Lake  friends.  He  purchased  all  their  beaver, 
of  which  they  had  collected  a  large  quantity,  so  that, 
with  his  purchases  and  those  of  our  own  collection, 
he  had  now  one  hundred  and  ninety-one  packs,  all 
in  excellent  order,  and  worth  $1000  per  pack  in  St. 
Louis. 
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There  lay  the  general’s  fortune  in  one  immense  pile, 
collected  at  the  expense  of  severe  toil,  privation,  suf¬ 
fering,  peril,  and,  in  some  cases,  loss  of  life.  It  was 
supposed  the  general  was  indebted  in  the  mountains 
and  elsewhere  to  the  amount  of  $75,000.  The  skins 
he  had  purchased  of  the  Northwest  Company  and 
free  trappers  had  cost  him  comparatively  little ;  if  he 
should  meet  with  no  misfortune  on  his  way  to  St.  Lou¬ 
is,  he  would  receive  enough  to  pay  all  his  debts,  and 
have  an  ample  fortune  besides. 

In  about  a  week  the  general  was  ready  to  start  for 
home.  The  packs  were  all  arranged  ;  our  Salt  Lake 
friends  offered  him  the  loan  of  all  the  horses  he  want¬ 
ed,  and  engaged  to  escort  him  to  the  head  of  Wind 
Liver,  one  of  the  branches  of  the  Yellow  Stone.  The 
number  selected  to  return  with  the  general  was  twenty 
men,  including  my  humble  self;  thirty  men  were  to 
accompany  us  as  a  guard,  and  to  return  the  horses  we 
had  borrowed. 

The  night  previous  to  our  departure,  I  and  my  boy 
Baptiste  were  sleeping  among  the  packs,  as  were  also 
some  of  the  other  men,  when  the  sentinel  came  to  me 
to  tell  me  that  he  had  seen  something  which  he  be¬ 
lieved  to  be  Indians.  I  arose,  and  satisfied  myself 
that  he  was  correct.  I  sent  a  man  to  acquaint  the 
general,  at  the  same  time  waking  the  boy  and  two 
men  near  me.  We  noiselessly  raised  ourselves,  took 
as  good  aim  as  possible,  and,  at  a  signal  from  me,  all 
four  fired.  We  saw  two  men  run.  By  this  time  the 
whole  camp  was  aroused ;  the  general  asked  me  what 
I  had  fired  at.  I  told  him  I  believed  an  Indian. 

“Very  good,”  said  he;  “whenever  you  see  an  In¬ 
dian  about  the  camp  at  night,  you  do  right  to  shoot 
him.” 
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Our  whole  force  was  on  guard  from  that  time  till  the 
morning,  when  we  discovered  two  dead  Indians  lying 
where  we  had  directed  our  aim  in  the  night.  We 
knew  they  had  been  killed  by  our  guns,  for  the  other 
two  men  fired  with  shot-guns  loaded  with  buck-shot. 
One  had  been  killed  with  a  ball  tlirough  the  arm  and 
body;  the  other  was  shot  through  the  head.  We  at 
first  supposed  that  the  two  Indians  belonged  to  the 
Black  Feet,  but  we  subsequently  found  they  were 
Crows.  One  of  them  wore  a  fine  pair  of  buckskin  leg- 
gins,  which  I  took  from  him  and  put  on  myself. 

We  started  with  an  escort  of  fifty  men,  following 
the  Wind  River  down  to  the  Yellow  Stone,  where  we 
built  our  boats  to  descend  the  river.  On  the  sixth 
day  after  leaving  camp,  while  we  were  packing  our  ef¬ 
fects  for  an  early  start,  the  alarm  of  “Indians!”  was 
given,  and,  on  looking  out,  we  saw  an  immense  body 
of  them,  well  mounted,  charging  directly  down  upon 
our  camp.  Every  man  seized  his  rifle,  and  prepared 
for  the  living  tornado.  The  general  gave  orders  for  no 
man  to  fire  until  he  did.  By  this  time  the  Indians 
were  within  half  pistol  shot.  Greenwood  (one  of  our 
party)  pronounced  them  Crows,  and  called  out  several 
times  not  to  shoot.  We  kept  our  eyes  upon  our  gen¬ 
eral  ;  he  pulled  trigger,  but  his  gun  missed  fire,  and 
our  camp  was  immediately  filled  with  their  warriors. 
Most  fortunate  was  it  for  us  that  the  general’s  gun  did 
miss  fire,  for  they  numbered  over  a  thousand  warriors, 
and  not  a  man  of  us  would  have  escaped  to  see  the 
Yellow  Stone. 

Greenwood,  who  knew  the  Crows,  acted  as  inter¬ 
preter  between  our  general  and  the  Indian  chief,  whose 
name  was  Ap-sar-o-ka  Bet-set-sa,  Sparrow-Hawk 
Chief. 
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After  making  numerous  inquiries  about  our  success 
in  hunting,  the  chief  inquired  through  the  interpreter 
where  we  were  from.  x 

“From  Green  River,”  was  the  reply. 

“  You  killed  two  Black  Feet  there  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where  are  their  scalps?  My  people  wish  to 
dance.” 

“  Don’t  show  them !”  cried  Greenwood  to  us. 

Turning  to  the  Indian:  “We  did  not  take  their 
scalps.” 

“  Ugh !  that  is  strange.” 

During  this  colloquy  I  had  buried  my  scalp  in  the 
sand,  and  concealed  my  leggins,  knowing  they  had 
belonged  to  a  Crow.  The  chief  gave  orders  to  his 
warriors  to  move  on,  many  of  them  keeping  with  us 
on  our  road  to  their  camp,  which  was  but  a  short  dis¬ 
tance  off. 

Soon  after  reaching  there,  an  Indian  woman  issued 
from  a  lodge  and  approached  the  chief.  She  was  cov¬ 
ered  with  blood,  and,  crying  in  the  most  piteous  tones, 
addressed  the  chief :  “  These  are  the  men  that  killed 
my  son  on  Green  River,  and  will  you  not  avenge  his 
death  ?’* 

She  was  almost  naked,  and,  according  to  their  cus¬ 
tom  when  a  near  relative  is  slain,  had  inflicted  wounds 
all  over  her  body  in  token  of  her  deep  mourning. 

The  chief,  turning  to  the  general,  then  said, 

“  The  two  men  that  were  killed  in  your  camp  were 
not  Black  Feet,  but  my  own  warriors  ;  they  were  good 
horse-thieves,  and  brave  men.  One  of  them  was  a  son 
of  this  woman,  and  she  is  crying  for  his  loss.  Give 
her  something  to  make  her  cease  her  cries,  for  it  an¬ 
gers  me  to  see  her  grief.” 


JAMES  P.  BECKWOURTH. 


79 


The  general  cheerfully  made  her  a  present  of  what 
things  he  had  at  hand,  to  the  value  of  about  fifty  dol¬ 
lars. 

“Now,”  said  the  chief  to  the  woman,  “go  to  your 
lodge  and  cease  your  crying.”  She  went  away  seem¬ 
ingly  satisfied. 

During  the  day  two  other  Indians  came  to  the  en¬ 
campment,  and,  displaying  each  a  wound,  said,  “  See 
here  what  you  white  people  have  done  to  us ;  you 
shot  us ;  white  people  shoot  good  in  the  dark.” 

These  were  the  two  whom  we  had  seen  run  away 
after  our  night-discharge  on  the  Green  River.  They 
had  been  wounded  by  the  other  two  men’s  shot-guns, 
but  their  wounds  were  not  serious.  They  said  that 
their  intention  had  been  to  steal  our  horses,  but  our 
eyes  were  too  sharp  for  them.  The  general  distrib¬ 
uted  some  farther  presents  among  these  two  men. 

Happening  to  look  among  their  numerous  horses, 
we  recognized  some  that  had  been  stolen  from  us  at 
the  time  the  general  was  sick,  previous  to  our  discov¬ 
ery  of  the  Green  River. 

The  general  said  to  the  chief,  “  I  believe  I  see  some 
of  my  horses  among  yours.” 

“Yes,  we  stole  them  from  you.” 

“  "What  did  you  steal  my  horses  for  ?” 

“  I  was  tired  with  walking.  I  had  been  to  fight 
the  Black  Feet,  and,  coming  back,  would  have  called  at 
your  camp ;  you  would  have  given  me  tobacco,  but 
that  would  not  carry  me.  When  we  stole  them  they 
were  very  poor ;  they  are  now  fat.  We  have  plenty 
of  horses;  you  can  take  all  that  belong  to  you.” 

The  chief  then  gave  orders  for  them  to  deliver  up 
all  the  horses  taken  from  our  camp.  They  brought  in 
eighty-eight — all  in  excellent  condition — and  deliver- 
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ed  them  up  to  the  general,  who  was  overjoyed  at  their 
recovery,  for  he  had  never  expected  to  see  his  horses 
again. 

On  our  issuing  from  their  camp,  many  of  the  In¬ 
dians  bore  us  company  for  two  days,  until  we  came  to 
a  pass  in  the  mountains  called  Bad  Pass,  where  we 
encamped.  Several  of  the  party  being  out  with  their 
guns  searching  for  game,  a  man  by  the  name  of  Bap¬ 
tiste — not  the  boy — having  a  portion  of  a  buffalo  on 
his  horse,  came  across  a  small  stream  flowing  near  the 
trail,  when  he  halted  to  get  a  drink.  While  stooping 
to  drink,  a  grizzly  bear  sprang  upon  him,  and  lacer¬ 
ated  him  in  a  shocking  manner.  Passing  that  way,  I 
came  across  his  dismounted  horse,  and,  following  his 
tracks  down  to  the  river,  discovered  the  poor  fellow 
with  his  head  completely  flayed,  and  several  danger¬ 
ous  wounds  in  various  parts  of  his  body.  I  quickly 
gave  the  alarm,  and  procured  assistance  to  carry  him 
to  the  camp.  Soon  after  reaching  the  camp  we  heard 
a  great  rush  of  horses,  and,  looking  in  the  direction  of 
the  noise,  perceived  a  party  of  our  half-breeds  charging 
directly  toward  our  camp,  and  driving  before  them  an¬ 
other  bear  of  enormous  size.  All  the  camp  scattered 
and  took  to  trees.  I  was  standing  by  the  wounded  man 
at  the  time,  and  became  so  terrified  that  I  hardly  knew 
whether  I  was  standing  on  the  ground  or  was  in  a 
tree.  I  kept  my  eye  on  the  bear,  not  supposing  that 
he  would  enter  our  camp ;  but  he  held  his  course  di¬ 
rectly  for  me.  I  withdrew  to  look  for  a  tree,  but  for 
some  reason  did  not  climb.  Every  man  was  calling 
to  me,  “  To  a  tree,  Jim  !  to  a  tree !”  but  by  this  time 
the  bear  was  in  camp,  and  the  horsemen  at  his  heels. 
On  his  seeing  the  wounded  man  lying  there  all  cover¬ 
ed  with  blood,  he  made  a  partial  halt.  I  profited  by 
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the  incident,  and  put  a  ball  directly  into  liis  heart,  kill¬ 
ing  his  bearship  instantly.  The  general  tired  at  the 
same  moment,  his  ball  also  taking  good  effect. 

The  next  day  we  went  through  Bad  Pass,  carrying 
our  wounded  companion  on  a  litter,  who,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  his  dreadful  wounds,  recovered.  On  arriving  at 
the  “  Big  Horn,”  as  it  is  called  there,  we  set  about 
preparing  boats,  which,  after  five  days,  were  ready  for 
launching.  There  were  fur-trappers  with  us,  who, 
having  made  a  boat  for  themselves,  went  on  in  ad¬ 
vance,  intending  to  trap  along  down  until  we  should 
overtake  them.  They  accordingly  started.  When  we 
went  down  we  found  their  boat  and  traps,  which  had 
been  broken,  but  no  remains  of  the  trappers.  By  the 
appearance  of  the  ground,  it  was  evident  that  the  In¬ 
dians  had  surprised  and  murdered  them,  and  afterward 
removed  their  bodies.  Nothing  else  of  consequence 
occurred  during  our  run  down  the  Big  Horn  and  Yel¬ 
low  Stone  to  the  junction  of  the  latter  with  the  Mis¬ 
souri,  thus  running  a  distance  of  eight  hundred  miles 
in  our  boats. 

In  effecting  a  landing  at  the  junction  of  these  two 
rivers  we  unfortunately  sunk  one  of  our  boats,  on  board 
of  which  were  thirty  packs  of  beaver-skins,  and  away 
they  went,  floating  down  the  current  as  rapidly  as 
though  they  had  been  live  beavers.  All  was  noise  and 
confusion  in  a  minute,  the  general,  in  a  perfect  ferment, 
shouting  to  us  to  save  packs.  All  the  swimmers 
plunged  in  after  them,  and  every  pack  was  saved.  The 
noise  we  made  attracted  a  strong  body  of  U.  S.  troops 
down  to  the  river,  who  were  encamped  near  the  place, 
and  officers,  privates,  and  musicians  lined  the  shore. 
They  were  under  the  command  of  General  Atkinson, 
then  negotiating  a  treaty  with  the  Indians  of  that  re- 
D  2 


82 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF 


gion  on  behalf  of  the  government.  General  Atkinson 
and  our  general  happened  to  be  old  acquaintances,  and 
when  we  had  made  every  thing  snug  and  secure,  we 
all  went  into  camp,  and  freely  indulged  in  festivities. 
“  Hurrah  for  the  Mountains !”  rung  through  the  camp 
again  and  again. 

The  next  morning  we  carried  all  our  effects  from  the 
boats  to  the  encampment,  and  our  hunters  went  out  in 
search  of  game.  Not  a  day  passed  but  we  brought  in 
great  quanties  of  buffalo,  venison,  mountain-sheep,  etc. 
Of  the  latter,  we  caught  some  very  young  ones  alive, 
one  of  which  I  presented  to  Lieutenant  (now  General) 
Harney,  which  circumstance,  I  have  no  doubt,  he  still 
bears  in  mind. 

After  a  stay  of  about  a  week,  General  Atkinson 
furnished  us  a  boat  of  sufficient  size  to  carry  all  our 
effects,  and,  breaking  up  the  encampment,  afforded  us 
the  pleasure  of  the  company  of  all  the  troops  under 
his  command — we,  gentlemen  mountaineers,  traveling 
as  passengers.  At  our  camping-places  we  very  will¬ 
ingly  supplied  the  party  with  game. 

At  one  of  our  encampments  an  amusing  accident 
occurred.  We  were  out  hunting  buffalo,  and  had  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  wounding  a  bull,  who,  furious  with  his  wound, 
made,  with  the  speed  of  lightning, directly  for  the  camp, 
leaving  a  cloud  of  dust  in  his  track.  The  troops,  per¬ 
ceiving  his  approach,  scattered  in  all  directions  as 
though  an  avalanche  was  bursting  upon  them.  On 
went  the  buffalo,  overturning  tents,  baggage,  and  guns 
— leaping  every  impediment  that  arrested  his  course ; 
then,  turning,  he  plunged  into  the  river  and  gained 
the  opposite  prairie,  leaving  more  than  a  hundred  sol¬ 
diers  scared  half  to  death  at  his  visitation.  They  cer¬ 
tainly  discharged  their  pieces  at  him,  but,  for  all  the 
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injury  they  inflicted,  he  will  probably  live  to  a  good 
old  age. 

Previous  to  our  arrival  at  Fort  Clarke  we  met  with 
another  serious  misadventure.  The  boat  containing 
all  our  general’s  effects,  running  on  a  snag,  immediate¬ 
ly  sunk.  Again  all  our  packs  were  afloat,  and  Gen¬ 
eral  Atkinson,  witnessing  the  accident,  ordered  every 
man  overboard  to  save  the  peltry,  himself  setting  the 
example.  In  an  instant,  mountaineers, United  States 
officers  and  soldiers  plunged  in  to  the  rescue.  For¬ 
tunately  it  was  shoal  water,  not  more  than  waist  high, 
and  all  was  speedily  saved. 

General  Atkinson  related  a  difficulty  he  had  had 
with  the  Crow  nation  in  the  course  of  a  treaty  with 
them  at  Fort  Clarke,  on  his  way  up  the  river.  The 
Crows,  in  a  battle  with  the  Black  Feet,  had  taken  a 
half-breed  woman  and  child,  whom  they  had  captured 
on  the  Columbia  River  some  time  previously.  Gen¬ 
eral  Atkinson  ordered  them  to  liberate  the  captives, 
which  they  refused  to  do,  saying  that  they  had  taken 
them  from  their  enemies,  the  Black  Feet,  and  that  they 
clearly  belonged  to  them.  The  general  persisted  in 
his  demand,  and  the  Indians  refused  to  comply,  even 
offering  to  fight  about  the  matter.  The  general  de¬ 
clined  fighting  that  day,  but  desired  them  to  come  on 
the  morrow  and  he  would  be  prepared. 

The  next  day  the  Indian  force  presented  themselves 
for  the  onset,  they  bringing  a  host  of  warriors.  One 
of  the  chiefs  visited  the  military  camp  for  a  “talk.” 
He  had  an  interview  with  Major  O’Fallen,  who  or¬ 
dered  him  to  give  up  the  captives  or  prepare  to  fight. 
The  chief  boastingly  replied,  through  Rose,  the  inter¬ 
preter,  that  the  major’s  party  was  not  a  match  for  the 
Crows ;  that  he  would  whip  his  whole  army.  On 
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this,  the  major,  who  was  a  passionate  man,  drew  his 
pistol  and  snapped  it  at  the  chief’s  breast.  It  missed 
fire,  and  he  then  struck  the  Indian  a  violent  blow  on 
the  head  with  the.  weapon,  inflicting  a  severe  gash. 
The  chief  made  no  resistance,  but  remained  sullen. 
When  this  occurrence  reached  the  ears  of  the  Indian 
warriors,  they  became  perfectly  infuriated,  and  prepared 
for  an  instant  attack.  General  Atkinson  pacified  them 
through  Rose,  who  was  one  of  the  best  interpreters 
ever  known  in  the  whole  Indian  country.  During  the 
hubbub,  the  Indians  spiked  the  general’s  guns  with 
wooden  spikes,  and  stuffed  them  with  grass. 

Their  principal  chief, “Long Hair,” then  visited  the 
camp,  and  addressed  the  general : 

“  White  Chief,  the  Crows  have  never  yet  shed  the 
blood  of  the  white  people ;  they  have  always  treated 
them  like  brothers.  You  have  now  shed  the  first 
blood ;  my  people  are  angry,  and  we  must  fight.” 

The  general  replied,  “  Chief,  I  was  told  by  my 
friend,  the  great  Red-haired  Chief,  that  the  Crows  were 
a  good  people ;  that  they  were  our  friends.  We  did 
not  come  to  fight  the  Crows ;  we  came  as  their  friends.” 

“The  Red-haired  Chief!”  exclaimed  Long  Hair,  in 
astonishment ;  “  are  you  his  people  ?” 

“Yes,”  replied  the  general. 

“The  Red-haired  Chief  is  a  great  chief,  and  when 
he  hears  that  you  have  shed  the  blood  of  a  Crow,  he 
will  be  angry,  and  punish  you  for  it.  Go  home,”  he 
added, “and  tell  the  Red-haired  Chief  that  you  have 
shed  the  blood  of  a  Crow,  and,  though  our  people  were 
angry,  we  did  not  kill  his  people.  Tell  him  that  you 
saw  Long  Hair,  the  Crow  chief,  to  whom  he  gave  the 
red  plume  many  winters  ago.” 

Long  Hair  and  Rose  then  went  out  and  harangued 
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the  warriors,  who  immediately  withdrew,  and  soon  the 
woman  and  child  were  brought  into  camp.  The  gen¬ 
eral  made  them  a  present  of  a  great  number  of  guns, 
and  ammunition  in  abundance,  at  which  they  were 
highly  delighted. 

The  reader  who  has  perused  “  Lewis  and  Clarke’s 
Travels”  will  please  to  understand  that  the  “  Red- 
haired  Chief”  spoken  of  above  was  none  other  than 
Mr.  Clarke,  whom  the  Crows  almost  worshiped  while 
he  was  among  them,  and  who  yet  hold  his  name  in 
the  highest  veneration.  He  was  considered  by  them 
to  be  a  great  “  medicine  man,”  and  they  supposed  him 
lord  over  the  whole  white  race. 

The  loss  of  the  boat  being  supplied,  and  all  to  rights 
again,  we  continued  our  course  down  the  Missouri, 
still  in  company  with  the  troops,  until  we  reached  Fort 
Look-out,  where  we  encamped  for  the  night.  There 
was  a  trading-post  at  this  fort,  belonging  to  the  Amer¬ 
ican  Fur  Company,  in  charge  of  Major  Pitcher.  The 
major  made  General  Ashley  present  of  a  large  grizzly 
bear  for  a  plaything,  and  a  pretty  plaything  we  found 
him  before  we  were  done  with  him.  He  was  made  fast 
with  a  chain  to  the  cargo-box  on  deck,  and  seemed  to 
think  himself  captain ;  at  any  rate,  he  was  more  impe¬ 
rious  in  his  orders  than  a  commodore  on  a  foreign  sta¬ 
tion.  He  would  suffer  no  one  on  deck,  and  seemed 
literally  to  apply  the  poet’s  words  to  himself, 

“  I  am  monarch  of  all  I  survey, 

My  right  there  is  none  to  dispute.” 

We  continued  our  course  down  the  river,  encamp¬ 
ing  on  shore  every  night.  We  had  a  jovial  time  of  it, 
telling  stories,  cracking  jokes,  and  frequently  making 
free  with  Uncle  Sam’s  “  O  be  joyful,”  of  which  there 
was  great  plenty  for  the  supply  of  rations  to  the 
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troops.  The  soldiers  listened  with  astonishment  to 
the  wild  adventures  of  the  mountaineers,  and  would, 
in  turn,  engage  our  attention  with  recitals  of  their  own 
experience. 

At  length  we  arrived  at  Council  Bluffs,  where  we 
remained  three  days,  feeling  ourselves  almost  at  home. 
We  of  course  had  a  good  time  at  the  Bluffs,  and  the 
three  days  passed  in  continual  festivities. 

Providing  ourselves  with  a  good  boat,  we  bade  adieu 
to  the  troops,  who  stayed  behind  at  the  Bluffs,  and 
continued  our  descent  of  the  river.  The  current  of 
the  Missouri  is  swift,  but  to  our  impatient  minds  a 
locomotive  would  have  seemed  too  tardy  in  removing 
us  from  the  scenes  of  hardship  and  privation  we  had 
just  gone  through  to  the  homes  of  our  friends,  our 
sweethearts,  our  wives  and  little  ones. 

Those  who  reside  in  maritime  places,  and  have  wit¬ 
nessed  the  hardy  tars  step  ashore  in  their  native  land, 
can  form  an  adequate  idea  of  the  happy  return  of  the 
mountaineers  from  their  wanderings  on  the  Plains  to 
St.  Louis,  which  is  their  great  sea-port ;  or,  if  a  pun  is 
admissible,  I  may  perhaps  say  see-port ;  for  there  we 
see  our  old  friends,  there  we  see  our  fun  and  merri¬ 
ment,  and  there  we  sometimes  “see  sights.” 

Arrived  at  St.  Charles,  twenty  miles  above  St.  Louis, 
the  general  dispatched  a  courier  to  his  friends,  Messrs. 
Warndorf  and  Tracy,  to  inform  them  of  his  great  suc¬ 
cess,  and  that  he  would  be  in  with  his  cargo  the  next 
day  about  noon. 

When  we  came  in  sight  of  the  city  we  were  saluted 
by  a  piece  of  artillery,  which  continued  its  discharges 
until  we  landed  at  the  market-place.  There  were  not 
less  than  a  thousand  persons  present,  who  hailed  our 
landing  with  shouts  which  deafened  our  ears.  Those 
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who  had  parents,  brothers  and  sisters,  wives  or  sweet¬ 
hearts,  met  them  at  the  landing ;  and  such  a  rushing, 
crowding,  pulling,  hauling,  weeping,  and  laughing  I  had 
never  before  witnessed.  Every  one  had  learned  our 
approach  by  the  courier. 

My  father,  who  had  moved  to  St.  Louis,  was  in  the 
crowd,  and  was  overjoyed  to  see  me.  He  had  lost  a 
part  of  his  property  by  being  surety  for  other  men,  and 
I  could  see  that  age  had  left  its  traces  upon  him  dur¬ 
ing  the  little  time  that  I  had  been  absent. 

Our  cargo  was  soon  landed  and  stored,  the  men  re¬ 
ceiving  information  that  they  would  be  paid  off  that 
afternoon  at  the  store  of  Messrs.  Warndorf  and  Tracy. 
We  accordingly  repaired  thither  in  a  body  to  receive 
our  pay.  The  full  amount  was  counted  out  in  silver 
to  each  man,  except  three,  namely,  La  Roche,  Pellow, 
and  myself.  To  us  the  general  gave  twenty-five  dol¬ 
lars  each,  telling  us  he  would  see  us  there  again.  I 
immediately  thought  of  my  difficulty  with  him  in  the 
mountains,  and  concluded  that  the  remainder  of  my 
pay  was  to  be  withheld  on  that  account.  We  took 
our  twenty-five  dollars  each,  and  went  away,  asking 
no  farther  questions,  though  we  took  no  trouble  to 
conceal  our  thoughts.  Before  we  left  the  counting- 
room,  the  general  told  us  to  repair  to  any  hotel  we 
chose,  and  have  whatever  we  liked  to  call  for  until  the 
next  morning,  and  he  would  pay  the  bill. 

Accordingly,  we  all  repaired  to  Le  Barras’s  hotel, 
and  had  a  glorious  time  of  it.  The  house  was  throng¬ 
ed  with  our  friends  besides,  who  all  felt  themselves 
included  in  the  general’s  hospitality.  General  Ashley 
called  on  us  the  next  morning,  and,  perceiving  that  we 
had  “  run  all  night,”  told  us  to  keep  on  another  day 
at  his  expense,  adding  that,  if  we  wished  to  indulge  in 
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a  ride,  he  would  pay  for  carriages.  We  profited  by 
his  hint,  and  did  not  fail  to  take  into  our  party  a  good 
share  of  lasses  and  mountaineers. 

The  next  morning  the  general  again  visited  us,  and, 
seeing  we  were  pretty  sober,  paid  the  bill  (not  a  tri¬ 
fling  matter),  and  desired  us  to  call  on  him  at  the  store 
at  ten  o’clock.  We  went  as  appointed,  not  knowing 
yet  how  he  would  treat  us.  When  we  were  assem¬ 
bled,  he  paid  us  our  wages  in  full,  made  us  a  present 
of  three  hundred  dollars  each,  and  desired  us  to  pur¬ 
chase  a  first-rate  suit  of  clothes  each  at  his  expense. 

“I  give  you  this  extra,”  he  said,  “for  your  faithful 
services  to  me  in  the  mountains ;  for  your  watchful¬ 
ness  over  my  property  and  interest  while  there;  for 
your  kindness  in  caring  for  me  while  sick  and  help¬ 
less,  carrying  me  when  unable  to  walk,  and  not  leav¬ 
ing  me  to  perish  in  the  camp  alone.” 

I  forgot  to  mention  the  disembarkation  of  Grizzly  at 
the  proper  time,  but  will  do  so  here.  After  the  peltry 
was  all  landed  and  stored,  the  bear  still  occupied  his 
station.  Hundreds  were  yet  gazing  at  him,  many  of 
whom  had  never  seen  one  of  the  kind  before.  The 
general  said  to  me,  “  James,  how,  under  the  sun,  are 
we  to  get  that  animal  off  the  boat  ?”  I,  having  a  few 
glasses  of  “  artificial  courage”  to  back  me,  felt  exceed¬ 
ingly  valorous,  and  thought  myself  able  to  throw  a 
mill-stone  across  the  Mississippi.  Accordingly,  I  vol¬ 
unteered  to  bring  him  ashore.  I  procured  a  light 
stick,  walked  straight  up  to  the  bear,  and,  speaking 
very  sharp  to  him  (as  he  had  to  us  all  the  way  down 
the  river),  deliberately  unfastened  his  chain.  lie  look¬ 
ed  me  in  the  eyes  for  a  moment,  and,  giving  a  low 
whine,  drooped  his  head.  I  led  him  off  the  boat  along 
a  staging  prepared  for  the  purpose,  the  crowd  instantly 
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falling  back  to  a  respectful  distance.  Landing  him 
without  accident,  the  general  wished  me  to  lead  him 
to  the  residence  of  Major  Biddle,  distant  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  from  the  landing.  Courageous  as  ever,  I  led 
him  on,  though  some  of  the  time  he  would  lead  his 
leader,  Bruin  often  looking  round  at  the  crowd  that 
was  following  up  at  a  prudent  distance  behind.  I  ar¬ 
rived  safe  at  the  residence,  and  made  Grizzly  fast  to  an 
apple-tree  that  stood  there.  I  had  scarcely  got  to  the 
length  of  his  chain,  when  he  made  a  furious  spring  at 
me ;  the  chain,  very  fortunately,  was  a  strong  one,  and 
held  him  fast. 

I  then  called  at  the  major’s  house,  and,  delivering 
our  general’s  compliments  to  liim,  informed  him  he 
had  sent  a  pet  for  his  acceptance.  He  inquired  what 
kind  of  a  pet ,  and,  taking  him  to  the  tree  where  I  had 
made  fast  the  bear,  I  showed  the  huge  beast  to  him. 
The  major  almost  quaked  with  fear.  While  we  stood 
looking  at  him,  a  small  pig  happened  to  pass  near  the 
bear,  when  Grizzly  dealt  him  such  a  blow  with  his  paw 
'that  he  left  him  not  a  whole  bone  in  his  body,  and 
piggy  fell  dead  out  of  the  bear’s  reach. 

The  major  then  invited  me  in,  and,  setting  out  some 
of  his  best,  I  drank  his  health  according  to  the  custom 
of  those  days,  and  left  to  rejoin  my  companions. 
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CHAPTER  Yin. 

Unexpected  Return  to  the  Rocky  Mountains. — Camp  removed. — Final 
Success  in  finding  our  party  in  the  Mountains. — Joyful  Meeting. — 
Horses  stolen  by  the  Pun-nak  Indians. — A  Battle,  and  six  Indians 
killed. — We  recapture  our  Horses. 

I  had  been  in  St.  Louis  only  one  week,  when  Gen. 
Ashley  came  to  me,  and  desired  me  to  return  to  the 
mountains  immediately,  to  carry  dispatches  to  Mr.  W. 
L.  Sublet,  captain  of  the  trappers,  and  offering  me  the 
magnificent  sum  of  one  thousand  dollars  for  the  trip. 
I  consented  to  go ;  La  Roche  and  Pellow  were  to  ac¬ 
company  me.  A  journey  to  the  mountains  was  then 
called  two  thousand  miles,  through  a  country  consid¬ 
ered  dangerous  even  for  an  army.  I  left  St.  Louis 
this  time  with  extreme  reluctance.  It  is  a  severe  trial 
to  leave  one’s  friends  ;  but  the  grief  of  separating  from 
father  and  all  other  relatives  sank  into  insignificance 
when  contrasted  with  the  misery  of  separating  from 
one  in  particular — one  in  whom  all  my  affections  were 
reposed,  and  upon  whom  all  my  hopes  of  the  future 
were  concentrated.  The  contemplation  of  the  anguish 
I  was  about  to  inflict  by  the  announcement  filled  my 
heart  with  sorrow.  One  week  more,  and  the  happy 
event  that  would  make  one  of  two  loving  hearts  would 
have  been  consummated. 

The  general’s  business  was  urgent,  and  admitted  of 
no  delay ;  after  I  had  engaged,  not  a  day,  scarcely  an 
hour  was  to  be  lost.  The  thousand  dollars  I  was  to 
receive  looked  large  in  my  eyes ;  and  that,  added  to 
what  I  already  possessed,  would  the  better  prepare  me 
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for  a  matrimonial  voyage.  I  comforted  myself  with 
the  reflection  that  my  services  were  confined  to  the 
mere  delivering  of  the  dispatches ;  that  service  per¬ 
formed,  I  was  tree  to  return  immediately. 

I  bid  my  aged  father  farewell — it  was  the  last  time 
I  saw  him.  To  my  other  friends  I  said  cheerfully  au 
revoir,  expecting  to  return  to  them  shortly. 

But  my  greatest  conflict  was  to  come.  I  had  en¬ 
countered  perils,  privation,  and  faced  death  itself;  I 
had  fought  savages  and  the  wild  beasts  of  the  mount¬ 
ains  ;  but  to  approach  this  tender  heart,  that  had  been 
affianced  to  my  own  for  years,  unmanned  me.  That 
heart  that  was  then  so  light,  so  buoyant  with  hope,  so 
full  of  confidence  in  the  future,  that  I  must  plunge  in 
utter  darkness  by  the  intelligence  that  in  a  few  short 
hours  I  must  leave  her !  Could  I  have  communicated 
it  to  her  by  fighting  a  score  of  Indians,  how  much  my 
pain  would  have  been  mitigated !  But  time  was  ur¬ 
gent,  and  the  sacred  obligation  to  the  lady  must  be 
performed. 

I  called  on  my  sweetheart ;  she  looked  more  love¬ 
ly  than  ever.  She  remarked  my  troubled  looks. 
“James,”  she  said,  “you  look  saddened;  what  is  the 
matter  ?  Are  you  unwell  ?” 

“  No,  Eliza,  I  am  well ;  but — ” 

“But  what,  James?  What  has  happened?  Speak!” 

Knowing  that  I  had  no  time  for  delay,  I  felt  it  my 
duty  to  break  the  news  to  her  at  once. 

“  My  dear  girl,”  I  said,  “  I  have  loved  you  long  and 
ardently.  I  have  waited  to  see  if  the  affection  which 
you  shared  with  me  in  childhood  would  stand  the 
proof  of  maturer  years.  We  are  now  both  matured  in 
years,  and  are  capable  of  judging  our  own  hearts. 
Through  all  my  sufferings  and  dangers,  my  devotion 
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to  you  has  grown  with  my  growth  and  strengthened 
with  my  strength.  We  have  decided  on  the  day  for 
our  indissoluble  union.  But,  Eliza,  I  am  yet  young ; 
my  means  of  supporting  you  as  I  could  wish  are  in¬ 
adequate.  I  have  just  received  a  very  tempting  offer 
from  General  Ashley.” 

“  What  to  do,  James  ?” 

“  He  offers  me  one  thousand  dollars  to  carry  dis¬ 
patches  to  the  mountains,  which  admits  of  my  imme¬ 
diate  return.” 

“And  are  you  going?” 

“  That  is  what  I  have  come  to  inform  you,  Eliza. 
Understand  my  motive — it  is  solely  to  obtain  the 
means  to  enable  us  to  start  the  fairer  in  life.” 

“  I  care  not  for  money,  James,”  she  said,  bursting 
into  a  flood  of  tears. 

My  heart  sought  relief  from  its  overcharged  feeling 
in  the  same  way.  I  left  her  amid  her  sobs,  promising 
to  make  a  speedy  return,  and  that  we  would  part  no 
more  till  death  should  separate  us. 

The  general  had  furnished  us  with  two  good  saddle- 
horses  each,  and  one  stout  mule  to  carry  our  bedding. 
We  mounted,  and,  leaving  St.  Louis,  were  soon  some 
miles  on  our  journey.  We  proceeded  up  the  Missouri 
River,  left  the  last  white  settlement,  and  issued  out 
into  the  wilderness.  We  proceeded  with  the  utmost 
caution ;  always  halting  before  dark,  we  built  a  fire  and 
ate  our  supper;  then  moving  on  farther  to  a  secure 
camping-place,  we  lit  no  fire,  to  avoid  attracting  the 
Indians  to  us.  On  arriving  at  the  forks  of  the  Platte, 
we  held  a  council,  and  resolved  to  follow  up  the  north 
branch  to  its  source,  thence  cross  over  to  Green  River, 
thus  striking  it  much  higher  up  than  we  had  ever  been 
on  that  stream  before.  We  proceeded  accordingly — 
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crossed  Green  Riv<y,  and  held  our  course  to  the  head 
of  Salt  River.  Here  we  found  a  party  belonging  to 
the  general’s  company.  Winter  was  now  beginning 
to  set  in,  and  it  was  time  for  the  whole  company  to  go 
into  winter  quarters.  As  nearly  as  I  can  recollect, 
this  was  the  end  of  October,  1823. # 

A  place  of  rendezvous  had  been  previously  agreed 
upon,  and  as  it  was  certain  that  the  various  parties 
would  soon  assemble,  I  concluded  to  proceed  to  the 
rendezvous,  and  wait  the  arrival  of  Sublet,  for  the  de¬ 
livery  of  my  dispatches,  rather  than  undertake  a  search 
for  him  in  the  mountain  wilderness.  I  and  my  com¬ 
panions,  therefore,  continued  with  the  party  until  we 
reached  the  rendezvous.  The  parties,  one  after  the 
other,  came  slowly  in,  and  Sublet’s  was  the  last  to 
arrive.  It  was  now  too  late  for  me  to  return,  and  I 
had  no  alternative  but  to  wait  until  spring. 

Our  present  rendezvous  was  in  Cache  Valley,  but 
Sublet  gave  orders  for  all  to  remove  to  Salt  Lake, 
which  was  but  a  few  miles  distant,  and  then  go  into 
winter  quarters.  We  accordingly  moved  to  the  mouth 
of  “Weaver’s  Fork,”  and  established  ourselves  there. 
When  all  were  collected  together  for  the  winter,  our 
community  numbered  from  six  to  seven  hundred  souls 
(from  two  to  three  hundred  consisting  of  women  and 
children),  all  strong  and  healthy  as  bears,  and  all  hav¬ 
ing  experienced  very  good  success. 

Shortly  after  we  had  become  well  settled  down,  we 
had  the  misfortune  to  lose  about  eighty  horses,  stolen 
one  dark,  stormy  night  by  the  Pun-naks,  a  tribe  in¬ 
habiting  the  head-waters  of  the  Columbia  River.  On 
missing  them  the  next  day,  we  formed  a  party  of  about 
forty  men,  and  followed  their  trail  on  foot — the  ground 
was  covered  with  snow  at  the  time.  I  volunteered 
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with  the  rest,  although  fortunately  my  horses  were  not 
among  the  missing.  After  a  pursuit  of  five  days  we 
arrived  at  one  of  their  villages,  where  we  saw  our 
own  horses  among  a  number  of  others.  We  then 
divided  our  forces,  Fitzpatrick  taking  command  of  one 
party,  and  a  James  Bridger  of  the  other. 

The  plan  resolved  upon  was  as  follows :  Fitzpatrick 
was  to  charge  the  Indians,  and  cover  Bridger’s  party, 
while  they  stampeded  all  the  horses  they  could  get 
away  with.  I  formed  one  of  Captain  Bridger’s  party, 
this  being  the  first  affair  of  the  kind  I  had  ever  wit¬ 
nessed.  Every  thing  being  in  readiness,  we  rushed  in 
upon  the  horses;  and  stampeded  from  two  to  three 
hundred,  Fitzpatrick  at  the  same  time  engaging  the 
Indians,  who  numbered  from  three  to  four  hundred. 
The  Indians  recovered  a  great  number  of  the  horses 
from  us,  but  we  succeeded  in  getting  off  with  the  num¬ 
ber  of  our  own  missing,  and  forty  head  besides.  In 
the  engagement,  six  of  the  enemy  were  killed  and  scalp¬ 
ed,  while  not  one  of  our  party  received  a  scratch.  The 
horses  we  had  captured  were  very  fine  ones,  and  our 
return  to  the  camp  was  greeted  with  the  liveliest  dem¬ 
onstrations. 

We  found,  on  our  return  from  the  above  marauding 
expedition,  an  encampment  of  Snake  Indians,  to  the 
number  of  six  hundred  lodges,  comprising  about  two 
thousand  five  hundred  warriors.  They  had  entirely 
surrounded  us  with  their  encampments,  adding  very 
materially  to  our  present  population.  They  were  per¬ 
fectly  friendly,  and  we  apprehended  no  danger  from 
their  proximity.  It  appears  this  was  their  usual  re¬ 
sort  for  spending  the  winter ;  and,  after  pitching  their 
lodges,  which  are  composed  of  skins,  they  proceeded  to 
build  a  large  “  medicine  lodge.” 
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The  word  medicine  (or,  as  they  call  it,  Barchk- 
Parchk )  signifies  a  prophet  or  dreamer,  and  is  synon¬ 
ymous  with  the  word  prophet  as  employed  in  the  Old 
Testament.  The  Indian  form  of  government  is  a  the¬ 
ocracy,  and  the  medicine  man  is  the  high-priest.  His 
dreams  or  prophecies  are  sacred ;  if  his  predictions  are 
not  verified  in  the  result,  the  fault  is  with  themselves  ; 
they  had  disregarded  some  of  his  instructions.  When 
by  accident  his  dreams  are  exactly  verified,  their  con¬ 
fidence  in  their  prophet  exceeds  all  belief.  The  “  med¬ 
icine  lodge”  is  the  tabernacle  of  the  wilderness,  the 
habitation  of  the  Great  Spirit,  the  sacred  ark  of  their 
faith. 

Our  long  residence  with  the  Snake  tribe  afforded  us 
an  excellent  opportunity  of  acquainting  ourselves  with 
the  domestic  character  of  the  Indians.  They  often 
invited  us  into  their  medicine  lodge  to  witness  their 
religious  ceremonies  and  listen  to  their  prophesyings. 
The  name  of  the  old  prophet  was  O^mo-gua,  which  in 
English  means  woman’s  dress.  One  evening  he  de¬ 
livered  a  prophecy  for  us. 

“I  can  see,”  said  he,  “white  people  on  Big  Shell 
(Platte  River) ;  I  see  them  boring  a  hole  in  a  red 
bucket ;  I  see  them  drawing  out  medicine  water  (whis¬ 
ky);  I  see  them  fighting  each  other;  but  Fate  (Sublet) 
has  gone  down  on  the  other  side  of  the  river :  he  does 
not  see  them.  He  has  gone  to  the  white  lodges. 
Where  are  you  going?” 

“  We  are  going,”  answered  Fitzpatrick,  “to  trap  on 
Bear  Head  and  the  other  small  streams  in  the  country 
of  the  Black  Feet.” 

“No,”  said  the  prophet,  “you  will  go  to  Sheep 
Mountain ;  there  you  will  find  the  snow  so  deep  that 
you  can  not  pass.  You  will  then  go  down  Port  Neif 
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to  Snake  River.  If  you  are  fortunate  you  will  dis¬ 
cover  the  Black  Feet  before  they  see  you,  and  you  will 
beat  them.  If  they  discover  you  first,  they  will  rub 
you  all  out — kill  you  all.  Bad  Hand  (Fitzpatrick),  I 
tell  you  there  is  blood  in  your  path  this  grass.  If 
you  beat  the  Black  Feet,  you  will  retrace  your  steps 
and  go  to  Bear  River,  whose  water  you  will  follow  un¬ 
til  you  come  to  Sage  River.  There  you  will  meet  two 
white  men  who  will  give  you  news.” 

To  return  to  my  narrative :  Mr.  Sublet,  having  left 
the  camp  in  company  with  my  old  companion,  Mr. 
Harris,  before  we  returned,  had  left  a  letter  of  instruc¬ 
tions  for  Fitzpatrick,  desiring  him  to  remove  our  camp 
as  early  in  the  spring  as  possible  back  to  Cache  Val¬ 
ley,  and  to  repair  to  Weaver’s  Lake,  where  he  would 
rejoin  him.  Sublet  and  Harris  had  parted  for  St. 
Louis,  which  they  reached  in  safety  after  a  journey  in 
mid-winter. 

We  spent  the  winter  very  comfortably,  and  at  the 
opening  of  spring  we  all  moved — whites  and  Indians 
— back  to  Cache  Valley.  Soon  after  we  arrived  we 
commenced  digging  caches  to  secure  seventy-five  packs 
of  beaver-skins  in  the  possession  of  our  party.  While 
digging  a  cache  in  the  bank,  the  earth  caved  in,  killing 
two  of  our  party,  who  were  Canadians.  The  Indians 
claimed  the  privilege  of  burying  them,  which  ceremony 
they  performed  by  hoisting  them  up  in  trees.  This 
has  ever  been  the  method  of  disposing  of  the  dead 
with  most,  if  not  all,  of  the  Rocky  Mountain  tribes. 
The  body  is  securely  wrapped  in  blankets  and  robes 
fastened  with  thongs,  in  which  are  inclosed  the  war 
implements,  pipes,  and  tobacco  of  the  deceased.  If 
he  had  been  a  warrior,  his  war-horse  is  killed  and  bur¬ 
ied,  together  with  his  saddle  and  other  implements,  at 
the  foot  of  the  same  tree. 
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One  more  accident  occurred,  which  at  first  occasion¬ 
ed  us  considerable  alarm,  before  we  quitted  Cache  Val¬ 
ley  on  our  excursion.  One  of  our  men  was  out  hunt¬ 
ing,  and  coming  across  an  antelope,  as  he  supposed, 
fired  at  the  animal’s  head,  and  killed  it.  On  going  to 
cut  the  animal’s  throat,  to  his  surprise  he  found  he  had 
killed  one  of  the  Snake  Indians,  who  had  put  on  this 
disguise  to  decoy  the  antelopes  near  him.  This  was 
an  accident  that  we  deeply  lamented,  as  the  Snakes 
were  very  friendly  toward  us.  Before  the  Indians  dis¬ 
covered  the  accident,  we  held  a  council,  and  resolved 
to  make  a  precipitate  retreat,  as  we  felt  very  distrust¬ 
ful  of  the  consequences.  While  we  were  preparing  to 
start,  the  chief  came  among  us,  and  was  greatly  sur¬ 
prised  at  our  sudden  departure,  especially  as  we  had 
given  him  no  previous  notice.  We  excused  ourselves 
by  saying  we  were  going  to  engage  in-  hunting  and 
trapping.  He  then  asked  what  ailed  us,  saying  we  all 
looked  terrified,  and  wished  to  know  what  had  hap¬ 
pened.  Fitzpatrick  at  length  told  him  what  had  taken 
place,  and  how  it  came  to  pass. 

“  Oh,”  said  the  chief,  “  if  that  is  what  you  are  alarm¬ 
ed  at,  take  off  your  packs  and  stay.  The  Indian  was 
a  fool  to  use  a  decoy  when  he  knew  the  antelope  came 
into  the  sage  every  day,  and  that  the  white  men  shoot 
all  they  see.” 

He  then  made  a  speech  to  his  warriors,  telling  them 
what  had  happened,  and  ordered  some  of  his  men  to 
bring  in  the  dead  Indian.  Then  turning  to  us,  he 
said,  “You  and  the  Snakes  are  brothers;  we  are  all 
friends ;  we  can  not  at  all  times  guard  against  accident. 
You  lost  two  of  your  warriors  in  the  bank,  the  Snakes 
have  just  lost  one.  Give  me  some  red  cloth  to  wrap 
up  the  body.  We  will  bury  the  fallen  brave.” 
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We  gave  the  chief  a  scarlet  blanket,  as  he  had  de¬ 
sired,  and  all  was  well  again. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

The  Company  removes  from  Cache  Valley  on  a  Hunting  and  Trapping 
Excursion. — Discovery  of  a  Band  of  Black  Feet. — A  Battle  ensues 
with  them. — Description  of  the  Battle. — Return  to  Rendezvous. — 
Fulfillment  of  the  Medicine  Chief’s  Prophecy. 

The  peltry  and  other  things  not  required  in  our 
expedition  being  all  safely  cached ,  our  whole  party — 
numbering  two  hundred  and  fifty,  besides  women  and 
children — left  Cache  Valley  for  the  country  of  the 
Black  F eet,  expecting  to  make  a  profitable  hunt.  I  had 
engaged  to  the  Fur  Company  for  the  spring  hunt  for  the 
sum  of  five  hundred  dollars,  with  the  privilege  of  tak¬ 
ing  for  servant  the  widow  of  one  of  the  men  who  had 
been  killed  in  the  bank.  She  was  of  light  complexion, 
smart,  trim  and  active,  and  never  tired  in  her  efforts  to 
please  me,  she  seeming  to  think  that  she  belonged  to 
me  for  the  remainder  of  her  life.  I  had  never  had  a 
servant  before,  and  I  found  her  of  great  service  to  me 
in  keeping  my  clothes  in  repair,  making  my  bed,  and 
taking  care  of  my  weapons. 

We  kept  on  till  we  came  to  Sheep-horn  Mountain, 
but,  finding  it  impassable  for  the  snow,  we  changed  our 
course,  and  proceeded  down  the  Port  Neif  until  we  ar¬ 
rived  at  its  junction  with  the  Snake  River,  one  of  the 
main  branches  of  the  Columbia.  No  trappers  having 
preceded  us  on  the  Port  Neif,  we  met  with  excellent 
success  all  the  way  to  the  junction,  a  course  which  oc¬ 
cupied  us  three  weeks.  An  advanced  party  arriving  at 
the  junction  before  the  main  body  came  up,  immediate- 
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ly  upon  landing  discovered  Indians  coming  down  the 
Snake  River.  They  were  not  perceived  hy  the  Indians, 
who  were  as  yet  at  a  considerable  distance.  Our  whole 
force  was  soon  prepared  to  meet  them.  Leaving  one 
hundred  men  in  camp,  the  remaining  one  hundred  and 
fifty  marched  up  the  river,  keeping  in  the  timber ;  our 
policy  being  to  retain  our  foes  in  the  open  prairie,  while 
we  kept  the  protection  of  the  woods.  At  last  they  per¬ 
ceived  us ;  hut,  seeing  that  we  had  the  advantage  of 
them,  they  made  signs  of  great  friendship. 

Not  wishing  to  be  the  aggressors,  we  contented  our¬ 
selves  with  observing  the  enemy,  and  retired  toward 
our  camp,  without  any  hostile  demonstration  on  either 
side.  Seeing  signal-smokes  arising  on  every  side,  we 
knew  an  attack  on  our  little  band  was  meditated  by 
their  thousands  of  mounted  warriors.  We  therefore 
determined  on  a  retreat  as  the  safest  course.  There 
being  many  Indians  about  our  camp,  it  required  a  strict 
watch  to  be  maintained,  every  man  having  his  gun  con¬ 
stantly  in  hand,  and  the  priming  well  looked  to.  We 
were  able  to  converse  with  them,  as  many  of  our  men 
could  speak  their  language ;  but  they  still  pretended  to 
entertain  toward  us  feelings  of  the  “most  distinguished 
consideration.”  We  encamped  that  night,  keeping  a 
strong  guard,  and  saw  all  around  us,  as  far  as  the  eye 
could  extend,  numerous  signal-fires. 

At  daylight  one  of  our  men  shouted,  “  Stop  the  In¬ 
dians  !  stop  the  Indians !  My  rope  is  cut !”  On  look¬ 
ing,  we  found  that  three  of  our  best  horses  had  been 
stolen,  notwithstanding  our  unceasing  vigilance.  The 
cry  then  passed  around,  “  The  ropes  are  cut !  Shoot 
them  down !  shoot  them  down !”  Rifles  began  to  crack, 
and  six  of  the  Indians  fell,  five  of  whom  were  instant¬ 
ly  scalped  (for  the  scalps  are  taken  off  with  greater  ease 
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while  the  bodies  are  warm) ;  and  the  remaining  Indian, 
having  crawled  into  the  river  after  receiving  his  wound, 
his  scalp  was  lost.  One  of  their  chiefs  was  among  the 
slain.  He  was  shot  in  our  camp  before  he  had  time 
to  make’  his  retreat  with  the  others,  who  all  ran  as  soon 
as  our  camp  was  alarmed. 

Not  a  moment  was  then  to  be  lost.  We  knew  that 
their  signal-fires  woulfl  cover  the  whole  prairie  with 
savages,  for  we  were  in  the  very  heart  of  their  country. 
Packing  up,  in  a  few  minutes  we  were  on  the  retreat, 
which  we  pressed  all  day.  We  encamped  the  same 
night,  as  the  Indians  did  not  see  fit  to  follow  us. 

Soon  after  this  occurrence  a  party  of  fur-trappers, 
consisting  of  twelve  men,  under  the  charge  of  one  Lo¬ 
gan,  left  our  company  to  try  their  fortune,  but  were 
never  heard  of  afterward.  Every  exertion  was  subse¬ 
quently  made  to  obtain  some  clew  to  the  cause  of  their 
disappearance,  but  nothing  was  ever  learned  of  them. 
Beyond  doubt,  they  fell  victims  to  the  treachery  of  the 
Black  Feet. 

Our  party  continued  trapping  up  the  Port  Neif  until 
we  came  to  Sheep  Mountain,  which  we  passed  without 
difficulty,  the  snow  having  by  this  time  disappeared. 
We  proceeded  on  to  Bear  River,  and  continued  trap¬ 
ping  upon  that  stream  and  its  tributaries  until  we 
reached  Sage  River,  where,  very  unexpectedly,  and  to 
our  utter  surprise,  we  met  “two  white  men,” Black 
Harris  and  my  old  friend  Portuleuse. 

This  verification  of  the  prediction  of  the  old  chief 
was,  to  say  the  least,  a  remarkable  coincidence,  and 
one  not  easily  accounted  for. 

Our  two  friends  informed  us  that  they  were  from  St. 
Louis,  and  had  left  General  Ashley  and  Sublet  but  a 
short  distance  in  the  rear.  We  took  up  our  traps  and 
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moved  immediately  to  Weaver  Lake,  and  formed  a  ren¬ 
dezvous  to  wait  the  arrival  of  the  general  and  Sublet. 

While  resting  there,  a  party  of  sixteen  Flat  Heads 
came  to  our  camp,  and  informed  us  that  there  were 
thirty  white  men,  with  women  and  children,  encamped 
on  a  creek  twelve  or  fifteen  miles  distant.  They  stated 
that  the  party  had  twenty-six  guns,  but  that  their  am¬ 
munition  was  expended.  Having  some  splendid  hors¬ 
es,  in  the  very  best  condition,  I  proposed  to  go  and  take 
them  some  ammunition,  in  the  event  of  their  having 
need  for  it  on  their  way  to  our  camp.  Provo,  Jarvey, 
and  myself  mounted  three  of  our  fleetest  steeds,  and 
found  the  party  in  camp.  As  we  had  expected,  we 
found  they  were  Campbell’s  party,  among  whom  were 
many  of  our  personal  friends.  They  had  met  with 
very  good  fortune  in  their  cruise ,  and  had  lost  none  of 
their  men.  We  encamped  with  them  that  night,  and 
escorted  them  to  the  rendezvous  the  next  day. 

On  our  way  to  the  rendezvous  we  heard  singing  in 
our  rear,  and,  looking  in  the  direction  of  the  noise,  we 
discovered  a  party  of  five  hundred  mounted  Indians 
coming  directly  toward  us.  “  Flat  Heads !  Flat 
Heads !”  was  shouted;  and,  believing  them  to  be  such, 
I  and  my  two  friends  wheeled  to  go  and  meet  them. 
Approaching  within  a  short  distance,  to  our  horror  and 
surprise  we  discovered  they  were  Black  Feet — a  tribe 
who  prize  white  scalps  very  highly.  Wishing  to  take 
us  all  together,  probably,  they  ordered  us  back — an 
order  we  obeyed  with  alacrity,  and  we  speedily  gave 
the  alarm.  Placing  the  women  and  children  in  ad¬ 
vance,  and  directing  them  to  make  all  speed  to  a  patch 
of  willows  six  miles  in  front,  and  there  to  secure  them¬ 
selves,  we  formed  to  hold  the  Indians  in  check.  The 
women  made  good  time,  considering  the  jaded  state  of 
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their  animals,  for  they  were  all  accustomed  to  horse- 
hack-riding. 

By  this  time  the  Indians  had  commenced  charging 
upon  us,  not  so  furiously  as  was  their  wont,  but  they 
doubtless  considered  their  prey  sure,  and,  farther,  did 
not  care  to  come  into  too  close  proximity  to  our  rifles. 
Situated  as  we  were,  it  was  impossible  for  them  to 
surround  us,  for  we  had  a  lake  on  one  side  and  a 
mountain  on  the  other.  They  knew,  however,  that 
we  must  emerge  into  the  open  country,  where  their 
chance  of  attack  would  be  improved.  When  they  ap¬ 
proached  too  near,  we  used  our  rifles,  and  always  with 
effect ;  our  women  the  mean  while  urging  on  their  an¬ 
imals  with  all  the  solicitude  of  mothers,  who  knew  that 
capture  was  certain  death  to  their  offspring. 

The  firing  continued  between  both  parties  during 
the  whole  time  of  our  retreat  to  the  willows ;  in  fact, 
it  was  a  running  fight  through  the  whole  six  miles. 
On  the  way  we  lost  one  man,  who  was  quite  old.  He 
might  have  saved  himself  by  riding  to  the  front,  and  I 
repeatedly  urged  him  to  do  so,  telling  him  that  he 
could  not  assist  us ;  but  he  refused  even  to  spur  on 
his  horse  when  the  Indians  made  their  charges.  I 
tarried  with  him,  urging  him  on,  until  I  found  it  would 
be  certain  death  to  delay  longer.  My  horse  had 
scarcely  made  three  leaps  in  advance  when  I  heard 
him  cry,  “Oh God,  I  am  wounded!”  Wheeling  my 
horse,  I  called  on  my  companions  to  save  him.  I  re¬ 
turned  to  him,  and  found  an  arrow  trembling  in  his 
back.  I  jerked  it  out,  and  gave  his  horse  several  blows 
to  quicken  his  pace ;  but  the  poor  old  man  reeled  and 
fell  from  his  steed,  and  the  Indians  were  upon  him  in 
a  moment  to  tear  off  his  scalp.  This  delay  nearly 
cost  two  more  lives,  for  myself  and  Jarvey  were  sur- 
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rounded  with  the  Black  Feet,  and  their  triumphant 
yells  told  us  they  felt  certain  of  their  prey.  Our  only 
chance  of  escape  was  to  leap  a  slough  fifteen  feet  from 
bank  to  bank,  which  we  vaulted  over  at  full  speed. 
One  Indian  followed  us,  but  he  was  shot  in  the  back 
directly  upon  reaching  the  bank,  and  back  he  rolled 
into  the  ditch.  We  passed  on  around  the  slough  in 
order  to  join  our  companions,  but  in  doing  so  were 
compelled  to  charge  directly  through  a  solid  rank  of 
Indians.  We  passed  with  the  rapidity  of  pigeons,  es¬ 
caping  without  any  damage  to  ohrselves  or  horses,  al¬ 
though  a  shower  of  arrows  and  bullets  whistled  all 
around  us.  As  we  progressed,  their  charges  became 
more  frequent  and  daring ;  our  ammunition  now  grew 
very  short,  and  we  never  used  a  charge  without  we 
were  sure  of  its  paying  for  itself. 

At  length  we  gained  the  willows.  If  our  ammuni¬ 
tion  had  been  plenty,  we  would  have  fought  them  here 
as  long  as  they  might  have  wished.  When  all  was 
gone,  what  were  we  to  do  with  an  enemy  more  than 
ten  times  our  number,  who  never  grants  or  receives 
quarter? 

Eroquey  proposed  one  bold  charge  for  the  sake  of 
the  women  and  children.  “  Let  us  put  our  trust  in 
God,”  he  exclaimed,  “  and  if  we  are  to  die,  let  us  fall 
in  protecting  the  defenseles^.  They  will  honor  our 
memory  for  the  bravery  they  witnessed.” 

Sixteen  of  us  accordingly  mounted  our  horses,  leav¬ 
ing  the  remainder  to  hold  out  to  the  last.  Eroquey 
led  the  charge.  In  our  fierce  onset  we  broke  through 
two  ranks  of  mounted  Indians,  killing  and  overturning 
every  thing  in  our  way.  Unfortunately,  my  beautiful 
horse  was  killed  in  his  tracks,  leaving  me  alone  amid 
a  throng  of  Indians.  I  was  wounded  with  an  arrow 
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in  the  head,  the  scar  of  which,  witli  many  other  wounds 
received  since,  I  shall  carry  to  my  grave.  My  boy 
Baptiste,  seeing  my  danger,  called  upon  his  comrades 
to  assist  him  to  save  his  brother.  They  charged  a 
second  time,  and  the  Indians  who  surrounded  me  were 
driven  back.  At  that  moment  Baptiste  rode  up  to  me ; 
I  sprang  on  the  saddle  behind  him,  and  retreated  in 
safety  to  the  willows.  The  foe  still  pressed  us  sore¬ 
ly,  but  their  shots  produced  little  effect  except  to  cut 
off  the  twigs  of  the  bushes  which  formed  our  hiding- 
place  ;  as  for  charging  in  upon  us,  they  showed  some 
disinclination. 

To  hold  out  much  longer  was  impossible.  Imme¬ 
diate  assistance  must  be  had,  and  it  could  come  from 
no  other  place  than  our  camp.  To  risk  a  message 
there  seemed  to  subject  the  messenger  to  inevitable 
death;  yet  the  risk  must  be  encountered  by  some 
one.  “  Who’ll  go  ?  who’ll  go  ?”  was  asked  on  all  sides. 
I  was  wounded,  but  not  severely;  and,  at  a  time  so 
pressing,  I  hardly  knew  that  I  was  wounded  at  all. 
I  said,  “Give  me  a  swift  horse,  and  I  will  try  to  force 
my  way.  Do  not  think  I  am  anxious  to  leave  you  in 
your  perilous  position.” 

“You  will  run  the  greatest  risk,”  said  they.  “But 
if  you  go,  take  the  best  horse.” 

Campbell  then  said  thai  two  had  better  go,  for  there 
might  be  a  chance  of  one  living  to  reach  the  camp. 
Calhoun  volunteered  to  accompany  me,  if  he  had  his 
choice  of  horses,  to  which  no  one  raised  any  objection. 
Disrobing  ourselves,  then,  to  the  Indian  costume,  and 
tying  a  handkerchief  round  our  heads,  we  mounted 
horses  as  fleet  as  the  wind,  and  bade  the  little  band 
adieu.  “  God  bless  you !  ”  shouted  the  men ;  the  wom¬ 
en  cried,  “  The  Great  Spirit  preserve  you,  my  friends.” 
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Again  we  dashed  through  the  ranks  of  the  foe  be¬ 
fore  they  had  time  to  comprehend  our  movement.  The 
balls  and  arrows  flew  around  us  like  hail,  but  we  es¬ 
caped  uninjured.  Some  of  the  Indians  darted  in  pur¬ 
suit  of  us,  but,  seeing  they  could  not  overtake  us, 
returned  to  their  ranks.  Our  noble  steeds  seemed  to 
fully  understand  the  importance  of  the  mission  they 
were  going  on.  "When  about  five  miles  from  the 
camp  we  saw  a  party  of  our  men  approaching  us  at  a 
slow  gallop.  We  halted  instantly,  and,  taking  our 
saddle-blankets,  signaled  to  them  first  for  haste,  and 
then  that  there  was  a  fight.  Perceiving  this,  one  man 
wheeled  and  returned  to  the  camp,  while  the  others 
quickened  their  pace,  and  were  with  us  in  a  moment, 
although  they  were  a  mile  distant  when  we  made  the 
signal.  There  were  only  sixteen,  but  on  they  rushed, 
eager  for  the  fray,  and  still  more  eager  to  save  our 
friends  from  a  horrible  massacre.  They  all  turned  out 
from  the  camp,  and  soon  the  road  was  lined  with  men, 
all  hurrying  along  at  the  utmost  speed  of  the  animals 
they  bestrode.  My  companion  and  I  returned  with 
the  first  party,  and,  breaking  once  more  through  the 
enemy’s  line,  rode  back  into  the  willows,  amid  the 
cheers  of  our  companions  and  the  loud  acclamations 
of  the  women  and  children,  who  now  breathed  more 
freely  again.  The  Indians  were  surprised  at  seeing  a 
re-enforcement,  and  their  astonishment  was  increased 
when  they  saw  a  whole  line  of  men  coming  to  our  as¬ 
sistance.  They  instantly  gave  up  the  battle  and  com¬ 
menced  a  retreat.  We  followed  them  about  two  miles, 
until  we  came  to  the  body  of  Bolliere — the  old  man 
that  had  been  slain ;  we  then  returned,  bringing  his 
mangled  remains  with  us. 

On  our  side  we  lost  four  men  killed  and  seven 
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wounded.  Not  a  woman  or  child  was  injured.  From 
the  enemy  we  took  seventeen  scalps,  most  of  them 
near  the  willows ;  those  that  we  killed  on  the  road  we 
could  not  stop  for.  We  were  satisfied  they  had  more 
than  a  hundred  slain ;  but  as  they  always  carry  off 
their  dead,  we  could  not  ascertain  the  exact  number. 
We  also  lost  two  packs  of  beavers,  a  few  packs  of 
meat,  together  with  some  valuable  horses. 

After  attending  to  our  wounded,  we  all  proceeded 
to  camp,  where  the  scalp-dance  was  performed  by  all 
the  half-breeds  and  women,  many  of  the  mountaineers 
taking  part  in  the  dance.  The  battle  lasted  five  hours, 
and  never  in  my  whole  life  had  I  run  such  danger  of 
losing  my  life  and  scalp.  I  now  began  to  deem  my¬ 
self  Indian -proof,  and  to  think  I  never  should  be  kill¬ 
ed  by  them. 

The  reader  will  wonder  how  a  contest  could  last 
that  length  of  time  when  there  were  but  thirty  to  op¬ 
pose  five  hundred  men,  and  we  not  meet  with  a  great¬ 
er  loss.  It  is  accounted  for  by  the  Indian  mode  of 
warfare.  The  Indian  is  a  poor  marksman  with  a  gun, 
more  especially  on  horseback,  and,  to  kill  with  their  ar¬ 
rows,  they  must  be  near  their  mark.  They  often  shoot 
their  arrows  when  their  horse  is  in  full  speed,  and, 
unless  they  are  very  near  their  object,  they  seldom 
take  effect.  When  they  hunt  the  buffalo,  their  horses 
are  trained  to  keep  by  the  side  of  their  destined  victim 
until  the  arrow  is  discharged ;  then  springing  directly 
away,  he  escapes  the  charge  of  the  infuriated  animal, 
which  becomes  dangerous  as  soon  as  wounded.  Un¬ 
like  the  Indians,  we  seldom  discharged  our  guns  unless 
sure  of  our  man,  for  we  had  no  ammunition  to  waste. 

Our  victory  was  considered,  under  the  circumstances, 
a  glorious  one,  and  all  who  participated  in  the  battle 
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uur  companions  lauded  to  the  skies.  The  women,  too, 
hailed  us  as  the  “  bravest  of  the  brave,”  knowing  that 
we  had  preserved  them  from  a  captivity  to  which  death 
were  preferable. 

Two  days  after  the  battle  we  were  again  rejoined  by 
our  friends,  the  Snakes,  to  the  number  of  four  thou¬ 
sand.  They  all  took  part  in  our  scalp-dance,  and  such 
a  scene  of  rejoicing  as  we  held  has  seldom  been  wit¬ 
nessed  in  the  mountains.  They  deeply  lamented  that 
they  had  not  come  in  season  to  take  part  in  the  battle, 
so  that  not  one  of  the  Black  Feet  could  have  escaped. 
Their  wishes  for  battle,  however,  were  soon  after  grat¬ 
ified. 

The  absent  parties  began  to  arrive,  one  after  the 
other,  at  the  rendezvous.  Shortly  after,  General  Ash¬ 
ley  and  Mr.  Sublet  came  in,  accompanied  with  three 
hundred  pack  mules,  well  laden  with  goods  and  all 
things  necessary  for  the  mountaineers  and  the  Indian 
trade.  It  may  well  be  supposed  that  the  arrival  of 
such  a  vast  amount  of  luxuries  from  the  East  did  not 
pass  off  without  a  general  celebration.  Mirth,  songs, 
dancing,  shouting,  trading,  running,  jumping,  singing, 
racing,  target-shooting,  yarns,  frolic,  with  all  sorts  of 
extravagances  that  white  men  or  Indians  could  invent, 
were  freely  indulged  in.  The  unpacking  of  the  med¬ 
icine  water  contributed  not  a  little  to  the  heightening 
of  our  festivities. 

We  had  been  informed  by  Harris,  previous  to  the 
arrival  of  the  general,  that  General  Ashley  had  sold 
out  his  interest  in  the  mountains  to  Mr.  Sublet,  em¬ 
bracing  all  his  properties  and  possessions  there.  He 
now  intended  to  return  to  St.  Louis,  to  enjoy  the  for¬ 
tune  he  had  amassed  by  so  much  toil  and  suffering, 
and  in  which  he  had  so  largely  shared  in  person. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Great  Battle  with  the  Black  Feet. — Departure  of  General  Ashley. — 
His  Farewell  Speech  to  the  Mountaineers. — Removal  of  our  Ren¬ 
dezvous. — Peace  between  the  Flat  Heads  and  Black  Feet. — Trad¬ 
ing-post  at  their  Village. — I  become  Son-in-law  to  the  Black  Foot 
Chief. — Trouble  in  the  Family. — Wife  punished  for  Disobedience. 
— Troubled  Waters  finally  stilled. 

Two  days  after  the  arrival  of  the  general,  the  tocsin 
again  sounded  through  our  whole  camp,  “  The  Black 
Feet!  the  Black  Feet !” '  On  they  came,  making  the 
very  earth  tremble  with  the  tramp  of  their  fiery  war- 
horses.  In  their  advance  they  surprised  three  men 
and  two  women  belonging  to  the  Snakes,  who  were 
out  some  distance  from  camp,  gathering  roots.  The 
whole  five  were  instantly  overtaken,  killed,  and  scalped. 

As  soon  as  the  alarm  was  given,  the  old  prophet 
came  to  our  camp,  and,  addressing  Mr.  Sublet,  said, 

“  Cut  Face,  three  of  my  warriors  and  two  women 
have  just  been  killed  by  the  Black  Feet.  You  say 
that  your  warriors  can  fight  —  that  they  are  great 
braves.  Now  let  me  see  them  fight,  that  I  may  know 
your  words  are  true.” 

Sublet  replied,  “You  shall  see  them  fight,  and  then 
you  will  know  that  they  are  all  braves — that  I  have  no 
cowards  among  my  men,  and  that  we  are  all  ready  to 
die  for  our  Snake  friends.” 

“  Now,  men,”  added  he,  turning  to  us,  “I  want  ev¬ 
ery  brave  man  to  go  and  fight  these  Black  Feet,  and 
whip  them,  so  that  the  Snakes  may  see  that  we  can 
fight,  and  let  us  do  our  best  before  them  as  a  warning 
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to  them.  Remember,  I  want  none  to  join  in  this  battle 
who  are  not  brave.  Let  all  cowards  remain  in  camp.” 

Every  man  was  impatient  to  take  part ;  but,  seeing 
that  his  camp  would  be  deserted  and  his  goods  ex¬ 
posed,  he  detained  quite  a  number,  as  well  to  guard 
the  goods  as  to  keep  the  general  company,  he  not  wish¬ 
ing  to  take  part  in  the  battle. 

There  were  over  three  hundred  trappers  mounted  in 
a  few  moments,  who,  with  Captain  Sublet  at  their  head, 
charged  instantly  on  the  enemy.  The  Snake  warriors 
were  also  on  hand,  thirsting  to  take  vengeance  on  the 
Black  Feet  for  the  five  scalps  of  their  friends.  After 
retreating  before  us  about  five  miles,  they  formed  in  a 
place  of  great  security,  in  a  deep  hollow  on  the  border 
of  the  lake.  At  our  arrival,  the  battle  recommenced 
in  good  earnest.  We  and  our  allies  fought  them  for 
about  six  hours,  they  certainly  displaying  great  in¬ 
trepidity,  for  they  would  repeatedly  issue  from  their 
stronghold  and  make  a  bold  sortie  against  us.  When 
intrenched  in  their  position,  they  had  a  great  advant¬ 
age  over  us,  as  it  was  difficult  for  a  man  to  approach 
them  without  being  shot,  and  to  charge  on  them  as 
they  were  situated  would  have  occasioned  us  great 
loss  of  life.  One  Indian  issuing  from  their  position 
was  shot  through  the  back  bone,  thus  depriving  his 
legs  of  all  power  of  motion.  Seeing  him  fall,  Sublet 
said  to  me,  “  Jim,  let  us  go  and  haul  him  away,  and 
get  his  scalp  before  the  Indians  draw  him  in.” 

We  went,  and,  seizing  each  a  leg,  started  toward  our 
lines  with  him :  the  wounded  Indian  grasping  the  grass 
with  both  hands,  we  had  to  haul  with  all  our  strength. 
An  Indian,  suddenly  springing  over  their  breast-work, 
struck  me  a  heavy  blow  in  the  back  with  his  gun, 
causing  me  to  loose  hold  of  my  leg  and  run.  Both  I 
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.and  my  companion  were  unarmed ;  and  I,  not  knowing 
how  many  blows  were  to  follow,  deemed  discretion  on 
this  particular  occasion  the  better  part  of  valor.  Sublet 
made  a  strong  demonstration  against  my  assailant  with 
his  fists,  at  the  same  time  calling  me  back  and  cursing 
me  for  running.  I  returned,  and,  together,  we  dragged 
the  Indian  to  one  of  our  men,  also  wounded,  for  him 
to  dispatch.  But  the  poor  fellow  had  not  strength 
sufficient  to  perforate  the  Indian’s  skin  with  his  knife, 
and  we  were  obliged  to  perform  the  job  ourselves. 

After  six  hours’  fighting,  during  which  time  a  num¬ 
ber  of  the  enemy  were  slain,  we  began  to  want  nour¬ 
ishment.  Sublet  requested  our  allies  “  to  rub  out”  all 
their  foes  while  we  went-  and  procured  refreshment ; 
but  on  our  leaving,  they  followed  us,  and  we  all  ar¬ 
rived  in  camp  together.  On  our  return  to  the  field  of 
battle  we  found  the  Black  Feet  were  gone,  having  de¬ 
parted  precipitately,  as  they  had  left  a  number  of  their 
dead,  a  thing  unusual  with  the  Indians.  The  fruits 
of  our  victory  were  one  hundred  and  seventy-three 
scalps,  with  numerous  quivers  of  arrows,  war-clubs, 
battle-axes,  and  lances.  We  also  killed  a  number  of 
their  horses,  which  doubtless  was  the  reason  of  their 
leaving  so  many  of  their  dead  on  the  field  of  battle. 
The  trappers  had  seven  or  eight  men  wounded,  but 
none  killed.  Our  allies  lost  eleven  killed  in  battle, 
besides  the  five  slain  before  ;  but  none  of  those  killed 
in  battle  were  scalped. 

Had  this  battle  been  fought  in  the  open  plain,  but 
few  of  our  foes  could  have  escaped ;  and  even  as  it 
was,  had  we  continued  to  fight,  not  a  dozen  could  have 
got  away.  But,  considering  that  we  were  fighting  for 
our  allies,  we  did  not  exert  ourselves. 

As  usual  on  all  such  occasions,  our  victory  was  cel- 
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ebrated  in  camp,  and  the  exercises  lasted  several  days, 
conformably  to  Indian  custom. 

General  Ashley,  having  disposed  of  all  his  goods  and 
completed  his  final  arrangements,  departed  for  St.Lou- 
is,  taking  with  him  nearly  two  hundred  packs  of  beaver. 
Previous  to  his  departure,  he  summoned  all  the  men 
into  his  presence,  and  addressed  them,  as  nearly  as  I 
can  recollect,  in  the  following  words : 

“  Mountaineers  and  friends !  When  I  first  came  to 
the  mountains,  I  came  a  poor  man.  You,  by  your  in¬ 
defatigable  exertions,  toils,  and  privations,  have  pro¬ 
cured  me  an  independent  fortune.  With  ordinary  pru¬ 
dence  in  the  management  of  what  I  have  accumulated, 
I  shall  never  want  for  any  thing.  For  this,  my  friends, 
I  feel  myself  under  great  obligations  to  you.  Many 
of  you  have  served  with  me  personally,  and  I  shall  al¬ 
ways  be  proud  to  testify  to  the  fidelity  with  which 
you  have  stood  by  me  through  all  danger,  and  the 
friendly  and  brotherly  feeling  which  you  have  ever, 
one  and  all,  evinced  toward  me.  For  these  faithful 
and  devoted  services  I  wish  you  to  accept  my  thanks  ; 
the  gratitude  that  I  express  to  you  springs  from  my 
heart,  and  will  ever  retain  a  lively  hold  on  my  feelings. 

“  My  friends !  I  am  now  about  to  leave  you,  to  take 
up  my  abode  in  St.  Louis.  Whenever  any  of  you  re¬ 
turn  thither,  your  first  duty  must  be  to  call  at  my 
house,  to  talk  over  the  scenes  of  peril  we  have  encoun¬ 
tered,  and  partake  of  the  best  cheer  my  table  can  af¬ 
ford  you. 

“I  now  wash  my  hands  of  the  toils  of  the  Rocky 
Mountains.  Farewell, mountaineers  and  friends!  May 
God  bless  you  all !” 

We  were  all  sorry  to  part  with  the  general.  He 
was  a  man  of  untiring  energy  and  perseverance,  cheer- 
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fully  enduring  every  toil  and  privation  with  his  men. 
When  they  were  short  of  food,  he  likewise  hungered ; 
he  bore  full  share  in  their  sufferings,  and  divided  his 
last  morsel  with  them.  There  was  always  something 
encouraging  in  his  manner ;  no  difficulty  dejected  him ; 
kind  and  generous  in  his  disposition,  he  was  loved 
equally  by  all.  If,  which  was  seldom,  he  had  any 
disagreement  with  them,  if  he  discovered  himself  in 
fault,  he  would  freely  acknowledge  his  error,  and  ask 
forgiveness. 

Before  he  left  he  had  a  word  of  advice  for  me. 
“James,”  he  commenced,  “since  I  have  been  here  I 
have  heard  much  of  your  exploits.  I  like  brave  men, 
but  I  fear  you  are  reckless  in  your  bravery.  Caution 
is  always  commendable,  and  especially  is  it  necessary 
in  encounters  with  Indians.  I  wish  you  to  be  careful 
of  yourself,  and  pay  attention  to  your  health,  for,  with 
the  powerful  constitution  you  possess,  you  have  many 
valuable  years  before  you.  It  is  my  hearty  desire  to 
have  you  do  well,  and  live  to  a  good  old  age ;  correct 
your  fault  of  encountering  risks  for  the  mere  ostenta¬ 
tious  display  of  your  courage.  Whenever  you  return 
home,  come  and  see  me,  J ames ;  you  will  be  a  thou¬ 
sand  times  welcome ;  and,  should  you  ever  be  in  need 
of  assistance,  call  on  me  first.  Good-by.” 

He  left  the  camp  amid  deafening  cheers  from  the 
whole  crowd.  I  did  not  see  him  again  until  the  year 
1836. 

At  the  general’s  departure,  we  broke  up  our  camp 
and  marched  on  to  the  country  of  the  Flat  Heads,  on 
the  Snake  River.  On  our  arrival  at  the  new  rendez¬ 
vous,  we  were  rejoiced  to  learn  that  peace  existed  be¬ 
tween  the  two  nations — the  Flat  Heads  and  Black 
Feet,  and  that  they  were  in  friendly  intercourse  to- 
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gether.  This  was  very  favorable  for  our  purpose ;  for 
it  is  with  Indian  tribes  as  with  civilized  nations,  when 
at  war,  various  branches  of  business  are  impoverished, 
and  it  becomes  inconvenient  for  those  engaged  in  them 
to  make  more  than  trifling  purchases,  just  for  the  sup¬ 
ply  of  their  immediate  wants.  Hostilities  are  still 
more  destructive  to  Indian  commerce  than  to  that  of 
civilized  nations,  for  the  reason,  that  the  time  and  re¬ 
sources  of  the  whole  community  are  engaged  in  their 
prosecution.  The  “  sinews  of  war”  with  the  Indian 
mean,  literally,  himself  and  his  horse. 

We  spent  the  summer  months  at  our  leisure,  trad¬ 
ing  with  the  Indians,  hunting,  sporting,  and  preparing 
for  the  fall  harvest  of  beaver.  We  made  acquaint¬ 
ance  with  several  of  the  Black  Feet,  who  came  to  the 
post  to  trade.  One  of  their  chiefs  invited  Mr.  Sublet 
to  establish  a  branch  post  in  their  country,  telling  him 
that  they  had  many  people  and  horses,  and  plenty  of 
beaver,  and  if  his  goods  were  to  be  obtained  they  would 
trade  considerably ;  his  being  so  far  off  prevented  his 
people  coming  to  Mr.  Sublet’s  camp. 

The  Indian  appearing  sincere,  and  there  being  a 
prospect  of  opening  a  profitable  trade,  Sublet  proposed 
to  establish  a  post  among  the  Black  Feet  if  any  of  the 
men  were  willing  to  risk  their  scalps  in  attending  it. 
I  offered  to  go,  although  I  was  well  aware  the  tribe 
knew  that  I  had  contributed  to  the  destruction  of  a 
number  of  their  braves ;  but,  to  the  Indian,  the  great¬ 
er  the  brave,  the  higher  their  respect  for  him,  even 
though  an  enemy.  So,  taking  my  boy  Baptiste  and 
one  man  with  me,  we  packed  up  and  started  for  Beaver 
River,  which  is  a  branch  of  the  Missouri,  and  in  the 
heart  of  the  Black  Foot  country. 

On  our  arrival,  the  Indians  manifested  great  appear- 
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ance  of  friendship,  and  were  highly  pleased  at  having  a 
trading-post  so  conveniently  at  hand.  I  soon  rose  to 
be  a  great  man  among  them,  and  the  chief  offered  me 
his  daughter  for  a  wife.  Considering  this  an  alliance 
that  would  guarantee  my  life  as  well  as  enlarge  my 
trade,  I  accepted  his  offer,  and,  without  any  superflu¬ 
ous  ceremony,  became  son-in-law  to  As-as-to ,  the  head 
chief  of  the  Black  Feet.  As-as-to,  interpreted,  means 
heavy  shield.  To  me  the  alliance  was  more  offensive 
than  defensive,  but  thrift  was  my  object  more  than 
hymeneal  enjoyments.  Trade  prospered  greatly.  I 
purchased  beaver  and  horses  at  my  own  price.  Many 
times  I  bought  a  fine  beaver-skii*  for  a  butcher-knife 
or  a  plug  of  tobacco. 

After  a  residence  among  them  of  a  few  days,  I  had 
slight  difficulty  in  my  family  affairs.  A  party  of  In¬ 
dians  came  into  camp  one  day,  bringing  with  them 
three  white  men’s  scalps.  The  sight  of  them  made 
my  blood  boil  with  rage ;  but  there  was  no  help  for  it, 
so  I  determined  to  wait  with  patience  my  day  of  re¬ 
venge.  In  accordance  with  their  custom,  a  scalp-dance 
was  held,  at  which  there  was  much  additional  re¬ 
joicing. 

My  wife  came  to  me  with  the  information  that  her 
people  were  rejoicing,  and  that  she  wished  to  join  them 
in  the  dance. 

I  replied,  “No;  these  scalps  belonged  to  my  people; 
my  heart  is  crying  for  their  death ;  you  must  not  re¬ 
joice  when  my  heart  cries ;  you  must  not  dance  when 
I  mourn.” 

She  then  went  out,  as  I  supposed,  satisfied.  My 
two  white  friends,  having  a  great  curiosity  to  witness 
the  performance,  were  looking  out  upon  the  scene.  I 
reproved  them  for  wishing  to  witness  the  savage  re- 
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joicings  over  the  fall  of  white  men  who  had  probably 
belonged  to  our  own  company. 

One  of  them  answered,  “Well,  your  wife  is  the 
best  dancer  of  the  whole  party ;  she  out-dances  them 
all.” 

This  was  a  sting  which  pierced  my  very  heart. 
Taking  my  battle-axe,  and  forcing  myself  into  the  ring, 
I  watched  my  opportunity,  and  struck  my  disobedient 
wife  a  heavy  blow  in  the  head  with  the  side  of  my 
battle-axe,  which  dropped  her  as  if  a  ball  had  pierced 
her  heart. 

I  dragged  her  through  the  crowd,  and  left  her ;  I  then 
went  back  to  my  tent. 

This  act  was  performed  in  such  a  bold  manner,  un¬ 
der  the  very  noses  of  hundreds  of  them,  that  they  were 
thunderstruck,  and  for  a  moment  remained  motionless 
with  surprise.  When  I  entered  the  tent,  I  said  to  my 
companions,  “  There,  now,  you  had  better  prepare  to 
hold  on  to  your  own  scalps,  since  you  take  so  much 
interest  in  a  celebration  over  those  of  your  murdered 
brethren.”  Their  countenances  turned  ashy  pale,  ex¬ 
pecting  instant  death. 

By  this  time  the  whole  Indian  camp  was  in  a  blaze. 
“Kill  him!  kill  him!  burn  him!  burn  him!”  was 
shouted  throughout  the  camp  in  their  own  language, 
which  I  plainly  understood.  I  was  collected,  for  I 
knew  they  could  kill  me  but  once. 

Soon  I  heard  the  voice  of  my  father-in-law  crying, 
in  a  tone  which  sounded  above  all,  “  Stop !  hold ! 
hold !  warriors  !  listen  to  your  chief.” 

All  was  hushed  in  an  instant,  and  he  continued : 
“Warriors!  I  am  the  loser  of  a  daughter,  and  her 
brothers  have  lost  a  sister;  you  have  lost  nothing. 
She  was  the  wife  of  the  trader;  I  gave  her  to  him. 
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When  your  wives  disobey  your  commands,  you  kill 
them  ;  that  is  your  right.  That  thing  disobeyed  her 
husband ;  he  told  her  not  to  dance ;  she  disobeyed 
him ;  she  had  no  ears ;  he  killed  her,  and  he  did  right. 
He  did  as  you  all  would  have  done,  and  you  shall  nei¬ 
ther  kill  nor  harm  him  for  it.  I  promised  the  white 
chief  that,  if  he  would  send  a  trader  to  my  people,  I 
would  protect  him  and  return  him  unharmed ;  this  I 
must  do,  and  he  shall  not  be  hurt  here.  Warriors! 
wait  till  you  meet  him  in  battle,  or,  perhaps,  in  his 
own  camp,  then  kill  him ;  but  here  his  life  is  sacred. 
What  if  we  kill  them  all,  and  take  what  they  have  ? 
It  will  last  but  a  few  suns ;  we  shall  then  want  more. 
Whom  do  we  get  sach-o-pach  (powder)  from?  We 
get  it  from  the  whites ;  and  when  we  have  expended 
what  we  have,  we  must  do  without,  or  go  to  them  for 
more.  When  we  have  no  powder,  can  we  fight  our 
enemies  with  plenty  ?  If  we  kill  these  three  men, 
whom  I  have  given  the  word  of  a  chief  to  protect,  the 
white  chief  will  send  us  no  more,  but  his  braves  will 
revenge  the  death  of  their  brothers.  No,  no ;  you 
shall  not  harm  them  here.  They  have  eaten  of  our 
meat,  and  drunk  of  our  water ;  they  have  also  smoked 
with  us.  When  they  have  sold  their  goods,  let  them 
return  in  peace.” 

At  this  time  there  were  a  great  many  Flat  Heads 
at  the  Black  Foot  camp,  as  they  were  at  peace  with 
each  other.  After  the  speech  of  my  father-in-law,  a 
great  brave  of  the  Flat  Heads',  called  Bad  Hand,  re¬ 
plied,  “  Hey !  you  are  yourself  again  ;  you  talk  well ; 
you  talk  like  As-as-to  again.  We  are  now  at  peace ; 
if  you  had  killed  these  men,  we  should  have  made  war 
on  you  again ;  we  should  have  raised  the  battle-axe, 
never  to  have  buried  it.  These  whites  are  ours,  and 
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the  Flat  Heads  would  have  revenged  their  deaths  if 
they  had  been  killed  in  your  camp.” 

The  chief  then  made  a  loud  and  long  harangue,  aft¬ 
er  which  all  became  quiet.  jLs-as-(o  next  came  to  my 
camp  and  said,  “  My  son,  you  have  done  right ;  that 
woman  I  gave  you  had  no  sense ;  her  ears  were  stop¬ 
ped  up ;  she  would  not  hearken  to  you,  and  you  had 
a  right  to  kill  her.  But  I  have  another  daughter,  who 
is  younger  than  she  was.  She  is  more  beautiful ;  she 
has  good  sense  and  good  ears.  You  may  have  her  in 
the  place  of  the  bad  one  ;  she  will  hearken  to  all  you 
say  to  her.” 

“Well,”  thought  I,  “this  is  getting  married  again 
before  I  have  even  had  time  to  mourn.” 

But  I  replied,  “Very  well,  my  father,  I  will  accept 
of  your  kind  offer,”  well  knowing,  at  the  same  time, 
that  to  refuse  him  would  be  to  offend,  as  he  would  sup¬ 
pose  that  I  disdained  his  generosity. 

My  second  wife  was  brought  to  me.  I  found  her, 
as  her  father  had  represented,  far  more  intelligent  and 
far  prettier  than  her  other  sister,  and  I  was  really  proud 
of  the  change.  I  now  possessed  one  that  many  a  war¬ 
rior  had  performed  deeds  of  bloody  valor  to  obtain ;  for 
it  is  a  high  honor  to  get  the  daughter  of  a  great  chief 
to  wife,  and  many  a  bold  warrior  has  sacrificed  his  fife 
in  seeking  to  attain  such  a  prize. 

During  the  night,  while  I  and  my  wife  were  quietly 
reposing,  some  person  crawled  into  our  couch,  sobbing 
most  bitterly.  Angry  at  the  intrusion,  I  asked  who 
was  there. 

“Me, ’’answered  a  voice,  which,  although  well-nigh 
stifled  with  bitter  sobs,  I  recognized  as  that  of  my  oth¬ 
er  wife,  whom  every  one  had  supposed  dead.  After 
lying  outside  the  lodge  senseless  for  some  hours,  she 
had  recovered  and  groped  her  way  to  my  bed. 
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“Go  away,” I  said,  “you  have  no  business  here;  I 
have  a  new  wife  now,  one  who  has  sense.” 

“I  will  not  go  away,”  she  replied;  “nay  ears  are 
open  now.  I  was  a  fool  not  to  hearken  to  my  hus¬ 
band’s  words  when  his  heart  was  crying,  but  now  I 
have  good  sense,  and  will  always  hearken  to  your 
words.” 

It  did  really  seem  as  if  her  heart  was  broken,  and 
she  kept  her  position  until  morning.  I  thought  my¬ 
self  now  well  supplied  with  wives,  having  two  more 
than  I  cared  to  have ;  but  I  deemed  it  hardly  worth 
while  to  complain,  as  I  should  soon  leave  the  camp, 
wives  and  all. 

It  is  a  universal  adage,  “  When  you  are  among  Ro¬ 
mans,  do  as  the  Romans  do.”  I  conformed  to  the  cus¬ 
toms  of  a  people  really  pagan,  but  who  regarded  them¬ 
selves  both  enlightened  and  powerful.  I  was  risking 
my  life  for  gold,  that  I  might  return  one  day  with  plen¬ 
ty,  to  share  with  her  I  tenderly  loved.  My  body  was 
among  the  Indians,  but  my  mind  was  far  away  from 
them  and  their  bloody  deeds.  Experience  has  reveal¬ 
ed  to  me  that  civilized  man  can  accustom  himself  to 
any  mode  of  life  when  pelf  is  the  governing  principle — 
that  power  which-  dominates  through  all  the  ramifica¬ 
tions  of  social  life,  and  gives  expression  to  the  universal 
instinct  of  self-interest.  By  living  with  the  savages, 
and  becoming  familiar  with  their  deeds  of  injustice  and 
cruelty  —  witnessing  friends  and  companions  struck 
down  without  a  moment’s  warning — if  a  man  has  feel¬ 
ing,  in  a  short  time  it  becomes  callous  toward  the  re¬ 
lentless  savage,  who  can  mock  the  dying  struggles  of 
the  white  man,  and  indulge  his  inhuman  joy  as  he  sees 
his  warm  life-blood  saturate  the  earth,  on  which,  a  few 
moments  since,  his  victim  stood  erect  in  seeming  se- 
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curity.  Many  a  companion  have  I  seen  fall  in  the 
wild  prairie  or  the  mountain  forest,  dying  with  some 
dear  name  upon  his  lips,  his  body  left  as  food  for  the 
wild  beasts,  or  his  hones  to  whiten  in  the  trackless 
wilderness. 

It  will  he  said,  “  He  might  have  staid  at  home,  and 
not  have  hazarded  his  life  amid  such  dangers.”  So 
it  might  he  said  of  the  hardy  mariner,  whose  compass 
guides  him  through  all  parts  of  the  pathless  ocean. 
The  same  motive  impels  them  both  on  their  perilous 
career — self-interest,  which,  while  it  gratifies  their  in¬ 
dividual  desires,  at  the  same  time  enriches  and  ad¬ 
vances  society,  by  adding  its  acquisitions  to  the  mart 
of  commerce. 

We  left  the  Black  Foot  country  after  a  stay  of  twenty 
days,  having  purchased  thirty-nine  packs  of  beaver  and 
several  splendid  horses  at  a  sum  trifling  in  real  value, 
but  what  they  considered  as  far  exceeding  the  worth 
of  their  exchanges.  The  chief  lent  us  an  escort  of  two 
hundred  and  fifty  mounted  warriors,  in  addition  to 
which  nearly  one  hundred  Flat  Heads  returned  with  us 
to  our  camp,  whom  we  met  the  second  day  on  our  road 
(they  having  become  alarmed  for  our  safety,  and  being 
on  the  way  to  revenge  our  deaths,  in  the  event  of  the 
Black  Feet  having  proved  treacherous).  On  our  arrival 
we  were  greeted  with  the  liveliest  expressions  of  joy. 
Presents  were  made  to  our  escort,  and  Mr.  Sublet  sent 
my  father-in-law  a  valuable  gift  for  his  kindness  to  me, 
and  as  the  assurance  of  his  most  distinguished  consid¬ 
eration.  I  also  sent  some  dress-patterns  to  my  wives, 
in  addition  to  the  presents  I  had  previously  made 
them.  The  Black  Feet,  apparently  well  satisfied,  re¬ 
turned  to  their  homes. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

Removal  of  our  Rendezvous. — Battle  with  ourFricnds,  the  Black  Feet. 
— A  Race  for  dear  Life. — Great  Victory  over  the  Grovan  Band  of 
Black  Feet. 

After  we  liad  rested  we  departed  for  Snake  River, 
making  the  Black  Foot  buttes  on  our  way,  in  order  to 
pass  through  the  buffalo  region.  I  received  a  severe 
lecture  from  Mr.  Sublet  for  my  rashness  while  at  the 
trading-post.  The  second  day  of  our  march,  one  of 
our  men,  while  fishing,  detected  a  party  of  Black  Feet 
in  the  act  of  stealing  our  horses  in  the  open  day.  But 
for  the  man,  they  would  have  succeeded  in  making  off 
with  a  great  number.  The  alarm  was  given,  and  we 
mounted  and  gave  immediate  chase.  The  Indians 
were  forty-four  in  number,  and  on  foot ;  therefore  they 
became  an  easy  prey.  We  ran  them  into  a  thicket  of 
dry  bush,  which  we  surrounded,  and  then  fired  in  sev¬ 
eral  places.  It  was  quite  dry,  and,  there  being  a  good 
breeze  at  the  time,  it  burned  like  chaff.  This  driving 
the  Indians  out,  as  fast  as  they  made  their  appearance 
we  shot  them  with  our  rifles.  Every  one  of  them  was 
killed ;  those  who  escaped  our  bullets  were  consumed 
in  the  fire ;  and  as  they  were  all  more  or  less  roasted, 
we  took  no  scalps.  None  of  our  party  were  hurt,  ex¬ 
cept  one,  who  was  wounded  by  one  of  our  men. 

On  the  third  day  we  found  buffalo,  and  killed  great 
numbers  of  them  by  a  “  surround.”  At  this  place  we 
lost  six  horses,  three  of  them  belonging  to  myself,  two 
to  a  Swiss,  and  one  to  Baptiste.  Not  relishing  the 
idea  of  losing  them  (for  they  were  splendid  animals), 
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and  seeing  no  signs  of  Indians,  I  and  the  Swiss  start¬ 
ed  along  the  back  track  in  pursuit,  with  the  under¬ 
standing  that  we  would  rejoin  our  company  at  the 
Buttes.  We  followed  them  to  the  last  place  of  rendez¬ 
vous  ;  their  tracks  were  fresh  and  plain,  but  we  could 
gain  no  sight  of  our  horses.  We  then  gave  up  the 
chase,  and  encamped  in  a  thicket.  In  the  morning 
we  started  to  return,  and  had  not  proceeded  far,  when, 
hearing  a  noise  in  our  rear,  I  looked  round,  and  saw 
between  two  and  three  hundred  Indians  within  a  few 
hundred  yards  of  us.  They  soon  discovered  us,  and, 
from  their  not  making  immediate  pursuit,  I  inferred 
that  they  mistook  us  for  two  of  their  own  party.  How¬ 
ever,  they  soon  gave  chase.  They  being  also  on  foot, 
I  said  to  my  companion,  “  Now  we  have  as  good  a 
chance  of  escaping  as  they  have  of  overtaking  us.” 

The  Swiss  (named  Alexander)  said,  “  It  is  of  no  use 
for  me  to  try  to  get  away :  I  can  not  run  ;  save  your¬ 
self,  and  never  mind  me.” 

“  No,”  I  replied,  “  I  will  not  leave  you ;  run  as  fast 
as  you  can  until  you  reach  the  creek ;  there  you  can 
secrete  yourself,  for  they  will  pursue  me.” 

He  followed  my  advice,  and  saved  himself.  I  cross¬ 
ed  the  stream,  and  when  I  again  appeared  in  sight  of 
the  Indians  I  was  on  the  summit  of  a  small  hill  two 
miles  in  advance.  Giving  a  general  yell,  they  came  in 
pursuit  of  me.  On  I  ran,  not  daring  to  indulge  the 
hope  that  they  would  give  up  the  chase,  for  some  of 
the  Indians  are  great  runners,  and  would  rather  die 
than  incur  the  ridicule  of  their  brethren.  On,  on  we 
tore ;  I  to  save  my  scalp,  and  my  pursuers  to  win  it. 
At  length  I  reached  the  Buttes,  where  I  had  expected 
to  find  the  camp,  but,  to  my  inconceivable  horror  and 
dismay,  my  comrades  were  not  there.  They  had  found 
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no  water  on  their  route,  and  had  proceeded  to  the  river, 
forty-five  miles  distant. 

My  feelings  at  this  disappointment  transcended  ex¬ 
pression.  A  thousand  ideas  peopled  my  feverish  brain 
at  once.  Home,  friends,  and  my  loved  one  presented 
themselves  with  one  lightning-flash.  The  Indians 
were  close  at  my  heels ;  their  bullets  were  whizzing 
past  me ;  their  yells  sounded  painfully  in  my  ears ; 
and  I  could  almost  feel  the  knife  making  a  circuit  round 
my  skull.  On  I  bounded,  however,  following  the  road 
which  our  whole  company  had  made.  I  was  scorch¬ 
ing  with  thirst,  having  tasted  neither  sup  nor  hit  since 
we  commenced  the  race.  Still  on  I  went  with  the 
speed  of  an  antelope.  I  kept  safely  in  advance  of  the 
range  of  their  bullets,  when  suddenly  the  glorious  sight 
of  the  camp-smoke  caught  my  eye.  My  companions 
perceived  me  at  a  mile  from  the  camp,  as  well  as  my 
pursuers ;  and,  mounting  their  horses  to  meet  me,  soon 
turned  the  tables  on  my  pursuers.  It  was  now  the 
Indians’  turn  to  be  chased.  They  must  have  suffered 
as  badly  with  thirst  as  I  did,  and  our  men  cut  them 
off  from  the  river.  Night  had  begun  to  close  in,  under 
the  protection  of  which  the  Indians  escaped ;  our  men 
returned  with  only  five  scalps.  According  to  the  closest 
calculation,  I  ran  that  day  ninety-five  miles.* 

My  heels  thus  deprived  the  rascally  Indians  of  their 
anticipated  pleasure  of  dancing  over  my  scalp.  My 
limbs  were  so  much  swollen  the  next  morning,  that  for 

*  Concerning  this  great  race  for  life,  it  may  appear  impossible  to 
some  for  a  human  being  to  accomplish  such  a  feat.  Those  who  sur¬ 
vive  of  Sublet’s  company,  and  who  know  the  distances  from  point  to 
point  of  my  celebrated  race,  will  please  to  correct  me  publicly  if  I  am 
in  error  in  the  distance.  I  have  known  instances  of  Indian  runners 
accomplishing  more  than  one  hundred  and  ten  miles  in  one  day. — 
Narrator. 


JAMES  P.  BECKWOURTH. 


125 


two  or  three  days  ensuing  it  was  with  great  difficulty 
I  got  about.  My  whole  system  was  also  in  great  pain. 
In  a  few  days,  however,  I  was  as  well  as  ever,  and 
ready  to  repay  the  Indians  for  their  trouble. 

The  third  day  after  my  escape,  my  companion  Aleck 
found  his  way  into  camp.  He  entered  the  lodge  with 
dejection  on  his  features. 

“  Oh !”  he  exclaimed,  “  I  thank  God  for  my  escape, 
but  the  Indians  have  killed  poor  Jim.  I  saw  his  bones 
a  few  miles  back.  I  will  give  any  thing  I  have  if  a 
party  will  go  with  me  and  bury  him.  The  wolves 
have  almost  picked  his  bones,  but  it  must  be  he. 
Poor,  poor  Jim !  gone  at  last !” 

“  Ha !”  said  some  one  present,  “is  Jim  killed,  then ? 
Poor  fellow !  W ell,  Aleck,  let  us  go  back  and  give 
him  a  Christian  burial.” 

He  had  seen  a  body  nearly  devoured  on  the  way, 
most  likely  that  of  the  wounded  Indian  who  had  chased 
me  in  his  retreat  from  our  camp. 

I  came  limping  into  the  crowd  at  this  moment,  and 
addressed  him  before  he  had  perceived  me:  “ Halloo, 
Aleck,  are  you  safe  ?” 

He  looked  at  me  for  a  moment  in  astonishment,  and 
then  embraced  me  so  tight  that  I  thought  he  would 
suffocate  me.  He  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears,  which  for 
a  time  prevented  his  articulation.  He  looked  at  me 
again  and  again,  as  if  in  doubt  of  my  identity. 

At  length  he  said,  “  Oh,  Jim,  you  are  safe !  And 
how  did  you  escape  ?  I  made  sure  that  you  were 
killed,  and  that  the  body  I  saw  on  the  road  was  yours. 
Pshaw !  I  stopped  and  shed  tears  on  a  confounded 
dead  Indian’s  carcass!”  f 

Aleck  stated  that  the  enemy  had  passed  within  ten 
feet  without  perceiving  him ;  that  his  gun  was  cocked 
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and  well  primed,  so  that  if  he  had  been  discovered  there 
would  have  been  at  least  one  red  skin  less  to  chase 
me.  He  had  seen  no  Indians  on  his  way  to  camp. 

I  was  satisfied  that  some  (if  not  all)  of  my  pursuers 
knew  me,  for  they  were  Black  Feet,  or  they  would  not 
have  taken  such  extraordinary  pains  to  run  me  down. 
If  they  had  succeeded  in  their  endeavor,  they  would, 
in  subsequent  years,  have  saved  their  tribe  many 
scalps. 

From  this  encampment  we  moved  on  to  Lewis’s 
Fork,  on  the  Columbia  River,  where  we  made  a  final 
halt  to  prepare  for  the  fall  trapping  season.  Some 
small  parties,  getting  tired  of  inaction,  would  occasion¬ 
ally  sally  out  to  the  small  mountain  streams,  all  of 
which  contained  plenty  of  beaver,  and  would  frequent¬ 
ly  come  in  with  several  skins. 

I  prepared  my  traps  one  day,  thinking  to  go  out 
alone,  and  see  what  my  luck  might  be.  I  mounted 
my  horse,  and,  on  approaching  a  small  stream,  dis¬ 
mounted  to  take  a  careful  survey,  to  see  if  there  were 
any  signs  of  beaver.  Carefully  ascending  the  bank 
of  the  stream,  I  peered  over,  and  saw,  not  a  beaver,  but 
an  Indian.  He  had  his  robe  spread  on  the  grass,  and 
was  engaged  in  freeing  himself  from  vermin,  with  which 
all  Indians  abound.  He  had  not  seen  nor  heard  me; 
his  face  was  toward  me,  but  inclined,  and  he  was  in¬ 
tently  pursuing  his  occupation. 

“  Here,”  thought  I,  “are  a  gun,  a  bow,  a  quiver  full 
of  arrows,  a  good  robe,  and  a  scalp.” 

I  fired  my  rifle ;  the  Indian  fell  over  without  utter¬ 
ing  a  sound.  I  not  only  took  his  scalp,  but  his  head. 
I  tied  two  locks  of  his  long  hair  together,  hung  his 
head  on  the  horn  of  my  saddle,  and,  taking  the  spoils 
of  the  enemy,  hurried  back  to  camp. 
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The  next  morning  our  camp  was  invested  by  two 
thousand  five  hundred  warriors  of  the  Black  Foot  tribe. 
We  had  now  something  on  our  hands  which  demanded 
attention.  We  were  encamped  in  the  bend  of  a  river — 
in  the  “horse-shoe.”  Our  lodges  were  pitched  at  the 
entrance,  or  narrowest  part  of  the  shoe,  while  our  ani¬ 
mals  were  driven  back  into  the  bend.  The  lodges,  four 
deep,  extended  nearly  across  the  land,  forming  a  kind 
of  barricade  in  front ;  not  a  very  safe  one  for  the  in¬ 
mates,  since,  being  covered  with  buffalo  hides,  they 
were  penetrable  to  bullet  and  arrow. 

The  Indians  made  a  furious  charge.  We  imme¬ 
diately  placed  the  women  and  children  in  the  rear, 
sending  them  down  the  bend,  where  they  were  safe 
unless  we  were  defeated.  We  suffered  the  Indians 
for  a  long  time  to  act  on  the  offensive,  being  con¬ 
tent  with  defending  ourselves  and  the  camp.  I  ad¬ 
vised  Captain  Sublet  to  let  them  weary  themselves 
with  charging,  by  which  time  we  would  mount  and 
charge  them  with  greater  prospect  of  victory ;  where¬ 
as,  should  we  tire  ourselves  while  they  were  fresh,  we 
should  be  overwhelmed  by  their  numbers,  and,  if  not 
defeated,  inevitably  lose  a  great  many  men. 

All  the  mountaineers  approved  of  my  advice,  and 
our  plans  were  taken  accordingly.  They  drove  us 
from  our  first  position  twice,  so  that  our  lodges  were 
between  the  contending  ranks,  but  they  never  broke 
our  lines.  When  they  approached  us  very  near  we 
resorted  to  our  arrows,  which  all  our  half-breeds  used 
as  skillfully  as  the  Indians.  Finally,  perceiving  they 
began  to  tire,  I  went  and' ordered  the  women  to  saddle 
the  horses  in  haste.  A  horse  was  soon  ready  for  each 
man,  four  hundred  in  number.  Taking  one  hundred 
and  thirty  men,  I  passed  out  through  the  timber,  keep- 
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ing  near  the  river  until  we  could  all  emerge  and  form 
a  line  to  charge  them,  unobserved,  in  the  rear.  While 
executing  thiu  diversion,  the  main  body  was  to  charge 
them  in  front.  While  defiling  through  the  timber  we 
came  suddenly  upon  ten  Indians  who  were  resting  from 
the  fight,  and  were  sitting  on  the  ground  unconcernedly 
smoking  their  pipes.  We  killed  nine  of  them,  the  tenth 
one  making  good  his  retreat. 

Our  manoeuvre  succeeded  admirably.  The  Indians 
were  unconscious  of  our  approach  in  their  rear  until 
they  began  to  fall  from  their  horses.  Then  charging 
on  their  main  body  simultaneously  with  Captain  Su¬ 
blet’s  charge  in  front,  their  whole  force  was  thrown  into 
irretrievable  confusion,  and  they  fled  without  farther 
resistance.  We  did  not  pursue  them,  feeling  very  well 
satisfied  to  have  got  rid  of  them  as  we  had.  They  left 
one  hundred  and  sixty-seven  dead  on  the  field.  Our 
loss  was  also  very  severe ;  sixteen  killed,  mostly  half- 
breeds,  and  fifty  or  sixty  wounded.  In  this  action  I 
received  a  wound  in  my  left  side,  although  I  did  not 
perceive  it  until  the  battle  was  over. 

As  usual,  there  was  a  scalp-dance  after  the  victory, 
in  which  I  really  feared  that  the  fair  sex  would  dance 
themselves  to  death.  They  had  a  crying  spell  after¬ 
ward  for  the  dead.  After  all,  it  was  a  victory  rather 
dearly  purchased. 

A  few  days  after  our  battle,  one  of  our  old  trappers, 
named  Le  Blueux,  who  had  spent  twenty  years  in  the 
mountains,  came  to  me,  and  telling  me  he  knew  of  a 
small  stream  full  of  beaver  which  ran  into  Lewis’s  Fork, 
about  thirty  miles  from  camp,  wished  me  to  accompany 
him  there.  We  being  free  trappers  at  that  time,  the 
chance  of  obtaining  a  pack  or  two  of  beaver  was  rather 
a  powerful  incentive.  Gain  being  my  object,  I  readily 
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acceded  to  his  proposal.  We  put  out  from  camp  dur¬ 
ing  the  night,  and  traveled  up  Lewis’s  Fork,  leisurely 
discussing  our  prospects  and  confidently  enumerating 
our  unhatched  chickens,  when  suddenly  a  large  party 
of  Indians  came  in  sight  in  our  rear. 

The  hanks  of  the  river  we  were  traveling  along  were 
precipitous  and  rocky,  and  skirted  with  a  thick  bush. 
We  entered  the  bush  without  a  moment’s  hesitation,  for 
the  Indians  advanced  on  us  as  soon  as  they  had  caught 
sight  of  us.  Le  Blueux  had  a  small  bell  attached  to 
his  horse’s  neck,  which  he  took  off,  and,  creeping  to  a 
large  bush,  fastened  it  with  the  end  of  his  lariat,  and  re¬ 
turned  holding  the  other  end  in  his  hand.  This  strata¬ 
gem  caused  the  Indians  to  expend  a  great  amount  of 
powder  and  shot  in  their  effort  to  kill  the  bell ;  for,  of 
course,  they  supposed  the  bell  indicated  the  position  of 
ourselves.  When  they  approached  near  enough  to  be 
seen  through  the  bushes,  we  fired  one  gun  at  a  time, 
always  keeping  the  other  loaded.  When  we  fired  the 
bell  would  ring,  as  if  the  horse  was  started  by  the  close 
proximity  of  the  gun,  but  the  smoke  would  not  rise  in 
the  right  place.  They  continued  to  shoot  at  random 
into  the  bushes  without  injuring  us  or  our  faithful  ani¬ 
mals,  who  were  close  by  us,  but  entirely  concealed  from 
the  sight  of  the  Indians.  My  companion  filled  his  pipe 
and  commenced  smoking  with  as  much  sang  froid  as  if 
he  had  been  in  camp. 

“This  is  the  last  smoke  I  expect  to  have  between 
here  and  camp,”  said  he. 

“  What  are  we  to  do  ?”  I  inquired,  not  feeling  our 
position  very  secure  in  a  brush  fort  manned  with  a 
company  of  two,  and  beleaguered  by  scores  of  Black 
Foot  warriors. 

In  an  instant,  before  I  had  time  to  think,  crack  went 
F  2 
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his  rifle,  and  down  came  an  Indian,  who,  more  bold 
than  the  rest,  had  approached  too  near  to  our  garrison. 

“Now,”  said  Le  Blueux,  “bind  your  leggins  and 
moccasins  around  your  head.” 

I  did  so,  while  he  obeyed  the  same  order. 

“  Now  follow  me.” 

Wondering  what  bold  project  he  was  about  to  exe¬ 
cute,  I  quietly  obeyed  him.  He  went  noiselessly  to 
the  edge  of  the  bluff,  looked  narrowly  up  and  down  the 
river,  and  then  commenced  to  slide  down  the  almost 
perpendicular  bank,  I  closely  following  him.  We 
safely  reached  the  river,  into  which  we  dropped  our¬ 
selves.  We  swam  close  under  the  bank  for  more  than 
a  mile,  until  they  discovered  us. 

“Now,”  said  my  comrade,  “  strike  across  the  stream 
in  double  quick  time.” 

We  soon  reached  the  opposite  bank,  and  found  our¬ 
selves  a  good  mile  and  a  half  ahead  of  the  Indians. 
They  commenced  plunging  into  the  river  in  pursuit, 
but  they  were  too  late.  We  ran  across  the  open 
ground  until  we  reached  a  mountain,  where  we  could 
safely  look  back  and  laugh  at  our  pursuers.  We  had 
lost  our  horses  and  guns,  while  they  had  sacrificed  six 
or  eight  of  their  warriors,  besides  missing  the  two 
scalps  they  made  so  certain  of  getting  hold  of. 

I  had  thought  myself  a  pretty  good  match  for  the 
Indians,  but  I  at  once  resigned  all  claims  to  merit. 
Le  Blueux,  in  addition  to  all  the  acquired  wiles  of  the 
Red  Man,  possessed  his  own  superior  art  and  cunning. 
He  could  be  surrounded  with  no  difficulties  for  which 
his  inexhaustible  brain  could  not  devise  some  secure 
mode  of  escape. 

We  arrived  safe  at  camp  before  the  first  guard  was 
relieved.  The  following  morning  we  received  a  severe 
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reprimand  from  Captain  Sublet  for  exposing  ourselves 
on  so  hazardous  an  adventure. 

As  soon  as  the  wounded  were  sufficiently  recovered 
to  be  able  to  travel,  we  moved  down  the  river  to  the 
junction  of  Salt  River  with  Guy’s  Fork,  about  a  mile 
from  Snake  River.  The  next  day  the  captain  re¬ 
solved  to  pass  up  to  Guy’s  Fork  to  a  convenient  camp- 
ing-ground,  where  we  were  to  spend  the  interval  until 
it  was  time  to  separate  into  small  parties,  and  com¬ 
mence  trapping  in  good  earnest  for  the  season. 

One  day,  while  moving  leisurely  along,  two  men  and 
myself  proposed  to  the  captain  to  proceed  ahead  of 
the  main  party  to  ascertain  the  best  road,  to  reconnoi¬ 
tre  the  various  streams — in  short,  to  make  it  a  trip  of 
discovery.  We  were  to  encamp  one  night,  and  rejoin 
the  main  body  the  next  morning.  The  captain  con¬ 
sented,  but  gave  us  strict  caution  to  take  good  care  of 
ourselves. 

Nothing  of  importance  occurred  that  day ;  but  the 
next  morning,  about  sunrise,  we  were  all  thunder¬ 
struck  at  being  roused  from  our  sleep  by  the  discharge 
of  guns  close  at  hand.  Two  of  us  rose  in  an  instant, 
and  gave  the  war-hoop  as  a  challenge  for  them  to  come 
on.  Poor  Cotton,  the  third  of  our  party,  was  killed  at 
the  first  fire.  When  they  saw  us  arise,  rifle  in  hand, 
they  drew  back ;  whereas,  had  they  rushed  on  with 
their  battle-axes,  they  could  have  killed  us  in  an  in¬ 
stant.  One  of  our  horses  was  also  killed,  which,  with 
the  body  of  our  dead  comrade,  we  used  for  a  breast¬ 
work,  throwing  up,  at  the  same  time,  all  the  dirt  we 
could  to  protect  ourselves  as  far  as  we  were  able.  The 
Indians,  five  hundred  in  number,  showered  their  balls 
at  us,  but,  being  careful  to  keep  at  a  safe  distance,  they 
did  us  no  damage  for  some  time.  At  length  my  com- 
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panion  received  a  shot  through  the  heel,  while  careless¬ 
ly  throwing  up  his  feet  in  crawling  to  get  a  sight  at  the 
Indians  without  exposing  his  hody.  I  received  some 
slight  scratches,  but  no  in  jury  that  occasioned  me  any 
real  inconvenience. 

Providence  at  last  came  to  our  relief.  Our  camp 
was  moving  along  slowly,  shooting  buffalo  occasional¬ 
ly,  when  some  of  the  women,  hearing  our  guns,  ran  to 
the  captain,  exclaiming,  “  There  is  a  fight.  Hark  ! 
hear  the  guns !” 

He,  concluding  that  there  was  more  distant  fighting 
than  is  common  in  killing  buffalo,  dispatched  sixty 
men  in  all  possible  haste  in  the  direction  of  the  reports. 
We  saw  them  as  they  appeared  in  sight  on  the  brow 
of  a  hill  not  far  distant,  and  sent  up  a  shout  of  triumph. 
The  Indians  also  caught  sight  of  them,  and  immedi¬ 
ately  retreated,  leaving  seventeen  warriors  dead  in  front 
of  our  little  fort,  whom  we  relieved  of  their  scalps. 

We  returned  to  camp  after  burying  our  companion, 
whose  body  was  literally  riddled  with  bullets.  The 
next  day  we  made  a  very  successful  surround  of  buf¬ 
falo,  killing  great  numbers  of  them.  In  the  evening, 
several  of  our  friends,  the  Snakes,  came  to  us  and  told 
us  their  village  was  only  five  miles  farther  up,  wishing 
us  to  move  up  near  them  to  open  a  trade.  After  cur¬ 
ing  our  meat,  we  moved  on  and  encamped  near  the 
friendly  Snakes.  We  learned  that  there  were  one 
hundred  and  eighty-five  lodges  of  Pun-naks  encamped 
only  two  miles  distant,  a  discarded  band  of  the  Snakes, 
very  bad  Indians,  and  very  great  thieves.  Captain  Su¬ 
blet  informed  the  Snakes  that  if  the  Pun-naks  should 
steal  any  of  his  horses  or  any  thing  belonging  to  his 
camp,  he  would  rub  them  all  out ,  and  he  wished  the 
friendly  Snakes  to  tell  them  so. 
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Two  of  our  men  and  one  of  the  Snakes  having  stroll¬ 
ed  down  to  the  Pun-nak  lodges  one  evening,  they  were 
set  upon,  and  the  Snake  was  killed,  and  the  two  of  our 
camp  came  home  wounded.  The  morning  volunteers 
were  called  to  punish  the  Pun-naks  for  their  outrage. 
Two  hundred  and  fifteen  immediately  presented  them¬ 
selves  at  the  call,  and  our  captain  appointed  Bridger 
leader  of  the  troop. 

We  started  to  inflict  vengeance,  but  when  we  ar¬ 
rived  at  the  site  of  the  village,  behold !  there  was  no 
village  there.  They  had  packed  up  and  left  immedi¬ 
ately  after  the  perpetration  of  the  outrage,  they  fearing, 
no  doubt,  that  ample  vengeance  would  be  taken  upon 
them. 

We  followed  their  trail  forty-five  miles,  and  came 
up  with  them  on  Green  River.  Seeing  our  approach, 
they  all  made  across  to  a  small  island  in  the  river. 

“  What  shall  we  do  now,  Jim  ?”  inquired  our  leader. 

“I  will  cross  to  the  other  side  with  one  half  the 
men,”  I  suggested,  “  and  get  abreast  of  the  island. 
Their  retreat  will  be  thus  cut  off,  and  we  can  extermi-  * 
nate  them  in  their  trap.” 

“  Go,”  said  he ;  “I  will  take  them  if  they  attempt 
to  make  this  shore.” 

I  was  soon  in  position,  and  the  enfilading  com¬ 
menced,  and  was  continued  until  there  was  not  one 
left  of  either  sex  or  any  age.  We  carried  hack  four 
hundred  and  eighty-eight  scalps,  and,  as  we  then  sup¬ 
posed,  annihilated  the  Pun-nak  hand.  On  our  return, 
however,  we  found  six  or  eight  of  their  squaws,  who 
had  been  left  behind  in  the  flight,  whom  we  carried 
hack  and  gave  to  the  Snakes. 

On  informing  the  Snakes  of  what  had  taken  place, 
they  expressed  great  delight.  “Right!”  they  said. 
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“  Pun-naks  very  bad  Indians and  they  joined  in  the 
scalp-dance. 

We  afterward  learned  that  the  Pun-naks,  when  they 
fled  from  our  vengeance,  had  previously  sent  their  old 
men,  and  a  great  proportion  of  their  women  and  chil¬ 
dren,  to  the  mountains,  at  which  we  were  greatly 
pleased,  as  it  spared  the  effusion  of  much  unnecessary 
blood.  They  had  a  great  “medicine  chief”  slain  with 
the  others  on  the  island ;  his  medicine  was  not  good 
this  time,  at  least. 

We  proceeded  thence  to  a  small  creek,  called  Black 
Foot  Creek,  in  the  heart  of  the  Black  Foot  country. 

It  was  always  our  custom,  before  turning  out  our 
horses  in  the  morning,  to  send  out  spies  to  reconnoitre 
around,  and  see  if  any  Indians  were  lurking  about  to 
steal  them.  When  preparing  to  move  one  morning 
from  the  last-named  creek,  we  sent  out  two  men ;  but 
they  had  not  proceeded  twenty  yards  from  our  corral 
before  a  dozen  shots  were  fired  at  them  by  a  party  of 
Black  Feet,  bringing  them  from  their  horses  severely 
wounded.  In  a  moment  the  whole  camp  was  in  mo¬ 
tion.  The  savages  made  a  bold  and  desperate  attempt 
to  rush  upon  the  wounded  men  and  get  their  scalps, 
but  we  were  on  the  ground  in  time  to  prevent  them, 
and  drove  them  back,  killing  four  of  their  number. 

The  next  day  we  were  overtaken  by  the  Snakes, 
who,  hearing  of  our  skirmish,  expressed  great  regret 
that  they  were  not  present  to  have  followed  them  and 
given  them  battle  again.  We  seldom  followed  the 
Indians  after  having  defeated  them,  unless  they  had 
stolen  our  horses.  It  was  our  policy  always  to  act  on 
the  defensive,  even  to  tribes  that  were  known  enemies. 

When  the  Snakes  were  ready,  we  all  moved  on  to¬ 
gether  for  the  head  of  Green  River.  The  Indians 
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numbered  six  or  seven  thousand,  including  women 
and  children ;  our  number  was  nearly  eight  hundred 
altogether,  forming  quite  a  formidable  little  army,  or, 
more  properly,  a  moving  city.  The  number  of  horses 
belonging  to  the  whole  camp  was  immense. 

We  had  no  farther  difficulty  in  reaching  Green  Riv¬ 
er,  where  we  remained  six  days.  During  this  short 
stay  our  numberless  horses  exhausted  the  grass  in  our 
vicinity,  and  it  was  imperative  to  change  position. 

It  was  now  early  in  September,  and  it  was  time  to 
break  up  our  general  encampment,  and  spread  in  all 
directions,  as  the  hunting  and  trapping  season  was 
upon  us.  Before  we  formed  our  dispersing  parties,  a 
number  of  the  Crows  came  to  our  camp,  and  were  re¬ 
joiced  to  see  us  again.  The  Snakes  and  Crows  were 
extremely  amicable. 

The  Crows  were  questioning  the  Snakes  about  some 
scalps  hanging  on  our  lodge-poles.  They  gave  them 
the  particulars  of  our  encounter  with  the  Black  Feet, 
how  valiantly  we  had  fought  them,  and  how  we  had 
defeated  them.  The  Crows  were  highly  gratified  to 
see  so  many  scalps  taken  from  their  old  and  inveterate 
foes.  They  wished  to  see  the  braves  who  had  fought 
so  nobly.  I  was  pointed  out  as  the  one  who  had  taken 
the  greatest  number  of  scalps ;  they  told  them  they 
had  seen  me  fight,  and  that  I  was  a  very  great  brave. 
Upon  this  I  became  the  object  of  the  Crows’  admira¬ 
tion  ;  they  were  very  anxious  to  talk  to  me  and  to  cul¬ 
tivate  my  acquaintance ;  but  I  could  speak  very  little 
of  their  language. 

One  of  our  men  (named  Greenwood),  whose  wife  was 
a  Crow,  could  speak  their  language  fluently ;  he  and 
his  wife  were  generally  resorted  to  by  the  Crows  to  af¬ 
ford  full  details  of  our  recent  victory.  Greenwood,  be- 
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coming  tired  of  so  much  questioning,  invented  a  fiction, 
which  greatly  amused  me  for  its  ingenuity.  He  in¬ 
formed  them  that  White-handled  Knife  (as  the  Snakes 
called  me)  was  a  Crow. 

They  all  started  in  astonishment  at  this  informa¬ 
tion,  and  asked  how  that  could  be. 

Said  Greenwood  in  reply,  “  You  know  that  so  many 
winters  ago  the  Cheyennes  defeated  the  Crows,  killing 
many  hundreds  of  their  warriors,  and  carrying  off  a 
great  many  of  their  women  and  children.” 

“Yes,  we  know  it,” they  all  exclaimed. 

“Well,  he  was  a  little  boy  at  that  time,  and  the 
whites  bought  him  of  the  Cheyennes,  with  whom  he 
has  staid  ever  since.  He  has  become  a  great  brave 
among  them,  and  all  your  enemies  fear  him.” 

On  hearing  this  astonishing  revelation,  they  said 
that  I  must  be  given  to  them.  Placing  implicit  faith 
in  every  word  that  they  had  heard,  they  hastened  to 
their  village  to  disseminate  the  joyful  news  that  they 
had  found  one  of  their  own  people  who  had  been  taken 
by  the  Shi-ans  when  a  bar-car-ta  (child),  who  had  been 
sold  to  the  whites,  and  who  had  now  become  a  great 
white  chief,  with  his  lodge-pole  full  of  the  scalps  of  the 
Black  Feet,  who  had  fallen  beneath  his  gun  and  battle- 
axe.  This  excited  a  great  commotion  throughout  their 
whole  village.  All  the  old  women  who  remembered 
the  defeat,  when  the  Crows  lost  two  thousand  warriors 
and  a  host  of  women  and  children,  with  the  ensuing 
captivity,  were  wondering  if  the  great  brave  was  not 
their  own  child ;  thereupon  ensued  the  greatest  anxi¬ 
ety  to  see  me  and  claim  me  as  a  son. 

I  did  not  say  a  word  impugning  the  authenticity  of 
Greenwood’s  romance.  I  was  greatly  edified  at  the 
inordinate  gullibility  of  the  red  man,  and  when  they 
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had  gone  to  spread  their  tale  of  wonderment,  we  had  a 
hearty  laugh  at  their  expense. 

Our  party  now  broke  up ;  detachments  were  formed 
and  leaders  chosen.  We  issued  from  the  camp,  and 
started  in  all  directions,  receiving  instructions  to  re¬ 
turn  within  a  certain  day.  There  were  a  great  many 
fur  trappers  with  us,  who  hunted  for  their  own  profit, 
and  disposed  of  their  peltry  to  the  mountain  traders. 
The  trappers  were  accompanied  by  a  certain  number 
of  hired  men,  selected  according  to  their  individual  pref¬ 
erences,  the  strength  of  their  party  being  regulated  by 
the  danger  of  the  country  they  were  going  to.  If  a 
party  was  going  to  the  Black  Foot  country,  it  needed 
to  be  numerous  and  well  armed.  If  going  among  the 
Crows  or  Snakes,  where  no  danger  was  apprehended, 
there  would  go  few  or  many,  just  as  was  agreed  upon 
among  themselves.  But  each  party  was  in  strict  obe¬ 
dience  to  the  will  of  its  captain  or  leader:  his  word 
was  supreme  law. 

My  party  started  for  the  Crow  country,  at  which  I 
was  well  content ;  for,  being  a  supposed  Crow  myself, 
I  expected  to  fare  well  among  them.  It  seemed  a  re¬ 
lief,  also,  to  be  in  a  place  where  we  could  rest  from  our 
unsleeping  vigilance,  and  to  feel,  when  we  rose  in  the 
morning,  there  was  some  probability  of  our  living  till 
night. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

Departure  from  the  Rendezvous. — Trouble  in  Camp. — Leave  the  Party 
and  Traps. — Arrival  at  the  Crow  Village. — Great  Stir  among  the 
Crows. — Joyful  Meeting  with  my  Crow  Parents,  Brothers,  and  Sis¬ 
ters. — Three  Years  without  seeing  a  White  Man. 

I  NOW  parted  with  very  many  of  my  friends  for  the 
last  time.  Most  of  the  members  of  that  large  com¬ 
pany  now  sleep  in  death,  their  waking  ears  no  longer 
to  be  filled  with  the  death-telling  yell  of  the  savage. 
The  manly  hearts  that  shrunk  from  no  danger  have 
ceased  to  beat ;  their  bones  whiten  in  the  gloomy  fast¬ 
nesses  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  or  moulder  on  the 
ever-flowering  prairies  of  the  far  West.  A  cloven 
skull  is  all  that  remains  of  my  once  gallant  friends  to 
tell  the  bloody  death  that  they  died,  and  invoke  ven¬ 
geance  on  the  merciless  hand  that  struck  them  down 
in  their  ruddy  youth. 

Here  I  parted  from  the  boy  Baptiste,  who  had  been 
my  faithful  companion  so  long.  I  never  saw  him 
again. 

The  party  that  I  started  with  consisted  of  thirty-one 
men,  most  of  them  skillful  trappers  (Captain  Bridger 
was  in  our  party),  and  commanded  by  Robert  Camp¬ 
bell.  We  started  for  Powder  River,  a  fork  of  the  Yel¬ 
low  Stone,  and,  arriving  there  without  accident,  were 
soon  busied  in  our  occupation. 

A  circumstance  occurred  in  our  encampment  on  this 
stream,  trivial  in  itself  (for  trivial  events  sometimes 
determine  the  course  of  a  man’s  life),  but  which  led  to 
unexpected  results.  I  had  set  my  six  traps  over 
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night,  and  on  going  to  them  the  following  morning  I 
found  four  beavers,  but  one  of  my  traps  was  missing. 
I  sought  it  in  every  direction,  but  without  success,  and 
on  my  return  to  camp  mentioned  the  mystery.  Cap¬ 
tain  Bridger  (as  skillful  a  hunter  as  ever  lived  in  the 
mountains)  offered  to  renew  the  search  with  me,  ex¬ 
pressing  confidence  that  the  trap  could  be  found. 
We  searched  diligently  along  the  river  and  the  bank 
for  a  considerable  distance,  but  the  trap  was  among 
the  missing.  The  float-pole  also  was  gone — a  pole 
ten  or  twelve  feet  long  and  four  inches  thick.  We  at 
length  gave  it  up  as  lost. 

The  next  morning  the  whole  party  moved  farther 
up  the  river.  To  shorten  our  route,  Bridger  and  my¬ 
self  crossed  the  stream  at  the  spot  where  I  had  set  my 
missing  trap.  It  was  a  buffalo-crossing,  and  there  was 
a  good  trail  worn  in  the  banks,  so  that  we  could  easily 
cross  with  our  horses.  After  passing  and  traveling  on 
some  two  miles,  I  discovered  what  I  supposed  to  be  a 
badger,  and  we  both  made  a  rush  for  him.  On  closer 
inspection,  however,  it  proved  to  be  my  beaver,  with 
trap,  chain,  and  float-pole.  It  was  apparent  that  some 
buffalo,  in  crossing  the  river,  had  become  entangled  in 
the  chain,  and,  as  we  conceived,  had  carried  the  trap 
on  his  shoulder,  with  the  beaver  pendent  on  one  side 
and  the  pole  on  the  other.  We  inferred  that  he  had 
in  some  way  got  his  head  under  the  chain,  between  the 
trap  and  the  pole,  and,  in  his  endeavors  to  extricate 
himself,  had  pushed  his  head  through.  The  hump  on 
his  back  would  prevent  it  passing  over  his  body,  and 
away  he  would  speed  with  his  burden,  probably  urged 
forward  by  the  four  sharp  teeth  of  the  beaver,  which 
would  doubtless  object  to  his  sudden  equestrian  (or 
rather  bovine)  journey.  We  killed  the  beaver  and 
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took  his  skin,  feeling  much  satisfaction  at  the  solution 
of  the  mystery.  When  we  arrived  at  camp  we  asked 
our  companions  to  guess  how  and  where  we  had  found 
the  trap.  They  all  gave  various  guesses,  but,  failing 
to  hit  the  truth,  gave  up  the  attempt. 

“Well,  gentlemen,”  said  I,  “it  was  stolen.” 

“  Stolen!”  exclaimed  a  dozen  voices  at  once. 

“Yes,  it  was  stolen  by  a  buffalo.” 

“Oh,  come,  now,”  said  one  of  the  party,  “what  is 
the  use  of  coming  here  and  telling  such  a  lie  ?” 

I  saw  in  a  moment  that  he  was  angry  and  in  ear¬ 
nest,  and  I  replied,  “  If  you  deny  that  a  buffalo  stole 
my  trap,  you  tell  the  lie.” 

He  rose  and  struck  me  a  blow  with  his  fist.  It 
was  my  turn  now,  and  the  first  pass  I  made  brought 
my  antagonist  to  the  ground.  On  rising,  he  sprang 
for  his  gun ;  I  assumed  mine  as  quickly.  The  by¬ 
standers  rushed  between  us,  and,  seizing  our  weapons, 
compelled  us  to  discontinue  our  strife,  which  would 
have  infallibly  resulted  in  the  death  of  one.  My  op¬ 
ponent  mounted  his  horse  and  left  the  camp.  I  never 
saw  him  afterward.  I  could  have  taken  his  expres¬ 
sion  in  jest,  for  we  were  very  free  in  our  sallies  upon 
one  another ;  but  in  this  particular  instance  I  saw  his 
intention  was  to  insult  me,  and  I  allowed  my  passion 
to  overcome  my  reflection.  My  companions  counseled 
me  to  leave  camp  for  a  few  days  until  the  ill  feeling 
should  have  subsided. 

The  same  evening  Captain  Bridger  and  myself  start¬ 
ed  out  with  our  traps,  intending  to  be  gone  three  or 
four  days.  We  followed  up  a  small  stream  until  it 
forked,  when  Bridger  proposed  that  I  should  take  one 
fork  and  he  the  other,  and  the  one  who  had  set  his 
traps  first  should  cross  the  hill  which  separated  the 
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two  streams  and  rejoin  the  other.  Thus  we  parted, 
expecting  to  meet  again  in  a  few  hours.  I  continued 
my  course  up  the  stream  in  pursuit  of  heaver  villages 
until  I  found  myself  among  an  innumerable  drove  of 
horses,  and  I  could  plainly  see  they  were  not  wild  ones. 

The  horses  were  guarded  by  several  of  their  Indian 
owners,  or  horse-guards,  as  they  term  them,  who  had 
discovered  me  long  before  I  saw  them.  I  could  hear 
their  signals  to  each  other,  and  in  a  few  moments  I 
was  surrounded  by  them,  and  escape  was  impossible. 
I  resigned  myself  to  my  fate :  if  they  were  enemies, 
I  knew  they  could  kill  me  but  once,  and  to  attempt  to 
defend  myself  would  entail  inevitable  death.  I  took 
the  chances  between  death  and  mercy ;  I  surrendered 
my  gun,  traps,  and  what  else  I  had,  and  was  marched 
to  camp  under  a  strong  escort  of  horsey-guards.  I  felt 
very  sure  that  my  guards  were  Crows,  therefore  I  did 
not  feel  greatly  alarmed  at  my  situation.  On  arriving 
at  their  village,  I  was  ushered  into  the  chiefs  lodge, 
where  there  were  several  old  men  and  women,  whom  I 
conceived  to  be  members  of  the  family.  My  capture 
was  known  throughout  the  village  in  five  minutes,  and 
hundreds  gathered  around  the  lodge  to  get  a  sight  of 
the  prisoner.  In  the  crowd  were  some  who  had  talk¬ 
ed  to  Greenwood  a  few  weeks  before.  They  at  once 
exclaimed,  “  That  is  the  lost  Crow,  the  great  brave 
who  has  killed  so  many  of  our  enemies.  He  is  our 
brother.” 

This  threw  the  whole  village  into  commotion ;  old 
and  young  were  impatient  to  obtain  a  sight  of  the 
“great  brave.”  Orders  were  immediately  given  to 
summon  all  the  old  women  taken  by  the  Shi-ans  at  the 
time  of  their  captivity  so  many  winters  past,  who  had 
suffered  the  loss  of  a  son  at  that  time.  The  lodge  was 
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cleared  for  the  examining  committee ,  and  the  old  wom¬ 
en,  breathless  with  excitement,  their  eyes  wild  and  pro¬ 
truding,  and  their  nostrils  dilated,  arrived  in  squads, 
until  the  lodge  was  filled  to  overflowing.  I  believe 
never  was  mortal  gazed  at  with  such  intense  and  sus¬ 
tained  interest  as  I  was  on  that  occasion.  Arms  and 
legs  were  critically  scrutinized.  My  face  next  passed 
the  ordeal ;  then  my  neck,  back,  breast,  and  all  parts 
of  my  body,  even  down  to  my  feet,  which  did  not  es¬ 
cape  the  examination  of  these  anxious  matrons,  in  their 
endeavors  to  discover  some  mark  or  peculiarity  where¬ 
by  to  recognize  their  brave  son. 

At  length  one  old  woman,  after  having  scanned  my 
visage  with  the  utmost  intentness,  came  forward  and 
said,  “  If  this  is  my  son,  he  has  a  mole  over  one  of  his 
eyes.” 

My  eyelids  were  immediately  pulled  down  to  the  ut¬ 
most  stretch  of  their  elasticity,  when,  sure  enough,  she 
discovered  a  mole  just  over  my  left  eye ! 

“Then,  and  oh  then!”  such  shouts  of  joy  as  were 
uttered  by  that  honest-hearted  woman  were  seldom  be¬ 
fore  heard,  while  all  in  the  crowd  took  part  in  her  re¬ 
joicing.  It  was  uncultivated  joy,  but  not  the  less 
heartfelt  and  intense.  It  was  a  joy  which  a  mother 
can  only  experience  when  she  recovers  a  son  whom 
she  had  supposed  dead  in  his  earliest  days.  She  has 
mourned  him  silently  through  weary  nights  and  busy 
days  for  the  long  space  of  twenty  years ;  suddenly  he 
presents  himself  before  her  in  robust  manhood,  and 
graced  with  the  highest  name  an  Indian  can  appreciate. 
It  is  but  nature,  either  in  the  savage  breast  or  civilized, 
that  hails  such  a  return  with  overwhelming  joy,  and 
feels  the  mother’s  undying  affection  awakened  beyond 
all  control. 
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All  the  other  claimants  resigning  their  pretensions, 
I  was  fairly  carried  along  by  the  excited  crowd  to  the 
lodge  of  the  “Big  Bowl,”  who  was  my  father.  The 
news  of  my  having  proved  to  be  the  son  of  Mrs.  Big 
Bowl  flew  through  the  village  with  the  speed  of  light¬ 
ning,  and,  on  my  arrival  at  the  paternal  lodge,  I  found 
it  filled  with  all  degrees  of  my  newly-discovered  rela¬ 
tives,  who  welcomed  me  nearly  to  death.  They  seized 
me  in  their  arms  and  hugged  me,  and  my  face  posi¬ 
tively  burned  with  the  enraptured  kisses  of  my  nu¬ 
merous  fair  sisters,  with  a  long  host  of  cousins,  aunts, 
and  other  more  remote  kindred.  All  these  welcoming 
ladies  as  firmly  believed  in  my  identity  with  the  lost 
one  as  they  believed  in  the  existence  of  the  Great 
Spirit. 

My  father  knew  me  to  be  his  son ;  told  all  the  Crows 
that  the  dead  was  alive  again,  and  the  lost  one  was 
found.  JEIe  knew  it  was  fact ;  Greenwood  had  said  so, 
and  the  words  of  Greenwood  were  true ;  his  tongue 
was  not  crooked — he  would  not  lie.  He  also  had  told 
him  that  his  son  was  a  great  brave  among  the  white 
men;  that  his  arm  was  strong;  that  the  Black  Feet 
quailed  before  his  rifle  and  battle-axe ;  that  his  lodge 
was  full  of  their  scalps  which  his  knife  had  taken ;  that 
they  must  rally  around  me  to  support  and  protect  me ; 
and  that  his  long-lost  son  would  be  a  strong  breast¬ 
work  to  their  nation,  and  he  would  teach  them  how  to 
defeat  their  enemies. 

They  all  promised  that  they  would  do  as  his  words 
had  indicated. 

My  unmarried  sisters  were  four  in  number,  very  pret¬ 
ty,  intelligent  young  women.  They,  as  soon  as  the  de¬ 
parture  of  the  crowd  would  admit,  took  off  my  old  leg- 
gins,  and  moccasins,  and  other  garments,  and  supplied 
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their  place  with  new  ones,  most  beautifully  ornament¬ 
ed  according  to  their  very  last  fashion.  My  sisters 
were  very  ingenious  in  such  work,  and  they  wellnigh 
quarreled  among  themselves  for  the  privilege  of  dress¬ 
ing  me.  When  my  toilet  was  finished  to  their  satis¬ 
faction,  I  could  compare  in  elegance  with  the  most  pop¬ 
ular  warrior  of  the  tribe  when  in  full  costume.  They 
also  prepared  me  a  bed,  not  so  high  as  Hainan’s  gal¬ 
lows  certainly,  but  just  as  high  as  the  lodge  would  ad¬ 
mit.  This  was  also  a  token  of  their  esteem  and  sis¬ 
terly  affection. 

While  conversing  to  the  extent  of  my  ability  with 
my  father  in  the  evening,  and  affording  him  full  infor¬ 
mation  respecting  the  white  people,  their  great  cities, 
their  numbers,  their  power,  their  opulence,  he  sudden¬ 
ly  demanded  of  me  if  I  wanted  a  wife ;  thinking,  no 
doubt,  that,  if  he  got  me  married,  I  should  lose  all  dis¬ 
content,  and  forego  any  wish  of  returning  to  thg  whites. 

I  assented,  of  course. 

“  Very  well,”  said  he,  “  you  shall  have  a  pretty  wife 
and  a  good  one.” 

Away  he  strode  to  the  lodge  of  one  of  the  greatest 
braves,  and  asked  one  of  his  daughters  of  him  to  be¬ 
stow  upon  his  son,  who  the  chief  must  have  heard 
was  also  a  great  brave.  The  consent  of  the  parent 
was  readily  given.  The  name  of  my  prospective  fa¬ 
ther-in-law  was  Black-lodge.  He  had  three  very  pret¬ 
ty  daughters,  whose  names  were  Still-water,  Black- 
fish,  and  Three-roads. 

Even  the  untutored  daughters  of  the  wild  woods 
need  a  little  time  to  prepare  for  such  an  important 
event,  but  long  and  tedious  courtships  are  unknown 
among  them. 

The  ensuing  day  the  three  daughters  were  brought 
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to  my  father’s  lodge  by  their  father,  and  I  was  request¬ 
ed  to  take  my  choice.  “  Still-water”  was  the  eldest, 
and  I  liked  her  name ;  if  it  was  emblematic  of  her  dis¬ 
position,  she  was  the  woman  I  should  prefer.  “  Still¬ 
water,”  accordingly,  was  my  choice.  They  were  all 
superbly  attired  in  garments  which  must  have  cost 
them  months  of  labor,  which  garments  the  young  wom¬ 
en  ever  keep  in  readiness  against  such  an  interesting 
occasion  as  the  present. 

The  acceptance  of  my  wife  was  the  completion  of  the 
ceremony,  and  I  was  again  a  married  man,  as  sacredly 
in  their  eyes  as  if  the  Holy  Christian  Church  had  fast¬ 
ened  the  irrevocable  knot  upon  us. 

Among  the  Indians,  the  daughter  receives  no  patri¬ 
mony  on  her  wedding-day,  and  her  mother  and  father 
never  pass  a  word  with  the  son-in-law  after — a  custom 
religiously  observed  among  them,  though  for  what  rea¬ 
son  I  never  learned.  The  other  relatives  are  under  no 
such  restraint. 

My  brothers  made  me  a  present  of  twenty  as  fine 
horses  as  any  in  the  nation — all  trained  war-horses. 
I  was  also  presented  with  all  the  arms  and  instruments 
requisite  for  an  Indian  campaign. 

My  wife’s  deportment  coincided  with  her  name ;  she 
would  have  reflected  honor  upon  many  a  civilized 
household.  She  was  affectionate,  obedient,  gentle, 
cheerful,  and,  apparently,  quite  happy.  No  domestic 
thunder-storms,  no  curtain-lectures  ever  disturbed  the 
serenity  of  our  connubial  lodge.  I  speedily  formed 
acquaintance  with  all  my  immediate  neighbors,  and 
the  Morning  Star  (which  was  the  name  conferred  upon 
me  on  my  recognition  as  the  lost  son)  was  soon  a  com¬ 
panion  to  all  the  young  warriors  in  the  village.  No 
power  on  earth  could  have  shaken  their  faith  in  my 
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positive  identity  with  the  lost  son.  Nature  seemed 
to  prompt  the  old  woman  to  recognize  me  as  her  miss¬ 
ing  child,  and  all  my  new  relatives  placed  implicit 
faith  in  the  genuineness  of  her  discovery.  Greenwood 
had  spoken  it,  “  and  his  tongue  was  not  crooked.” 
What  could  I  do  under  the  circumstances  ?  Even  if 
I  should  deny  my  Crow  origin,  they  would  not  believe 
me.  How  could  I  dash  with  an  unwelcome  and  in¬ 
credible  explanation  all  the  joy  that  had  been  manifest¬ 
ed  on  my  return — the  cordial  welcome,  the  rapturous 
embraces  of  those  who  hailed  me  as  a  son  and  a  broth¬ 
er,  the  exuberant  joy  of  the  whole  nation  for  the  return 
of  a  long-lost  Crow,  who,  stolen  when  a  child,  had  re¬ 
turned  in  the  strength  of  maturity,  graced  with  the 
name  of  a  great  brave,  and  the  generous  strife  I  had 
occasioned  in  their  endeavors  to  accord  me  the  warm¬ 
est  welcome  ?  I  could  not  find  it  in  my  heart  to  un¬ 
deceive  these  unsuspecting  people  and  tear  myself 
away  from  their  untutored  caresses. 

Thus  I  commenced  my  Indian  life  with  the  Crows. 
I  said  to  myself,  “  I  can  trap  in  their  streams  unmolest¬ 
ed,  and  derive  more  profit  under  their  protection  than 
if  among  my  own  men,  exposed  incessantly  to  assas¬ 
sination  and  alarm.”  I  therefore  resolved  to  abide 
with  them,  to  guard  my  secret,  to  do  my  best  in  their 
company,  and  in  assisting  them  to  subdue  their  ene¬ 
mies. 

There  was  but  one  recollection  troubled  me,  and  that 
was  my  lonely  one  in  St.  Louis.  My  thoughts  were 
constantly  filled  with  her.  I  knew  my  affection  was 
reciprocated,  and  that  her  fond  heart  beat  alone  for 
me ;  that  my  promise  was  undoubtingly  confided  in,  and 
that  prayers  were  daily  offered  for  my  safety,  thus  dis¬ 
tant  in  the  mountains,  exposed  to  every  peril.  Re- 
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peatedly  I  would  appoint  a  day  for  my  return,  but 
some  unexpected  event  would  occur  and  thrust  my 
resolution  aside.  Still  I  hoped,  for  I  had  accumulated 
the  means  of  wealth  sufficient  to  render  us  comfortable 
through  life ;  a  fortunate  return  was  all  I  awaited  to 
consummate  my  ardent  anticipation  of  happiness,  and 
render  me  the  most  blessed  of  mortals. 

Before  proceeding  farther  with  my  Indian  life,  I  will 
conduct  the  reader  back  to  our  camp  the  evening  suc¬ 
ceeding  to  my  disappearance  from  Bridger.  He  was 
on  the  hill,  crossing  over  to  me  as  agreed  upon,  when 
he  saw  me  in  the  hands  of  the  Indians,  being  conduct¬ 
ed  to  their  village,  which  was  also  in  sight.  Seeing 
clearly  that  he  could  oppose  no  resistance  to  my  cap- 
tors,  he  made  all  speed  to  the  camp,  and  communicated 
the  painful  news  of  my  death.  He  had  seen  me  in  the 
charge  of  a  whole  host  of  Shi-ans,  who  were  conduct¬ 
ing  me  to  camp,  there  to  sacrifice  me  in  the  most  im¬ 
proved  manner  their  savage  propensities  could  suggest, 
and  then  abandon  themselves  to  a  general  rejoicing 
over  the  fall  of  a  white  man.  With  the  few  men  he 
had  in  camp  it  was  hopeless  to  attempt  a  rescue ;  for, 
judging  by  the  size  of  the  village,  there  must  be  a 
community  of  several  thousand  Indians.  All  were 
plunged  in  gloom.  All  pronounced  my  funeral  eulo¬ 
gy  ;  all  my  daring  encounters  were  spoken  of  to  my 
praise.  My  fortunate  escapes,  my  repeated  victories 
were  applauded  in  memory  of  me ;  the  loss  of  their 
best  hunter,  of  their  kind  and  ever-obliging  friend,  was 
deeply  deplored  by  all. 

“Alas !  had  it  not  been  for  that  lamentable  quarrel,” 
they  exclaimed,  “he  would  still  have  been  among  us. 
Poor  Jim !  peace  to  his  ashes !” 

Bridger  lamented  that  he  had  advised  me  to  leave 
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the  camp,  and  again  that  he  had  separated  from  me  at 
the  Forks.  “  If  we  had  kept  together,”  he  murmured, 
“his  fate  might  have  been  prevented,  for  doubtless 
one  of  us  would  have  seen  the  Indians  in  time  to  have 
escaped.” 

Thus,  as  I  was  afterward  informed  by  some  of  the 
party,  was  my  memory  celebrated  in  that  forlorn  camp. 
Farther,  having  conceived  a  deep  disgust  at  that  vicin¬ 
ity,  they  moved  their  camp  to  the  head  waters  of  the 
Yellow  Stone,  leaving  scores  of  beaver  unmolested  in 
the  streams. 

The  faithful  fellows  little  thought  that,  while  they 
were  lamenting  my  untimely  fall,  I  was  being  hugged 
and  kissed  to  death  by  a  whole  lodge  full  of  near  and 
dear  Crow  relatives,  and  that  I  was  being  welcomed  with 
a  public  reception  fully  equal  in  intensity,  though  not 
in  extravagance,  to  that  accorded  to  the  victor  of  Wa¬ 
terloo  on  his  triumphal  entry  into  Paris. 

Bridger  had  never  supposed  that  the  Indians  whom 
he  saw  leading  me  away  were  Crows,  he  being  ignorant 
that  lie  was  so  near  their  territory.  His  impression 
was  that  these  were  Cheyennes,  hence  I  was  given  up 
for  dead  and  reported  so  to  others.  My  death  was 
communicated  to  the  rendezvous  when  the  fall  hunt 
was  over,  and  there  was  a  general  time  of  mourning  in 
mountain  style. 

I  say  “  mountain  style”  in  contradistinction  to  the 
manner  of  civilized  circles,  because,  with  them,  when 
the  death  of  a  comrade  is  deplored,  his  good  deeds  alone 
are  celebrated ;  his  evil  ones  are  interred  with  his  bones. 
Modern  politics  have  introduced  the  custom  of  perpet¬ 
uating  all  that  is  derogatory  to  a  man’s  fair  fame,  and 
burying  in  deep  oblivion  all  that  was  honorable  and 
praiseworthy.  Hence  I  say,  Give  me  the  mountaineer. 
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despite  all  the  opprobrium  that  is  cast  upon  his  name, 
for  in  him  you  have  a  man  of  chivalrous  feeling,  ready 
to  divide  his  last  morsel  with  his  distressed  fellow — 
ay,  and  to  yield  the  last  drop  of  his  blood  to  defend  the 
life  of  his  friend.  . 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

War  between  the  Crow  Nation  and  other  Indian  Tribes. — My  first 
Victory  as  a  Crow  Indian. — A  Melancholy  and  Sentimental  Indian. 
— Indian  Masonry. — Return  to  Camp. — Great  Rejoicing  among  my 
innumerable  Relatives. — The  Little  Wife. 

After  feting  for  about  ten  days  among  my  new 
neighbors,  I  joined  a  small  war-party  of  about  forty 
men,  embodied  for  the  ostensible  purpose  of  capturing 
horses,  but  actually  to  kill  their  enemies.  After  ad¬ 
vancing  for  three  days,  we  fell  in  with  a  party  of  eleven 
of  the  Blood  Indians,  a  band  of  the  Black  Foot  tribe, 
immemorial  enemies  of  the  Crows.  Our  chief  ordered 
a  charge  upon  them.  I  advanced  directly  upon  their 
line,  and  had  struck  down  my  man  before  the  others 
came  up.  The  others,  after  making  a  furious  advance, 
that  threatened  annihilation  to  our  few  foes,  curveted 
aside  in  Indian  fashion,  thus  losing  the  effect  of  a  first 
onset.  I  corrected  this  unwarlike  custom.  On  this 
occasion,  seeing  me  engaged  hand  to  hand  with  the 
enemy’s  whole  force,  they  immediately  came  to  my 
assistance,  and  the  opposing  party  were  quickly  dis¬ 
patched.  I  despoiled  my  victim  of  his  gun,  lance, 
war-club,  bow,  and  quiver  of  arrows.  Now  I  was  the 
greatest  man  in  the  party,  for  I  had  killed  the  first  war¬ 
rior.  We  then  painted  our  faces  black  (their  mode  of 
announcing  victory),  and  rode  back  to  the  village,  bear- 
G2 
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ing  eleven  scalps.  We  entered  the  village  singing  and 
shouting,  the  crowds  blocking  up  our  way  so  that  it 
was  with  difficulty  we  could  get  along.  My  wife  met 
me  at  some  distance  from  our  lodge,  and  to  her  I  gave 
my  greatest  trophy,  the  gun.  My  pretty  sisters  next 
presenting  themselves  for  some  share  of  my  spoils,  I 
gave  them  what  remained,  and  they  returned  to  their 
lodge  singing  and  dancing  all  the  way.  Their  delight 
was  unbounded  in  their  new-found  relative,  who  had 
drawn  the  first  blood.  My  companions  told  how  I 
had  charged  direct  upon  the  enemy,  how  I  struck  down 
the  first  Indian  at  a  blow,  what  strength  there  was  in 
my  arm,  and  a  great  deal  more  in  my  commendation. 
Again  I  was  lionized  and  feted.  Relatives  I  had  not 
seen  before  now  advanced  and  made  my  acquaintance. 
I  was  feasted  by  all  the  sachems  and  great  braves  of 
the  village  until  their  kindness  nearly  fatigued  me  to 
death,  and  I  was  glad  to  retire  to  my  lodge  to  seek  a 
season  of  quietude. 

It  was  a  custom  rigidly  observed  by  the  Crows, 
when  a  son  had  drawn  the  first  blood  of  the  enemy, 
for  the  father  to  distribute  all  his  property  among  the 
village,  always  largely  recollecting  his  own  kin  in  the 
proposed  distribution.  I  saw  that  my  achievement  had 
ruined  my  poor  old  father.  He  seemed  contented, 
however,  to  sacrifice  his  worldly  goods  to  the  prowess 
of  his  illustrious  son.  It  was  the  Crows’  religion,  and 
he  was  thoroughly  orthodox.  Another  traditional  me¬ 
mento  was  to  paint  a  chief’s  coat  with  an  image  of  the 
sun,  and  hang  that,  together  with  a  scarlet  blanket,  in 
the  top  of  a  tree,  as  an  offering  to  the  Great  Spirit,  to 
propitiate  him  to  continue  his  favorable  regards. 

Several  small  bands  of  the  village  had  a  grand  dance 
after  the  victory,  each  band  by  itself.  I  watched  them 
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for  some  time,  to  see  which  hand  or  clique  contained 
the  most  active  men.  Having  singled  one,  I  broke  into 
the  ring,  and  joined  the  performance  with  great  hearti¬ 
ness.  Then  their  shouts  arose,  “  The  great  brave,  the 
Antelope,  has  joined  our  hand !”  and  their  dancing  in¬ 
creased  in  vehemence,  and  their  singing  became  more 
hilarious.  By  the  act  of  joining  their  clique  I  became 
incorporated  with  their  number. 

For  the  next  three  weeks  I  staid  at  home,  spending 
much  of  my  time  in  trapping  round  the  village.  I 
was  accompanied  in  these  excursions  by  a  fine  and 
intelligent  Indian,  who  was  without  a  relative.  He 
was  very  successful  in  trapping.  One  day  we  went 
to  our  traps  as  usual ;  he  found  eight  fine  beavers,  hut 
I  had  caught  none.  After  flaying  them,  he  offered  me 
four  of  the  skins.  I  looked  at  him  in  surprise,  telling 
him  they  were  caught  in  his  traps — that  they  were  his. 
“Take  them,”  said  he;  “you  are  my  friend:  your 
traps  have  been  unlucky  to-day.”  Previous  to  this, 
our  success  had  been  about  equal. 

Then  he  wished  me  to  sit  down  and  have  a  talk 
with  him.  I  sat  down  by  him,  and  he  began. 

“My  friend,”  said  he,  '‘I  am  alone  in  the  world: 
all  my  kindred  are  gone  to  the  land  of  the  Great  Spirit. 
I  now  want  one  good  friend — a  confidential  bosom 
friend — who  will  be  my  brother.  I  am  a  warrior — a 
brave — and  so  are  you.  You  have  been  far  away  to 
the  villages  of  the  white  man ;  your  eyes  have  seen 
much ;  you  have  now  returned  to  your  people.  Will 
you  be  my  friend  and  brother?  be  as  one  man  with 
me  as  long  as  you  live  ?” 

I  readily  acceded  to  all  his  desires. 

“  It  is  well,  ”  said  he,  “  and  we  must  exchange  traps.” 

I  agreed  to  it. 
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“  Now  we  must  exchange  guns.” 

It  was  done. 

So  we  went  on  until  we  had  exchanged  all  our  per¬ 
sonal  effects,  including  horse,  clothing,  and  war  imple¬ 
ments. 

“  Now,”  said  he,  “  we  are  one  while  we  live.  What 
I  know,  you  shall  know ;  there  must  he  no  secret  be¬ 
tween  us.” 

We  then  proceeded  to  my  father’s  lodge,  and  ac¬ 
quainted  him  with  the  alliance  we  had  entered  into. 
He  was  much  pleased  at  the  occurrence,  and  ever  after 
received  my  allied  brother  as.  his  son ;  but  the  assumed 
relationship  debarred  his  ever  entering  the  family  as 
son-in-law,  since  the  mutual  adoption  attached  him  as 
by  ties  of  consanguinity. 

Shortly  after,  another  war  party  was  levied  for  an 
excursion  after  the  enemy,  or  their  horses,  as  occasion 
might  offer.  The  party  consisted  of  eighty  or  ninety 
warriors.  My  adopted  brother  inquired  of  me  if  I  was 
going  with  the  party.  I  told  him  I  was,  and  asked 
the  same  question  of  him. 

“No,”  he  said ;  “we  are  brothers ;  we  must  never 
both  leave  our  village  at  once.  When  I  go,  you  must 
stay ;  and  when  you  go,  I  must  stay ;  one  of  us  must 
be  here  to  see  to  the  interests  of  the  other.  Should 
we  both  be  killed,  then  who  would  mourn  faithfully  for 
the  other?” 

I  was,  as  yet,  but  a  private  in  the  Crow  army,  no 
commission  having  been  conferred  upon  me  for  what 
little  service  I  had  seen.  We  started  in  the  night,  as 
is  their  custom,  leaving  the  village  one  or  two  at  a 
time.  My  brother  came  to  me  in  the  evening,  and  ex¬ 
pressed  a  wish  to  speak  to  me  before  I  left,  and  pointed 
to  a  place  where  he  wished  me  to  meet  him  alone  as 


JAMES  P.  BECKWOURTH. 


157 


we  passed  out  of  the  village.  I  went  as  appointed, 
and  found  him  there. 

He  first  asked  me  if  I  had  done  any  thing  in  the 
village. 

I  did  not  clearly  see  the  import  of  his  question,  and 
I  innocently  answered  “No.” 

“  Why,  have  you  not  heen  to  war  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did  the  warriors  not  impart  to  you  the  war-path 
secret  ?” 

“No.” 

“Ah!  well,  they  will  tell  it  you  to-morrow.  Go 
on,  my  brother.” 

We  all  assembled  together  and  marched  on.  In 
the  forenoon  we  killed  a  fine  fat  buffalo,  and  rested  to 
take  breakfast.  The  intestines  were  taken  out,  and  a 
portion  of  them  cleansed  and  roasted.  A  long  one 
was  then  brought  into  our  mess,  which  numbered  ten 
warriors,  who  formed  a  circle,  every  man  taking  hold 
of  the  intestine  with  his  thumb  and  finger.  In  this 
position,  very  solemnly  regarded  by  all  in  the  circle, 
certain  questions  were  propounded  to  each  in  relation 
to  certain  conduct  in  the  village,  which  is  of  a  nature 
unfit  to  be  entered  into  here.  They  are  religiously 
committed  to  a  full  and  categorical  answer  to  each  in¬ 
quiry,  no  matter  whom  their  confession  may  implicate. 
Every  illicit  action  they  have  committed  since  they 
last  went  to  war  is  here  exposed,  together  with  the 
name  of  the  faithless  accomplice,  even  to  the  very  date 
of  the  occurrence.  All  this  is  divulged  to  the  medi¬ 
cine  men  on  the  return  of  the  party,  and  it  is  by  them 
noted  down  in  a  manner  that  it  is  never  erased  while 
the  guilty  confessor  lives.  Every  new  warrior,  at  his 
initiation,  is  conjured  by  the  most  sacred  oaths  never 
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to  divulge  the  war-path  secret  to  any  woman,  on  pain 
of  instant  death.  He  swears  by  his  gun,  his  pipe, 
knife,  earth,  and  sun,  which  are  the  most  sacred  oaths 
to  the  Indian,  and  are  ever  strictly  observed. 

We  marched  on  until  we  came  to  the  Missouri  Riv¬ 
er,  and  I  was  greatly  edified  at  the  novel  manner  in 
which  we  crossed  the  stream.  A  sufficient  number  of 
robes  were  brought  to  the  river  bank,  and  a  puckering- 
string  run  around  the  entire  edge  of  one,  drawing  it  to¬ 
gether  until  it  assumed  a  globulated  form.  Five  or 
six  guns,  with  other  articles  necessary  to  be  kept  dry, 
were  put  into  it,  together  with  a  stone  for  ballast.  An 
Indian  would  then  attach  one  end  of  a  string  to  the 
hide  tub,  and,  taking  the  other  end  in  his  teeth,  swim 
across  with  the  novel  bark  in  tow.  When  unfreighted 
on  the  opposite  shore,  every  thing  would  be  as  dry  as 
when  embarked.  Thus  all  our  freight  was  conveyed 
across  in  a  very  short  time,  and  we  recommenced  our 
march. 

We  had  not  proceeded  far  when  our  spies  returned, 
and  reported  that  they  had  discovered  a  village  of  the 
As-ne-boines  on  Milk  River,  about  forty  miles  distant. 
We  started  for  the  village,  intending  to  relieve  them 
of  a  few  of  their  horses,  of  which  we  thought  they  had 
more  than  their  share.  We  reached  there,  and  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  driving  off  nearly  three  hundred  head ;  but, 
in  re-crossing  the  Missouri,  we  lost  about  one  third  of 
them  by  drowning,  in  consequence  of  our  crossing  over 
a  sand-bar,  in  which,  though  covered  with  water,  the 
animals  became  involved  and  perished.  We  reached 
home  in  safety  with  the  remainder  without  being  pur¬ 
sued  ;  indeed,  on  our  whole  route  we  did  not  see  an 
Indian. 

Although  we  brought  no  scalps,  there  was  great  re- 
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joicing  at  our  success.  I  received,  in  the  distribu¬ 
tion,  seventeen  horses,  which  I  gave  to  ray  friends, 
taking  care  to  give  my  father  a  liberal  share,  in  the 
place  of  those  he  had  previously  parted  with  on  my 
account. 

I  had  a  month’s  interval  at  home.  Visiting  at  my 
father’s  lodge  one  day,  he  asked  me  why  I  did  not 
head  a  party  myself,  and  go  on  some  expedition  as 
leader.  By  so  doing,  he  informed  me,  I  stood  a  better 
chance  of  gaining  promotion.  “Your  medicine  is 
good,”  said  he,  “  and  the  medicine  of  both  will  bring 
you  great  success.” 

I  replied  that  I  had  been  domiciliated  there  so  short 
a  time  that  I  did  not  wish  to  be  too  precipitate  in  push¬ 
ing  myself  forward,  and  that  I  preferred  to  fight  a  while 
longer  as  a  brave,  rather  than  risk  the  responsibility  of 
being  leader. 

He  replied,  “  Here  is  your  brother-in-law,  take  him ; 
also  your  brothers  will  go  with  you.  If  they  all  get 
killed,  so  be  it ;  I  will  cheerfully  submit  to  old  age 
without  them,  and  die  alone.” 

I  reflected  that,  in  order  to  advance  by  promotion,  I 
must  risk  every  thing ;  so  I  consented  to  follow  his 
advice. 

“  Black  Panther,”  my  brother-in-law,  was  anxious 
to  follow  me,  and  there  were  seven  young  striplings, 
from  ten  to  eighteen  years  old,  that  my  father  called 
his  sons,  though,  in  fact,  half  of  them  were  what  I  call¬ 
ed  nephews.  I  put  myself  forward  as  the  leader,  the 
party  comprising  only  two  men  and  the  above-men¬ 
tioned  seven  boys. 

We  departed  from  the  village,  and  pressed  on  to  the 
head-waters  of  the  Arkansas,  coming  directly  to  the 
Arrap-a-ho  and  I-a-tan  villages.  At  night  we  drove 
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off  one  hundred  and  eighteen  fine  horses,  with  which  we 
moved  on  in  all  possible  haste  toward  home.  We  were 
then  about  three  hundred  miles  from  our  village,  and 
two  hundred  from  the  Crow  country.  In  passing 
through  the  Park*  we  discovered  three  Indians  coming 
toward  us,  driving  a  small  drove  of  horses.  We  con¬ 
cealed  ourselves  from  their  view  by  dropping  back  over 
the  brow  of  a  small  hill  directly  in  their  route,  until 
they  had  approached  within  ten  steps  of  us.  We 
raised  the  war-lioop,  and  rushed  out  on  them,  killing 
two  of  the  three ;  the  third  was  at  a  greater  distance, 
driving  the  cattle,  and  when  he  saw  the  fate  of  his 
companions  he  mounted  one  of  the  fleetest,  and  was 
soon  beyond  pursuit.  My  company  had  achieved  a 
great  victory,  the  spoils  of  which  were  fourteen  horses, 
in  addition  to  those  already  in  our  possession,  two 
scalps,  one  gun,  two  battle-axes,  one  lance,  bow,  quiv¬ 
er,  etc.  This  trivial  affair  exalted  my  young  brothers 
in  their  own  esteem  higher  than  the  greatest  veteran 
their  village  contained.  During  their  return  home  they 
were  anticipating  with  untiring  tongues  the  ovation 
that  awaited  them. 

We  fell  in  with  no  more  enemies  on  our  way  to  the 
village.  The  horses  we  had  captured  from  the  three 
Indians  had  been  stolen  by  them  from  the  Crows,  and 
as  a  recovery  of  lost  horses  is  a  greater  achievement 
in  Indians’  eyes  than  the  original  acquisition,  our  merit 
was  in  proportion.  We  entered  singing,  with  our  faces 
blackened,  bearing  two  scalps  and  other  trophies,  and 
driving  one  hundred  and  thirty-two  fine  horses  before 
us.  The  whole  village  resounded  with  the  shouts  with 
which  our  brethren  and  kindred  welcomed  us.  I  was 

*  Formerly  one  of  the  greatest  places  for  beaver  in  North  America, 
and  well  known  to  the  mountaineers. 
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hailed  bravest  of  the  brave,  and  my  promotion  appeared 
certain. 

My  father  and  all  his  family  rose  greatly  in  popu¬ 
lar  favor.  The  Antelope’s  distinguished  skill  and 
bravery  were  reflected  in  lucent  rays  upon  their  names. 
“  Great  is  the  Antelope,”  was  chanted  on  all  sides, 
“  the  lost  son  of  Big  Bowl ;  their  medicine  is  good  and 
prosperous.” 

There  is  one  trait  in  Indian  character  which  civil¬ 
ized  society  would  derive  much  profit  by  imitating. 
Envy  is  a  quality  unknown  to  the  savages.  When  a 
warrior  has  performed  any  deed  of  daring,  his  merit  is 
freely  accorded  by  all  his  associate  braves ;  his  deeds 
are  extolled  in  every  public  and  private  reunion,  and 
his  name  is  an  incentive  to  generous  emulation.  I 
never  witnessed  any  envious  attempt  to  derogate  from 
the  merit  of  a  brave’s  achievement.  No  damning  with 
faint  praise ;  none 

“  Willing  to  wound  and  yet  afraid  to  strike 

no  faltering  innuendoes  that  the  man  has  not  accom¬ 
plished  so  much,  after  all.  The  same  way  with  the 
women.  When  a  woman’s  husband  has  distinguished 
himself,  her  neighbors,  one  and  all,  take  a  pride  in  re¬ 
joicing  with  her  over  her  happiness.  If  a  woman  dis¬ 
plays  more  ingenuity  than  common  in  ornamenting 
her  husband’s  war-dress,  or  in  adding  any  fancy  work 
to  her  own  habiliments,  she  at  once  becomes  the  pat¬ 
tern  of  the  neighborhood.  You  see  no  flaws  picked  in 
her  character  because  of  her  rising  to  note  ;  no  asper¬ 
sions  cast  upon  her  birth  or  present  standing.  Such 
and  such  is  her  merit,  and  it  is  deserving  of  our  praise ; 
the  fact  perceived,  it  receives  full  acknowledgment. 
This  leads  to  the  natural  conclusion  that  civilization, 
in  introducing  the  ostentation  of  display  which  is  too 
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frequently  affected  without  sufficient  ground  to  stand 
upon,  warps  the  mind  from  the  charity  that  is  natural 
to  it,  and  leads  to  all  the  petty  strifes,  and  scandalous 
tales,  and  heartburnings  that  imbitter  the  lives  of  so 
many  in  civilized  life. 

I  now  engaged  in  trapping  until  the  latter  part  of 
December.  I  celebrated  Christmas  by  myself,  as  the 
Indians  knew  nothing  about  the  birth  of  our  Savior, 
and  it  was  hard  to  make  them  understand  the  nature 
of  the  event.  At  this  time  a  trading-party  started 
from  our  village  for  the  Grovan  and  Mandan  country, 
where  there  was  a  trading-post  established,  for  the 
purpose  of  buying  our  winter  supply  of  ammunition, 
and  tobacco,  and  other  necessary  articles.  I  sent 
thirty  beaver-skins,  with  directions  what  to  purchase 
with  their  value,  and  had  marked  my  initials,  on  all 
of  the  skins.  These  letters  were  a  mystery  to  the 
trader.  He  inquired  of  the  Crows  who  had  marked 
the  skins  with  those  letters.  They  told  him  it  was  a 
Crow,  one  of  their  braves,  who  had  lived  with  the 
whites.  Kipp,  the  trader,  then  sent  an  invitation  to 
me  to  visit  him  at  his  fort. 

While  our  party  was  away,  our  village  was  attacked 
by  a  combined  party  of  the  Siouxs  and  Re-ke-rahs, 
numbering  two  thousand  five  hundred.  So  sudden 
was  the  attack  that  they  inflicted  considerable  mischief 
upon  us  before  we  had  a  chance  to  collect  our  forces. 
But  when  we  at  length  charged  on  them,  it  was  decis¬ 
ive.  We  penetrated  their  ranks,  throwing  them  into 
the  direst  confusion,  and  they  withdrew,  leaving  two 
hundred  and  fifty-three  dead  on  the  field.  Our  loss 
was  thirty-one  killed,  and  one  hundred  and  sixty 
wounded.  They  had  supposed  that  nearly  all  the  war¬ 
riors  had  left  the  village,  when  but  a  small  party  had 
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gone,  and  they  met  with  such  a  reception  as  they  lit¬ 
tle  expected.  I  had  three  horses  killed  under  me,  and 
my  faithful  battle-axe  was  red  with  the  blood  of  the 
enemy  to  the  end  of  the  haft ;  fourteen  of  the  Siouxs 
had  fallen  beneath  it. 

Although  we  had  taken  such  a  number  of  scalps, 
there  was  no  dancing  or  rejoicing.  All  were  busied  in 
attending  the  wounded,  or  mourning  their  relatives 
slain.  Their  mourning  consists  in  cutting  and  hack¬ 
ing  themselves  on  every  part  of  the  body,  and  keeping 
up  a  dismal  moaning  or  howling  for  hours  together. 
Many  cut  off  their  fingers  in  order  to  mourn  through 
life,  or,  at  least,  to  wear  the  semblance  of  mourning ; 
hence  the  reason  of  so  many  Western  Indians  having 
lost  one  or  more  of  their  fingers,  and  of  the  scars  which 
disfigure  their  bodies. 

The  Crows  fasten  the  remains  of  their  dead  in  trees 
until  their  flesh  is  decayed ;  their  skeletons  are  then 
taken  down  and  inhumed  in  caves.  Sometimes,  but 
not  frequently,  they  kill  the  favorite  horse  of  the  de¬ 
ceased,  and  bury  him  at  the  foot  of  the  tree ;  but  that 
custom  is  not  followed  so  strictly  with  them  as  with 
most  other  tribes. 

I  was  pacifically  engaged  in  trapping  during  the  en¬ 
suing  winter,  and  the  season  being  open  and  pleasant, 
I  met  with  great  success.  Could  I  have  disposed  of 
my  peltry  in  St.  Louis,  I  should  have  been  as  rich  as 
I  coveted. 

In  the  month  of  March  (1826),  a  small  war-party 
of  twenty  men  left  our  village  on  an  excursion,  and  not 
one  of  them  ever  came  back,  their  pack-dogs  (used  for 
carrying  extra  moccasins  when  a  party  goes  to  war) 
alone  returning  to  intimate  their  fate.  Another  party 
was  quickly  dispatched,  of  whom  I  was  appointed  lead- 
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er,  and  we  soon  came  upon  the  remains  of  the  massa¬ 
cred  party,  which  yet  bore  the  marks  of  the  weapons 
that  had  laid  them  low.  There  were  also  many  fresh 
Indian  tracks  about  the  place,  which  led  us  to  the  in¬ 
ference  that  there  were  enemies  near.  We  made  im¬ 
mediate  search  for  them,  and  had  only  marched  about 
six  miles  when  we  came  upon  a  village  of  nine  lodges, 
which  we  instantly  assaulted,  killing  every  man  but 
two.  These  were  on  a  hill  near  by,  and  as  they  made 
off  we  did  not  follow  them.  My  personal  trophies  in 
this  encounter  were  one  scalp  and  the  equipments  of  its 
wearer ;  one  young  girl  of  about  fourteen  years,  and  a 
little  boy.  We  killed  forty-eight  of  the  enemy,  and 
took  six  women  prisoners,  together  with  a  large  drove 
of  horses,  and  a  valuable  stock  of  beaver,  otter,  and 
other  skins,  with  which  we  returned  to  the  village. 
There  was  great  rejoicing  again  (not  one  of  our  party 
was  scratched),  and  the  beaver-skins,  to  the  number  of 
one  hundred  and  sixty-three,  were  bestowed  upon  me 
for  my  skill  in  command. 

Before  we  made  the  assault  we  felt  convinced  that 
this  was  the  party  who  had  killed  our  missing  friends, 
and  our  convictions  were  substantiated  subsequently 
by  recognizing  several  weapons  in  their  possession 
which  had  formerly  belonged  to  our  braves ;  indeed, 
some  of  our  women  prisoners  acknowledged  that  our 
departed  brethren  had  killed  many  of  their  people. 

The  Crows  treat  the  women  whom  they  take  pris¬ 
oners  much  better  than  other  tribes  do.  They  do  not 
impose  upon  them  a  harder  lot  than  their  own  women 
endure,  and  they  allow  them  to  marry  into  the  tribe, 
after  which  they  are  in  equal  fellowship  with  them. 
On  finding  themselves  captives,  they  generally  mourn 
a  day  or  two,  but  their  grief  quickly  subsides,  and  they 
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seem  to  care  no  farther  for  their  violent  removal  from 
their  own  people. 

At  this  time  the  Crows  were  incessantly  at  war  with 
all  the  tribes  within  their  reach,  with  the  exception  of 
the  Snakes  and  the  Flat  Heads ;  and  they  did  not  es¬ 
cape  frequent  ruptures  with  them,  brought  about  by 
the  Indians’  universal  obtuseness  as  to  all  law  relating 
to  the  right  of  property  in  horses. 

The  Crows  could  raise  an  army  of  sixteen  thousand 
warriors,  and,  although  there  were  tribes  much  more 
numerous,  there  were  none  could  match  them  in  an 
open  fight.  The  Camanches  and  Apaches  have  tilted 
lances  with  them  repeatedly,  and  invariably  to  their 
discomfiture.  If  the  Crows  ever  suffered  defeat,  it 
was  when  overwhelmed  by  numbers.  One  principal 
cause  of  their  marked  superiority  was  their  plentiful 
supply  of  guns  and  ammunition,  which  the  whites  al¬ 
ways  more  readily  exchanged  to  them  on  account  of 
their  well-proved  fidelity  to  the  white  man.  When 
other  tribes  were  constrained  to  leave  their  fire-arms 
in  their  lodges  for  want  of  ammunition,  the  Crows 
would  have  plenty,  and  could  use  their  arms  with 
great  effect  against  an  enemy  which  had  only  bow  and 
arrows  to  shoot  with.  Farther,  they  were  the  most 
expert  horsemen  of  any  Indian  tribe,  notwithstanding 
the  great  name  bestowed  upon  the  Camanches  and 
Apaches — those  two  great  terrors  of  Northern  Mexico. 
I  have  seen  them  all,  and  consider  myself  in  a  position 
to  judge,  although  some,  perhaps,  will  say  that  I  am 
prejudiced  in  favor  of  the  Crows,  seeing  that  I  am  one 
myself. 

Previous  to  my  going  among  the  Crows,  the  small¬ 
pox  had  been  ravaging  their  camp,  carrying  them  away 
in  thousands,  until,  as  I  was  informed  by  themselves. 
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their  number  was  reduced  by  that  fatal  Indian  scourge 
to  little  better  than  one  half.  None  of  their  medicine 
would  arrest  its  course. 

After  our  last-mentioned  victory,  the  Crows  met 
with  numerous  reverses,  which  were  attended  with  se¬ 
vere  loss  of  life.  In  their  small  war-parties  going  out 
on  marauding  expeditions  I  had  never  much  confi¬ 
dence,  although,  individually,  they  were  good  warriors ; 
therefore  I  never  took  part  with  them  until  six  or 
eight  of  their  parties  would  come  back  severely  han¬ 
dled,  and  many  of  their  braves  slain.  Thus  their  re¬ 
verses  accumulated  until  the  whole  village  was  one 
scene  of  mourning,  numbers  of  them  being  self-man¬ 
gled  in  the  most  shocking  manner,  and  the  blood  trick¬ 
ling  from  their  heads  down  to  the  ground.  Some  had 
lost  a  father,  some  a  brother,  some  a  sweetheart ;  in 
short,  their  appearance  was  too  fearful  to  look  upon, 
and  their  cries  were  too  painful  to  hear. 

When  the  last  party  came  in,  defeated  with  serious 
loss,  I  had  just  returned  with  a  party  from  the  pursuit 
of  horse-thieves.  We  had  brought  in  four  scalps,  and 
were  performing  the  scalp-dance  in  honor  of  the  event. 
On  hearing  the  disastrous  news  of  the  return  of  the 
defeated  party,  we  arrested  the  dance,  and  I  retired 
into  my  lodge.  Soon,  however,  a  crowd  of  women 
came  and  lifted  it  directly  from  over  me,  leaving  me  in 
the  open  air.  They  then  threw  before  me  immense 
quantities  of  all  kinds  of  goods,  leggins,  moccasins, 
and  other  things,  until  I  was  nearly  covered  with  then’ 
miscellaneous  offerings. 

I  called  out,  “  Enough !  I  am  aroused.  I  will  go 
with  your  warriors  and  revenge  the  death  of  your 
friends.”  They  were  all  satisfied,  and  stood  still. 
The  news  then  circulated  through  the  village  that  the 
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Antelope  was  aroused,  and  himself  going  against  the 
Cheyennes  to  revenge  the  death  of  their  braves. 

I  had  as  yet  met  with  no  reverses  since  my  trans¬ 
lation.  My  medicine  had  always  been  good  and  true. 

I  had  never  come  home  without  scalps  or  spoils,  and 
they  began  to  associate  my  name  with  victory.  The 
next  day  five  hundred  warriors  rallied  round  me,  among 
whom  were  some  who  had  suffered  recent  defeat,  and 
their  minds  were  burning  for  revenge.  I  sent  forward 
fifty  spies,  and  moved  cautiously  on  with  the  main 
body.  My  reputation  was  committed  to  my  present 
success,  and  I  took  more  than  ordinary  pains  to  vindi¬ 
cate  the  cause  they  had  intrusted  to  my  care.  Every 
man  was  well  armed  and  mounted,  and  I  had  full  con¬ 
fidence  in  our  ability  to  give  a  good  account  of  double 
our  number. 

My  command  were  very  curious  to  learn  my  tactics. 
On  one  occasion,  when  they  were  completely  harassing 
me  with  endless  inquiries  respecting  my  plan  of  attack, 
I  told  them,  if  they  would  bring  me  a  silver-gray  fox, 
unhurt,  my  medicine  would  be  complete,  and  that  we 
were  sure  of  a  great  victory.  In  a  moment  they  left 
me,  and  shortly  returned  with  a  live  fox,  which  they 
had  caught  in  a  surround.  I  ordered  them  to  choke 
it  to  death,  and  then  flay  it :  it  was  done,  and  the 
beautiful  skin  was  handed  to  me.  I  wrapped  it  round 
my  medicine  bow,  and  made  a  brief  speech,  informing 
them  that  the  cunning  of  the  fox  had  descended  upon 
my  head,  and  that  my  wiles  would  infallibly  circum¬ 
vent  the  enemy.  Like  another  Alexander,  I  thus  in¬ 
spired  confidence  in  the  breasts  of  my  soldiers,  and 
the  spirit  I  was  infusing  in  others  partly  communi¬ 
cated  itself  to  my  own  breast. 

Some  of  the  spies  now  returned  and  informed  me 
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that  they  had  discovered  a  village  of  Cheyennes  con¬ 
taining  thirty-seven  lodges. 

“Well,”  said  I,  after  learning  where  it  was,  “now 
return  and  watch  them  strictly ;  if  any  thing  happens, 
acquaint  me  with  it  promptly.” 

Away  they  went,  but  soon  returned  again  to  report 
that  the  enemy  had  moved  down  the  creek  (which  was 
then  called  Antelope  Creek,  a  small  tributary  of  the 
Missouri),  had  passed  through  the  canon ,  and  were  en¬ 
camped  at  its  mouth.  I  ordered  them  to  send  in  all 
the  spies  except  ten,  and  to  direct  those  ten  to  keep  a 
sharp  look-out.  I  then  determined  to  follow  them 
down  the  canon  and  attack  them  at  the  mouth,  thus 
cutting  off  their  retreat  into  the  canon  ;  but  again  I 
was  informed  that  the  enemy  had  moved  farther  down, 
and  had  encamped  in  the  edge  of  the  timber,  with  the 
evident  intention  of  remaining  there. 

I  approached  their  village  with  great  caution,  mov¬ 
ing  a  few  miles  a  day,  until  I  occupied  a  position  on 
a  hill  near  it,  where  I  had  an  almost  bird’s-eye  view 
of  the  village  underneath.  I  then  sent  all  my  extra 
horses,  together  with  the  boys  and  women,  to  the  rear; 
I  divided  the  warriors  into  three  parties,  reserving  the 
smallest  division  of  fifty  men  to  myself.  I  placed  the 
two  chief  divisions  in  juxtaposition,  out  of  view  of 
the  enemy,  and,  with  my  small  party,  intended  to  de¬ 
scend  upon  the  horses,  thinking  to  draw  them  after 
me ;  my  two  concealed  divisions  would  then  inclose 
them  as  in  a  lane,  and  we,  returning,  would  place  them 
under  a  triple  fire.  I  addressed  them  briefly,  begging 
them  to  show  the  enemy  they  were  Crows,  and  brave 
ones  too,  and  that,  if  they  would  strictly  obey  my 
directions,  we  could  retrieve  all  our  recent  reverses. 

The  two  corps  d'armee  being  in  position,  I  was  ad- 
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vancing  with  my  small  division,  when  we  came  sud¬ 
denly  upon  two  of  the  enemy,  whom  we  instantly  killed 
and  scalped.  We  rode  on,  being  in  full  sight  of  the 
enemy,  but  they  made  no  offer  to  come  out  of  their 
camp.  We  tried  every  means  to  provoke  them  to  ad¬ 
vance  ;  we  shook  our  two  scalps  at  them,  yet  reeking 
with  blood,  and  tantalized  them  all  we  could ;  but  they 
would  not  move.  To  have  charged  them  as  they  were 
situated  would  have  entailed  upon  us  severe  loss. 
We  had  taken  two  scalps  without  loss  of  blood,  more 
glorious  in  an  Indian’s  estimation  than  to  take  one 
hundred  if  a  single  life  was  sacrificed.  We  had  braved 
our  foes ;  we  had  stamped  them  as  cowards,  which  is 
almost  equal  to  death ;  so,  contenting  myself  with 
what  was  done,  I  concluded  to  draw  off  my  forces  and 
return  home.  We  were  received  at  the  village  with 
deafening  applause.  Every  face  was  washed  of  its 
mourning-paint;  gloom  gave  way  to  rejoicing;  and 
the  scalp-dance  was  performed  with  enthusiasm  and 
hilarity.  I  was  illustrated  with  the  distinguished 
name  of  Big  Bowl  (Bat-te-sarsh),  and  hailed  as  a  de¬ 
liverer  by  all  the  women  in  the  village. 

A  little  girl,  who  had  often  asked  me  to  marry  her, 
came  to  me  one  day,  and  with  every  importunity  in¬ 
sisted  on  my  accepting  her  as  my  wife.  I  said,  “  You 
are  a  very  pretty  gill,  but  you  are  but  a  child ;  when 
you  are  older  I  will  talk  to  you  about  it.” 

But  she  was  not  to  be  put  off.  “  You  are  a  great 
brave,”  she  said,  “and  braves  have  a  right  to  paint  the 
faces  of  their  wives  when  they  have  killed  the  enemies 
of  the  Crows.  I  am  a  little  girl  now,  I  know;  but  if  I 
am  your  wife,  you  will  paint  my  face  when  you  return 
from  the  war,  and  I  shall  be  proud  that  I  am  the  wife 
of  a  great  brave,  and  can  rejoice  with  the  other  women 
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whose  faces  are  painted  by  their  brave  husbands.  You 
will  also  give  me  fine  things,  fine  clothes,  and  scarlet 
cloth;  and  I  can  make  you  pretty  leggins  and  mocca¬ 
sins,  and  take  care  of  your  war-horses  and  war  imple¬ 
ments.” 

The  little  innocent  used  such  powerful  appeals  that, 
notwithstanding  I  had  already  seven  wives  and  a  lodge 
for  each,  I  told  her  she  might  be  my  wife.  I  took  her 
to  the  lodge  of  one  of  my  married  sisters,  told  her  that 
the  little  girl  was  my  wife,  and  that  she  would  make 
her  a  good  wood-carrier,  and  that  she  must  dress  her 
up  finely  as  became  the  spouse  of  a  brave.  My  sister 
was  much  pleased,  and  cheerfully  carried  out  all  my 
requests.  As  I  shall  have  occasion  to  speak  of  this  lit¬ 
tle  girl  again,  in  connection  with  the  medicine  lodge,  I 
shall  say  comparatively  little  of  her  at  this  time. 

I  spent  the  summer  very  agreeably,  being  engaged 
most  of  the  time  in  hunting  buffalo  and  trapping  bea¬ 
ver.  I  had  now  accumulated  three  full  packs,  worth  in 
market  three  thousand  dollars. 

One  day  I  took  a  fancy  to  hunt  mountain  sheep,  and 
for  company  took  my  little  wife  with  me.  She  was  par¬ 
ticularly  intelligent,  and  I  found  by  her  conversation 
that  she  surpassed  my  other  wives  in  sense.  She  was 
full  of  talk,  and  asked  all  manner  of  questions  concern¬ 
ing  my  travels  among  the  great  lodges  and  villages  of 
the  white  man;  if  the  white  squaws  were  as  pretty  as 
herself;  and  an  endless  variety  of  questions.  I  felt 
greatly  pleased  with  her  piquant  curiosity,  and  impart¬ 
ed  much  information  to  her.  Fixing  her  deep  black 
eyes  full  upon  mine,  she  at  length  said,  “  I  intend,  some 
time  in  my  life,  to  go  into  the  medicine  lodge.  ”  I  looked 
at  her  with  astonishment.  The  dedication  of  a  female 
to  the  service  of  the  Great  Spirit  is  a  dangerous  at- 
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tempt.  Like  all  forms  of  imposture,  it  requires  a  pecul¬ 
iar  talent  and  fitness  in  the  candidate  who  seeks  to 
gain  admission  into  the  sacred  lodge.  The  war-path 
secret  is  associated  with  the  ministration,  with  many 
other  fearful  ceremonies.  The  woman  who  succeeds  in 
her  ambitious  project  is  an  honored  participant  in  the 
sacred  service  of  the  Deity  through  life ;  but  where  one 
succeeds  numbers  fail,  and  the  failure  entails  instant 
death.  Three  years  subsequent  to  this  conversation, 
I  shall  have  to  relate  how  my  little  wife,  in  the  breath¬ 
less  silence  of  ten  thousand  warriors,  passed  the  fiery 
ordeal  in  safety,  and  went  triumphantly  into  the  lodge 
of  the  Great  Spirit. 

I  had  good  success  in  hunting,  killing  a  great  num¬ 
ber  of  sheep,  and  carried  their  skins  with  me  to  the 
village.  On  arriving,  I  called  at  the  lodge  of  my  allied 
brother,  who  insisted  on  my  entering  and  taking  a  meal. 
I  accepted  his  offer,  while  my  little  wife  ran  home  to 
communicate  my  great  success  in  hunting.  Our  meal 
consisted  of  strips  of  dried  buffalo  tongue,  which,  as  the 
Indians  did  not  half  cook  it,  was  a  dish  I  never  partook 
of.  What  was  served  me  on  this  occasion,  however, 
was  well  done,  and  I  ate  a  hearty  meal.  Supper  com¬ 
pleted,  I  was  praising  the  viands,  and  chanced  to  in¬ 
quire  what  dish  I  had  been  eating.  The  woman  re¬ 
plied  that  it  was  tongue,  and  expressed  by  her  looks 
that  I  must  have  known  what  it  was.  My  friend,  know¬ 
ing  that  I  had  departed  from  my  rule,  inferred  that  I 
had  infringed  my  medicine,  and  he  started  up  in  horror, 
shouting, “Tongue!  tongue!  you  have  ruined  his  med¬ 
icine  !  should  our  hero  be  slain  in  battle,  you  are  a  lost 
woman.” 

The  poor  woman  was  half  dead  with  fear,  her  fea¬ 
tures  expressing  the  utmost  horror. 


172 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF 


I  issued  from  the  lodge,  bellowing  in  imitation  of 
the  buffalo,  protruding  my  tongue,  and  pawing  up  the 
ground  like  a  bear  in  fury.  This  was  in  order  to  re¬ 
move  the  spell  that  had  settled  over  me,  and  recover 
the  strength  of  my  medicine.  I  recovered  at  length, 
and  proceeded  toward  my  lodge,  commiserated  by  a 
large  crowd,  who  all  deplored  the  taking  of  the  food  as 
a  lamentable  accident. 

That  same  evening  the  village  was  notified  by  the 
crier  that  on  the  following  day  there  would  be  a  sur¬ 
round,  and  all  were  summoned  to  attend.  I  accompa¬ 
nied  the  party,  and  the  surround  was  made,  several 
hundred  buffaloes  being  inclosed.  On  charging  among 
them  to  dispatch  them,  we  discovered  seven  Black  Foot 
Indians,  who,  finding  retreat  cut  off  from  them,  had 
hastily  provided  themselves  with  a  sand  fort.  I  struck 
one  of  the  victims  with  a  willow  I  had  in  my  hand, 
and  retired  thereupon,  declaring  I  had  wounded  the 
first  enemy.  This,  I  believe  I  have  before  mentioned, 
is  a  greater  honor  than  to  slay  any  number  in  battle. 

I  had  retired  to  a  short  distance,  and  was  standing 
looking  at  the  fight,  when  a  bullet,  discharged  from  the 
fort,  struck  the  dagger  in  my  belt,  and  laid  me  breath¬ 
less  on  the  ground.  Recovering  immediately,  I  arose, 
and  found  myself  bleeding  at  the  mouth.  Imagining 
the  ball  had  penetrated  some  vital  place,  I  gave  my¬ 
self  up  for  dead.  I  was  carried  to  the  village  by  scores 
of  warriors,  who,  with  me,  supposed  my  wound  to  be 
mortal,  and  were  already  deploring  their  warrior’s  fall. 
The  medicine  men  surrounded  me,  and  searched  for 
my  wound ;  but,  behold !  there  was  only  a  small  dis¬ 
coloration  to  be  seen ;  the  skin  was  not  perforated. 
The  ball  was  afterward  found  where  I  fell,  flattened  as 
if  struck  with  a  hammer.  It  was  then  declared  that  I 
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would  recover.  The  enemy’s  bullets  flattened  in  con¬ 
tact  with  my  person — my  medicine  was  infallible — I 
was  impenetrable  to  wound !  I  did  not  afford  them 
any  light  on  the  matter. 

As  soon  as  the  poor  woman  who  had  entertained  me 
at  supper  heard  that  I  was  wounded,  she  left  for  an¬ 
other  village,  and  was  not  seen  again  for  six  months. 
Supposing  herself  to  have  been  instrumental  in  destroy¬ 
ing  my  medicine,  and  knowing  that,  if  I  died,  her  life 
would  pay  the  forfeit  of  her  carelessness,  she  did  not 
dare  to  return.  She  chanced  to  see  me  unharmed  at 
the  village  where  she  had  taken  refuge,  and  then  she 
knew  her  life  was  redeemed. 

While  the  doctor  and  medicine  men  were  going 
through  their  spells  and  incantations  previous  to  un¬ 
covering  my  wound,  my  relatives,  in  their  solicitude 
for  my  life,  offered  profuse  rewards  if  they  would  save 
me.  Some  offered  twenty  horses,  some  fifty,  some 
more,  in  proportion  as  their  wealth  or  liberality  prompt¬ 
ed.  The  doctors  ransomed  my  life,  and  they  received 
over  five  hundred  horses  for  their  achievement. 

One  day  a  slight  dispute  arose  between  one  of  the 
braves  and  myself  about  some  trivial  matter,  and  as 
both  of  us  were  equally  obstinate  in  maintaining  our 
views,  we  both  became  angry.  My  disputant  remark¬ 
ed  with  great  superciliousness,  “  Ugh!  you  pretend  to 
be  a  brave,  but  you  are  no  brave.” 

We  drew  our  battle-axes  at  the  same  instant,  and 
rushed  at  each  other,  but  before  either  had  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  strike,  the  pipe  was  thrust  between  us,  com¬ 
pelling  us  to  desist,  to  disobey  which  is  instant  death. 
This  is  the  duty  of  certain  Indians,  who  occupy  the 
position  of  policemen  in  a  city.  They  then  said  to 
my  antagonist,  “You  said  that  ‘Big  Bowl’  was  no 
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brave.  You  lied ;  we  all  know  that  he  is  brave ;  our 
enemies  can  testify  to  it,  and  you  dare  not  deny  it  any 
more.  Hereafter,  if  you  wish  to  show  which  is  the 
greatest  brave,  wait  until  you  meet  the  enemy,  then 
we  can  decide ;  but  never  again  attempt  to  take  each 
other’s  lives.” 

This  interference  procured  peace.  It  was  not  long, 
however,  before  we  both  had  a  good  opportunity  to  de¬ 
termine  the  question  of  our  valor.  A  small  party  of 
thirty  warriors  was  embodied,  myself  and  my  antago¬ 
nist  being  of  the  number.  After  a  short  march  we  fell 
in  with  a  war-party  of  eighteen  Cheyennes,  who,  not¬ 
withstanding  the  disparity  of  numbers,  accepted  battle, 
well  knowing  that  escape  was  impossible.  I  pointed 
out  one  of  the  enemy  (who  I  could  see  by  his  dress 
and  the  peculiarity  of  his  hair  was  a  chief).  “You 
see  him  ?”  I  said.  “  Well,  we  can  decide  which  is  the 
best  man  now.  You  charge  directly  against  him  by 
my  side.” 

This  he  readily  assented  to,  but  still  I  could  detect 
in  his  countenance  an  expression  which  I  deciphered, 
“I  would  rather  not.”  I  saw  the  Indian  we  were  about 
to  attack  open  the  pan  of  his  gun,  and  give  it  a  slight 
tap  with  his  hand  to  render  its  discharge  certain.  He 
presented  his  piece,  and  took  the  most  deliberate  aim 
as  we  advanced  side  by  side  to  the  attack.  The  death 
of  one  of  us  seemed  inevitable,  and  I  did  not  like  the 
feeling  of  suspense.  A  few  spurrings  of  our  chargers, 
and  we  were  upon  him.  I  seized  the  muzzle  of  his 
gun  at  the  very  instant  that  i’t  exploded,  and  cut  him 
down  with  the  battle-axe  in  my  right  hand.  My  left 
cheek  was  filled  with  the  powder  from  the  discharge, 
the  stains  of  which  remain  to  this  day.  My  rival  did 
not  even  strike  at  the  Indian  I  had  killed. 


JAMES  P.  BECKWOURTH. 


177 


He  then  said  to  me,  “You  are  truly  a  great  warrior 
and  a  great  hrave ;  I  was  wrong  in  saying  what  I  did. 
We  are  now  good  friends.” 

Our  few  enemies  were  quickly  exterminated,  the  loss 
on  our  side  being  four  wounded,  including  my  powder- 
wound.  My  fame  was  still  farther  celebrated,  for  I  had 
again  struck  down  the  first  man,  who  was  a  great  chief, 
and  had  actually  charged  up  to  the  muzzle  of  his  gun, 
what  few  Indians  have  the  stamina  to  do.  On  our  re¬ 
turn  with  the  spoils  of  victory  we  were  warmly  con¬ 
gratulated  by  the  tribe,  and  I  was  still  farther  ennobled 
by  the  additional  name  of  Bull’s  Robe,  conferred  on  me 
by  my  father. 

It  was  now  the  fall  of  the  year.  I  had  been  a  Crow 
for  many  moons.  It  was  time  to  repair  to  the  trading- 
post  to  obtain  what  articles  we  needed.  I  determined 
to  accompany  the  party,  and  at  least  attend  to  the  sale 
of  my  own  effects.  What  peltry  I  had  was  worth 
three  thousand  dollars  in  St.  Louis,  and  I  was  solicit¬ 
ous  to  obtain  something  like  an  equivalent  in  exchange 
for  it. 

We  proceeded  to  Fort  Clarke,  on  the  Missouri.  I 
waited  until  the  Indians  had  nearly  completed  their  ex¬ 
changes,  speaking  nothing  but  Crow  language,  dressed 
like  a  Crow,  my  hair  as  long  as  a  Crow’s,  and  myself 
as  black  as  a  crow.  No  one  at  the  post  doubted  my 
being  a  Crow.  Toward  the  conclusion  of  the  business, 
one  of  my  tribe  inquired  in  his  own  language  for  “be- 
lias-i-pe-hish-a.”  The  clerk  could  not  understand  his 
want,  and  there  was  none  of  the  article  in  sight  for  the 
Indian  to  point  out.  He  at  length  called  Kipp  to  see 
if  he  could  divine  the  Indian’s  meaning. 

I  then  said  in  English,  “  Gentlemen,  that  Indian 
wants  scarlet  cloth.” 
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If  a  bomb-shell  had  exploded  in  the  fort  they  could 
not  have  been  more  astonished. 

‘  ‘Ah,  ”  said  one  of  them,  ‘  ‘  you  speak  English !  Where 
did  you  learn  it  ?” 

“  With  the  white  man.” 

“  How  long  were  you  with  the  whites  ?” 

“  More  than  twenty  years.” 

“  Where  did  you  live  with  them  ?” 

“In  St. Louis.” 

“  In  St.  Louis !  in  St.  Louis !  You  have  lived  twen¬ 
ty  years  in  St. Louis!” 

Then  they  scanned  me  closely  from  head  to  foot,  and 
Kipp  said,  “  If  you  have  lived  twenty  years  in  St.  Louis, 
I’ll  swear  you  are  no  Crow.” 

“No,  I  am  not.” 

“  Then  what  may  be  your  name?” 

“My  name  in  English  is  James  Beckwourth.” 

“  Good  heavens !  why  I  have  heard  your  name  men¬ 
tioned  a  thousand  times.  You  were  supposed  dead, 
and  were  so  reported  by  Captain  Sublet.” 

“  I  am  not  dead,  as  you  see ;  I  still  move  and  breathe.” 

“This  explains  the  mystery,” he  added, turning  to 
the  clerk,  “of  those  beaver-skins  being  marked  ‘J.B.’ 
Well,  well !  if  you  are  not  a  strange  mortal!” 

All  this  conversation  was  unintelligible  to  my  Crow 
brethren,  who  were  evidently  proud  to  see  a  Crow  talk 
so  fluently  to  the  white  man. 

“Now,” I  said,  “  I  have  seen  you  transact  your  busi¬ 
ness  without  interposing  with  a  word.  You  have  clear¬ 
ed  two  or  three  thousand  per  cent,  of  your  exchanges. 
I  do  not  grudge  it  you.  Were  I  in  your  place  I  should 
do  the  same.  But  I  want  a  little  more  liberal  treat¬ 
ment.  I  have  toiled  hard  for  what  I  have  obtained, 
and  I  want  the  worth  of  my  earnings.” 
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I  set  my  own  price  upon  my  property,  and,  to  the 
great  astonishment  of  my  Indian  brethren,  I  returned 
with  as  large  a  bale  of  goods  as  theirs  would  all  togeth¬ 
er  amount  to.  But,  as  I  have  said,  an  Indian  is  in  no 
wise  envious,  and,  instead  of  considering  themselves 
unfairly  used,  they  rejoiced  at  the  white  man’s  profu¬ 
sion  to  me,  and  supposed  the  overplus  he  had  given 
me  was  an  indemnity  for  the  captivity  they  had  held 
me  in. 

On  our  return  I  made  various  presents  to  all  my 
wives,  some  of  whom  I  did  not  see  for  months  togeth¬ 
er,  and  to  many  other  relatives.  I  had  still  a  good 
stock  to  trade  upon,  and  could  exchange  with  my 
brethren  at  any  rate  I  offered.  They  placed  implicit 
confidence  in  my  integrity,  and  a  beaver-skin  ex¬ 
changed  with  me  for  one  plug  of  tobacco  contented 
them  better  than  to  have  exchanged  it  for  two  with  the 
white  man. 

I  had  the  fairest  opportunity  for  the  acquisition  of 
an  immense  fortune  that  ever  was  placed  in  man’s  way. 
By  saying  one  word  to  the  tribe  I  could  have  kept  the 
white  trader  forever  out  of  their  territory,  and  thus 
have  gained  the  monopoly  of  the  trade  of  the  entire 
nation  for  any  term  of  years.  That  I  am  not  now  in 
possession  of  a  fortune  equal  to  that  of  an  Astor  or  a 
Girard  is  solely  the  fault  of  my  own  indolence,  and  I 
do  not  to  this  moment  see  how  I  came  to  neglect  the 
golden  opportunity. 

While  returning  from  the  trading-post,  we  fell  in 
with  a  party  of  about  two  hundred  and  fifty  Chey¬ 
enne  warriors,  to  oppose  whom  we  numbered  but  two 
hundred  warriors,  besides  being  encumbered  with  a 
still  greater  number  of  women.  As  good  fortune 
would  have  it,  they  attacked  us  in  the  daytime,  while 
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we  were  moving ;  whereas,  had  they  hut  waited  till 
we  were  encamped,  and  our  horses  turned  out,  I  do 
not  see  how  we  could  have  escaped  defeat.  In  trav¬ 
eling,  every  warrior  led  his  war-horse  by  his  side,  with 
lance  and  shield  attached  to  the  saddle. 

The  enemy  was  first  seen  by  one  of  our  scouts  at 
some  little  distance  from  the  main  body.  On  see¬ 
ing  they  were  discovered,  they  gave  chase  to  him,  and 
continued  on  until  they  came  upon  our  whole  party. 
Every  man  transferred  himself  to  his  war-horse,  and 
was  instantly  ready  to  receive  them.  They  advanced 
upon  our  line,  were  received  without  wavering,  and 
finally  driven  back.  It  was  now  our  turn  to  attack. 
We  charged  furiously  with  our  whole  force,  complete¬ 
ly  sweeping  every  thing  from  before  us,  and  killing  or 
disabling  at  least  fifty  of  the  enemy.  They  rallied 
and  returned,  but  the  reception  they  met  with  soon 
put  them  to  rout,  and  they  fled  precipitately  into  the 
timber,  where  we  did  not  care  to  follow  them. 

Our  loss  was  severe :  nine  warriors  killed  and  thir¬ 
teen  wounded,  including  myself,  who  had  received  an 
arrow  in  the  head — not  so  serious,  however,  as  to  pre¬ 
vent  me  doing  duty.  We  also  lost  one  pack-horse, 
laden  with  goods,  but  no  scalps.  We  took  eleven 
scalps  upon  the  field,  and  the  Cheyennes  afterward 
confessed  to  the  loss  of  fifty-six  warriors.  When  we 
lost  a  horse  in  the  action,  the  women  would  immedi¬ 
ately  supply  its  place  with  a  fresh  one.  We  were 
nearly  two  hundred  miles  from  home,  and  we  carried 
our  dead  all  the  way  thither. 

On  arriving  at  home,  I  found  my  father  greatly  ir¬ 
ritated.  He  had  lost  two  hundred  and  fifty  head  of 
horses  from  his  own  herd,  stolen  by  the  Black  Feet, 
who  had  raised  a  general  contribution  from  the  whole 
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village.  His  voice  was  still  for  war,  and  he  insisted  on 
giving  immediate  chase.  I  dissuaded  him  from  his 
intention,  representing  to  him  his  advanced  years,  and 
promising  to  go  myself  and  obtain  satisfaction  for  his 
losses.  He  reluctantly  consented  to  this  arrange¬ 
ment  ;  but,  four  or  five  days  after  my  departure  on  the 
errand,  his  medicine  became  so  strong  that  he  started 
off  with  a  party,  taking  an  opposite  direction  to  the 
one  I  had  gone  on.  My  party  consisted  of  two  hund¬ 
red  and  twenty  good  warriors,  and  my  course  lay  for 
the  head-waters  of  the  Arkansas,  in  the  Arrap-a-ho 
country. 

We  fell  in  with  no  enemies  on  our  way  until  we  ar¬ 
rived  at  a  village  which  contained  upward  of  one  hund¬ 
red  lodges.  We  formed  our  plans  for  assaulting  the 
place  the  next  day,  when  we  discovered  four  white 
men,  whom  we  surrounded.  The  poor  fellows  thought 
their  last  day  was  come,  and  I  was  amused  to  over¬ 
hear  their  conversation. 

“  They  will  surely  kill  us  all,”  said  one. 

“  In  what  manner  will  they  kill  us  ?”  asked  another. 

“  They  may  bum  us,”  suggested  a  third. 

Then  they  communed  among  themselves,  little 
thinking  there  was  one  overhearing  them  who  sympa¬ 
thized  with  every  apprehension  they  expressed. 

They  summed  up  their  consultation  by  one  saying, 
“  If  they  attempt  to  kill  us,  let  us  use  our  knives  to 
the  best  advantage,  and  sell  our  lives  as  dearly  as 
possible.” 

“  Gentlemen, ’’said  I,  “I  will  spare  you  that  trouble.” 

“Great  God!”  they  exclaimed,  “ Mr. Beckwourth, 
is  that  you  ?” 

“  Yes,”  I  replied,  “  that  is  my  name.  You  are  per¬ 
fectly  safe,  but  you  must  not  leave  our  camp  till  to¬ 
morrow.” 
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“For  what  reason?”  they  inquired. 

“  Because  there  is  a  village  close  by  which  we  mean 
to  assault  at  daybreak,  and  we  do  not  wish  our  design 
to  be  known.” 

“Oh,”  said  they,  “we  should  not  communicate  your 
designs,  and  we  did  not  even  know  of  the  village.” 

They  then  poured  out  before  me  a  whole  sea  of  mis¬ 
fortunes.  They  had  been  trapping — had  met  with  very 
good  success  ;  the  Indians  had  stolen  their  horses  ;  in 
attempting  to  cross  the  river  by  means  of  a  badly-con¬ 
structed  raft,  the  raft  had  fallen  to  pieces,  and  they  had 
lost  every  thing — peltry,  guns,  and  ammunition.  They 
were  now  making  their  way  to  New  Mexico,  with  noth¬ 
ing  to  eat  and  no  gun  to  kill  game  with.  They  were 
among  Indians,  and  were  two  or  three  hundred  miles 
from  the  nearest  settlements  of  New  Mexico.  I  en¬ 
tertained  them  well  while  they  staid,  and,  after  our 
assault  in  the  morning,  I  gave  them  two  guns  and 
twenty  rounds  of  ammunition,  and  counseled  them  to 
take  advantage  of  the  surprise  of  the  Indians  to  make 
good  their  escape.  One  of  the  four  afterward  inform¬ 
ed  me  that  they  reached  the  settlements  in  safety, 
having  killed  a  buffalo  and  a  deer  on  the  way. 

We  made  the  assault  as  appointed.  We  were 
mounted  on  horses  we  had  taken  from  the  village  dur¬ 
ing  the  night,  as  Indians  go  on  horse-stealing  expedi¬ 
tions  on  foot.  I  divided  my  force  into  two  bodies, 
giving  my  principal  scout  the  command  of  one.  I 
gave  orders  to  run  off  their  horses  without  risking  a 
battle,  if  no  opposition  were  offered ;  but,  if  they  show¬ 
ed  fight,  to  kill  whatever  came  in  their  way.  The 
Arrap-a-hos  are  very  poor  warriors,  but  on  this  occa¬ 
sion  they  defended  themselves  with  commendable  zeal 
and  bravery.  We  were,  however,  compelled  to  kill 
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fourteen  of  them,  for  our  own  security,  before  we  could 
get  their  horses  well  started.  On  our  side  we  had  four 
wounded;  and  if  they  had  not  delayed  to  scalp  the 
fallen  Indians,  that  might  have  been  avoided. 

We  succeeded  in  driving  away  over  sixteen  hund¬ 
red  horses,  all  well  conditioned,  with  which  we  arrived 
safely  at  home.  My  father  also  returned  about  the 
same  time  with  near  three  thousand  head,  all  superior 
animals.  The  Bull’s  Kobe  family  had  certainly  done 
wonders,  and  we  were  entertained  to  the  greatest  feast 
I  had  ever  seen.  The  whole  village  was  illuminated 
with  numerous  feux  de  joie ,  and  such  dancing  was 
never  known  before. 

I  received  another  addition  to  my  list  of  titles  in 
commemoration  of  this  event,  Is-ko-chu-e-chu-re,  the 
Enemy  of  Horses. 

A  feud  now  broke  out,  which  had  been  long  brew¬ 
ing,  between  two  different  parties  in  our  village,  one 
of  which  worshiped  foxes,  and  the  other  worshiped 
dogs.  The  warriors  of  the  latter  party  were  called 
Dog  Soldiers,  of  which  I  was  the  leader;  the  other 
party  was  led  by  Ked  Eyes.  The  quarrel  originated 
about  the  prowess  of  the  respective  parties,  and  was 
fostered  by  Red  Eyes,  on  the  part  of  the  rival  compa¬ 
ny,  and  by  Yellow  Belly  (in  Indian  A-re-she-res),  a 
man  in  my  company.  This  A-re-she-res  was  as  brave 
an  Indian  as  ever  trod  the  plain,  but  he  was  also  a  very 
bad  Indian — that  is,  he  was  disagreeable  in  his  man¬ 
ners,  and  very  insulting  in  his  conversation. 

Ked  Eyes  was  equally  brave,  but  of  a  different  dis¬ 
position.  His  was  a  reserved  pride ;  the  braggadocio 
of  A-re-she-res  offended  him.  This  rivalry  developed 
into  an  open  rupture,  and  the  pipe-men  were  obliged  to 
interfere  to  prevent  open  hostilities.  At  length  it  was 
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proposed,  in  order  to  cement  a  final  peace  between  the 
two  warriors,  that  each  should  select  from  his  own  par¬ 
ty  a  certain  number  of  men,  and  go  and  wage  common 
war  against  some  enemy — the  question  of  bravery  to 
be  decided  by  the  number  of  scalps  brought  in  on  each 
side. 

Red  Eyes  accordingly  chose  from  his  party  eighteen 
of  the  best  men,  himself  making  the  nineteenth — men 
who  would  suffer  death  rather  than  show  their  backs 
to  the  enemy.  A-re-she-res,  with  his  accustomed  fan¬ 
faronade,  said,  “I  can  beat  that  party  with  less  men; 
I  will  only  take  sixteen  men,  and  bring  in  more  scalps 
than  they.” 

He  came  to  me  and  said,  “Enemy  of  Horses,  I  want 
you  to  go  with  me  and  die  with  me.  It  is  of  no  use 
for  you  to  stay  with  this  people ;  they  are  not  brave 
any  longer.  Come  with  me,  and  we  will  enter  the 
spirit  land  together,  where  the  inhabitants  are  all  brave. 
There  is  better  hunting  ground  in  the  country  of  the 
Great  Spirit.  Come!” 

I  replied  I  would  rather  not  go  on  such  an  errand. 
I  have  women  to  live  for,  and  defend  against  the  ene¬ 
mies  of  the  Crows ;  that  when  I  fought  I  wished  to 
destroy  the  enemy  and  preserve  my  own  life.  “  That,” 
said  I,  “is  bravery  and  prudence  combined.” 

“  Ah !”  answered  he,  “  you  a  leader  of  the  Dog  Sol¬ 
diers,  and  refuse  to  go !  There  are  prettier  women  in 
the  land  of  the  Great  Spirit  than  any  of  your  squaws, 
and  game  in  much  greater  abundance.  I  care  noth¬ 
ing  about  my  life :  I  am  ready  to  go  to  the  land  of  the 
Great  Spirit.  You  must  go  with  me ;  perhaps  your 
medicine  will  save  not  only  yourself,  but  all  of  us.  If 
so,  it  will  be  so  much  the  better.” 

I,  not  wishing  to  be  thought  cowardly,  especially  by 
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A-re-shc-res,  at  length  consented  to  accompany  him, 
on  the  condition  that  he  would  stifle  all  harsh  feeling 
against  our  brethren,  and,  let  our  expedition  result  as 
it  would,  accept  the  decision  in  good  faith,  and  never 
refer  to  the  past. 

“  It  is  well,”  he  said ;  “  let  it  be  as  your  words 
speak.” 

The  two  parties  started  on  different  routes  to  the 
Cheyenne  country.  I  regarded  it  as  a  foolhardy  en¬ 
terprise,  but  if  it  resulted  in  the  establishment  of  peace, 
I  was  contented  to  take  part  in  it,  at  whatever  per¬ 
sonal  sacrifice.  We  used  every  precaution  against  a 
surprise,  and  A-re-she-res  willingly  adapted  his  move¬ 
ments  to  my  counsel ;  for,  though  he  was  as  brave  as 
a  lion,  and  fought  with  the  utmost  desperation,  he  was 
very  inconsiderate  of  consequences,  and  had  no  power 
of  calculating  present  combinations  to  come  at  a  de¬ 
sired  result. 

After  traveling  about  twenty  days,  we  arrived  at  a 
considerable  elevation,  from  whence  we  could  see,  at 
some  distance  on  the  prairie,  about  thirty  of  the  ene¬ 
my  engaged  in  killing  buffalo.  We  could  also  see 
their  village  at  a  distance  of  three  miles. 

“There  is  an  opportunity, ’’said A-re-she-res;  “now 
let  us  charge  these  Indians  in  the  open  prairie.” 

“  No,  no,”  I  replied  ;  “there  are  too  many  of  them; 
the  Cheyennes  are  brave  warriors ;  if  you  wish  to  car¬ 
ry  home  their  scalps,  we  must  get  into  their  path  and 
waylay  them ;  by  that  means  we  shall  kill  many  of 
them,  and  run  less  risk  of  our  own  lives.  We  shall 
gain  more  honor  by  preserving  the  lives  of  our  war¬ 
riors,  and  taking  back  the  scalps  of  the  enemy,  than 
by  sacrificing  our  lives  in  a  rash  and  inconsiderate 
charge.” 
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“  Tour  words  arc  true,”  said  lie,  “  and  we  will  do  as 
you  say.” 

“  Then,”  added  I,  “  turn  your  robes  the  hair  side 
out,  and  follow  me.” 

We  wound  our  way  down  the  trail  through  which 
they  must  necessarily  pass  to  reach  their  village,  and 
kept  on  until  we  reached  a  place  where  there  were  three 
gullies  worn  by  the  passage  of  the  water.  Through 
the  centre  gully  the  trail  passed,  thus  leaving  a  formi¬ 
dable  position  on  each  side,  in  which  an  ambuscade 
had  ample  concealment.  I  divided  my  party,  giving 
the  command  of  one  division  to  A-re-she-res.  We 
took  our  stations  in  the  ditches  on  each  side  the  trail, 
though  not  exactly  opposite  to  each  other.  I  directed 
the  opposite  party  not  to  fire  a  gun  until  they  should 
hear  ours,  and  then  each  man  to  take  the  enemy  in  the 
order  of  precedence.  The  unsuspecting  Cheyennes, 
as  soon  as  they  had  finished  butchering  and  dressing 
the  buffalo,  began  to  approach  us  in  parties  of  from 
three  to  eight  or  ten,  their  horses  loaded  with  meat, 
which  they  were  bearing  to  the  village.  When  there 
were  about  a  dozen  abreast  of  my  party,  I  made  a  sig¬ 
nal  to  fire,  and  nine  Cheyennes  fell  before  our  balls,  and 
eight  before  those  of  A-re-she-res’s  party.  Some  few 
of  the  enemy  who  had  passed  on,  hearing  the  guns,  re¬ 
turned  to  see  what  the  matter  was,  and  three  of  them 
became  victims  to  our  bullets.  We  all  rushed  from 
our  hiding-places  then,  and  some  fell  to  scalping  the 
prostrate  foe,  and  some  to  cutting  the  lashings  of  the 
meat  in  order  to  secure  the  horses,  the  remainder  keep¬ 
ing  the  surviving  enemy  at  bay.  Having  taken  twenty 
scalps,  we  sprang  upon  the  horses  we  had  freed  from 
their  packs,  and  retreated  precipitately,  for  the  enemy 
was  coming  in  sight  in  great  numbers. 


JAMES  P.  BECKWOURTH. 


187- 


We  made  direct  for  the  timber,  and,  leaving  our 
horses,  took  refuge  in  a  rocky  place  in  the  mountain, 
where  we  considered  ourselves  protected  for  a  while 
from  their  attacks.  To  storm  us  in  front  they  had  to 
advance  right  in  the  face  of  our  bullets,  and  to  reach 
us  in  the  rear  they  had  to  take  a  circuitous  route  of 
several  miles  round  the  base  of  the  mountain.  The 
enemy  evinced  the  utmost  bravery,  as  they  made  repeat¬ 
ed  assaults  right  up  to  the  fortification  that  sheltered 
us.  Their  bullets  showered  around  us  without  injury, 
but  we  could  bring  down  one  man  at  every  discharge. 
To  scalp  them,  however,  was  out  of  the  question. 

During  the  combat  a  great  Cheyenne  brave,  named 
Leg-in-the- Water,  charged  directly  into  our  midst,  and 
aimed  a  deadly  thrust  with  his  lance  at  one  of  our 
braves.  The  warrior  assailed  instantly  shivered  the 
weapon  with  his  battle-axe,  and  inflicted  a  ghastly 
wound  in  his  assailant’s  shoulder  with  a  second  blow. 
He  managed  to  escape,  leaving  his  horse  dead  in  our 
midst. 

By  this  time  we  were  encompassed  with  the  enemy, 
which  induced  the  belief  in  our  minds  that  retreat 
would  be  the  safest  course.  None  of  our  party  was 
wounded  except  A-re-she-res,  who  had  his  arm  broken 
with  a  bullet  between  the  shoulder  and  elbow.  He 
made  light  of  the  wound,  only  regretting  that  he  could 
no  longer  discharge  his  gun  ;  but  he  wielded  his  battle- 
axe  with  his  left  hand  as  well  as  ever. 

When  night  came  on  we  evacuated  our  fortress,  un¬ 
perceived  by  our  enemies.  They,  deeming  our  escape 
impossible,  were  quietly  resting,  intending  to  assault 
us  with  their  whole  force  in  the  morning,  and  take  our 
scalps  at  all  hazards.  Moving  with  the  stealth  of  a 
cat,  we  proceeded  along  the  summit  of  a  rocky  cliff 
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until  we  came  to  a  cleft  or  ravine,  through  which  wc 
descended  from  the  bluff  to  the  bottom,  which  was 
covered  with  a  heavy  growth  of  timber.  We  then 
hastened  home,  arriving  there  on  the  twenty-eighth 
day  from  the  time  we  left. 

They  had  given  us  over  for  lost ;  but  when  they 
saw  us  returning  with  twenty  scalps,  and  only  one  of 
our  party  hurt,  their  grief  gave  way  to  admiration,  and 
we  were  hailed  with  shouts  of  applause. 

Our  rival  party,  under  Red  Eyes,  had  returned  five 
or  six  days  previously,  bringing  with  them  seventeen 
scalps,  obtained  at  the  loss  of  one  man.  Our  party 
was  declared  the  victor,  since  we  had  taken  the  great¬ 
er  number  of  scalps,  with  the  weaker  party,  and  with¬ 
out  loss  of  life,  thus  excelling  our  rivals  in  three  sev¬ 
eral  points.  Red  Eyes  cheerfully  acknowledged  him¬ 
self  beaten,  good  feeling  was  restored,  and  the  subject 
of  each  other’s  bravery  was  never  after  discussed. 

We  had  still  another  advantage,  inasmuch  as  we 
could  dance,  a  celebration  they  were  deprived  of,  as 
they  had  lost  a  warrior ;  they,  however,  joined  our 
party,  and  wanted  nothing  in  heartiness  to  render  our 
dance  sufficiently  boisterous  to  suffice  for  the  purpose 
of  both. 

All  the  dancing  is  performed  in  the  open  air,  with 
the  solid  ground  for  a  floor.  It  consists  of  jumping 
up  and  down,  intermixed  with  violent  gestures  and 
stamping ;  they  keep  time  with  a  drum  or  tambourine, 
composed  of  antelope-skin  stretched  over  a  hoop,  the 
whole  party  singing  during  the  performance. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

Great  Loss  of  Horses  in  the  Mountains. — Destructive  Battle  with  the 
Black  Feet. — Storming  of  their  Natural  Fort. — Trouble  with  the 
Cheyennes. 

We  went  along  without  noteworthy  occurrence  un¬ 
til  the  following  March,  when  we  moved  from  the  west¬ 
ern  to  the  eastern  side  of  what  was  at  that  time  called 
Tongue  River  Mountain,  one  of  the  peaks  of  the  Rocky 
Mountain  chain.  The  buffaloes  had  receded  from  the 
environs  of  our  old  camping-ground,  and  had  been  at¬ 
tracted  to  the  region  whither  we  removed  in  conse¬ 
quence  of  the  grass  being  in  a  more  forward  state. 

Our  community  numbered  ten  thousand  souls — 
men,  women,  and  children — together  with  an  immense 
number  of  horses.  In  crossing  the  mountain,  we  found 
the  snow  to  be  of  so  great  depth,  being  farther  in¬ 
creased  with  a  three  days’  recent  storm,  that  the 
mountain  was  impassable.  In  this  severe  journey, 
which  occupied  three  days,  we  had  twelve  hundred 
horses  perish  in  the  snow.  Previously,  the  Black  Feet 
had  stolen  eight  hundred  head,  and  we  were  in  no  con¬ 
dition  to  follow  them,  as  we  were  all  engaged  in  pack¬ 
ing  up  for  removal.  We  reached  the  prairie,  on  the 
eastern  side  of  the  mountain,  after  a  toilsome  journey, 
and  found  good  camping-ground  on  Box  Elder  Creek. 
The  morning  following  our  arrival  we  started  on  a 
surround,  in  parties  of  fifty  and  upward,  as  our  whole 
population  was  without  meat.  I  rode  a  pack-horse, 
and  three  of  my  wives  were  with  me,  each  leading  a 
saddle-horse.  I  had  not  proceeded  far  before  I  heard 
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a  noise  that  sounded  very  much  like  a  war-hoop.  I 
stopped  my  horse  to  listen.  Those  near  me  said  it 
was  a  signal  from  one  of  the  parties,  who  had  discov¬ 
ered  buffalo,  and  we  proceeded  on  our  journey.  Soon, 
however,  I  heard  the  yell  again,  and  I  became  satisfied 
there  was  something  more  than  buffalo  astir.  I  rode 
to  a  small  eminence  close  by,  and  descried  a  party  of 
our  hunters  at  a  distance  making  signals  for  others  to 
succor  them.  I  turned  back  to  my  wives,  and  dis¬ 
patched  two  of  them  to  the  village  for  my  war  instru¬ 
ments,  and  then  galloped  on  to  ascertain  the  cause  of 
the  alarm.  Not  more  than  fifty  of  our  warriors  were 
then  before  me. 

I  then  learned  that  they  had  before  them  a  party  of 
one  hundred  and  sixty  Black  Foot  warriors,  who  had 
thrown  themselves  into  an  apparently  impregnable 
fortress.  It  was  a  stronghold  manifestly  thrown  up 
in  some  of  Nature’s  grand  convulsions,  it  would  seem, 
for  the  very  purpose  to  which  it  was  now  applied.  It 
was  a  huge  mass  of  granite,  forming  a  natural  wall  in 
front  of  a  graduated  height,  varying  from  twenty-five 
feet  to  six  feet,  the  lowest  part;  it  was  solid,  and  nearly 
perpendicular  all  round. 

There  was  in  our  camp  a  young  Kentuckian  named 
Robert  Mildrum,  naturally  a  brave  fellow,  though  he 
seldom  went  out  in  the  war  parties ;  but  when  the  vil¬ 
lage  was  assaulted,  he  always  fought  like  a  tiger.  He 
was  a  good  trapper  and  a  skillful  blacksmith,  and  had 
been  out  in  the  employ  of  the  American  Fur  Compa¬ 
ny.  I  met  him  while  we  were  surveying  the  enemy’s 
stronghold. 

I  said  to  him,  “  Mildrum,  if  the  adage  is  true,  there 
is  policy  in  war.  These  Indians  make  no  question  of 
our  bravery;  had  we  not  better  resign  to  them  the 
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brunt  of  this  encounter,  and  not  expose  our  lives  in  a 
cause  that  we  have  no  concern  in  ?  How  do  you  in¬ 
tend  to  act?” 

“As  for  me,”  said  Mildrum,  “I  must  be  in  the 
fray.  If  we  are  to  see  any  fun,  I  want  my  share  of 
the  entertainment.” 

“  Well,”  said  I,  “  I  shall  endeavor  to  keep  by  you.” 
•  The  Indians  had  by  this  time  assembled  to  the  num¬ 
ber  of  from  five  to  seven  hundred,  and  were  watching 
the  fort  indecisively,  awaiting  instructions  from  the 
chief.  Many  had  succeeded  in  running  and  sheltering 
under  the  wall,  while  several  had  been  shot  in  making 
the  attempt.  I  ran  to  the  wall  to  reconnoitre  it,  and 
soon  saw  there  were  two  ways  in  which  it  could  be 
taken ;  one  was  by  bombardment,  and  the  other  was 
by  storm.  Bombardment  was  out  of  the  question,  as 
our  heaviest  calibre  was  a  rifle-bore.  I  waited  to  see 
what  steps  would  be  taken. 

Long  Hair,  the  head  chief  of  the  nation,  said,  “War¬ 
riors,  listen !  Our  marrow-bones  are  broken  ;  the  en¬ 
emy  has  chosen  a  strong  fort ;  we  can  not  drive  them 
from  it  without  sacrificing  too  many  men.  Warriors, 
retreat !” 

I  replied,  “  No ;  'hold !  Warriors,  listen !  If  these 
old  men  can  not  fight,  let  them  retire  with  the  women 
and  children.  We  can  kill  every  one  of  these  Black 
Feet :  then  let  us  do  it.  If  we  attempt  to  run  from 
here,  we  shall  be  shot  in  the  back,  and  lose  more  war¬ 
riors  than  to  fight  and  kill  them  all.  If  we  get  killed, 
our  friends  who  love  us  here  will  mourn  our  loss,  while 
those  in.  the  spirit  land  will  sing  and  rejoice  to  welcome 
us  there,  if  we  ascend  to  them  dying  like  braves.  The 
Great  Spirit  has  sent  these  enemies  here  for  us  to  slay; 
if  we  do  not  slay  them,  he  will  be  angry  with  us,  and 


194 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF 


will  never  suffer  us  to  conquer  our  enemies  again.'  He 
will  drive  off  all  our  buffaloes,  and  will  wither  the  grass 
on  the  prairies.  No,  warriors  I  we  will  fight  as  long 
as  one  of  them  survives.  Come,  follow  me,  and  I  will 
show  you  how  the  braves  of  the  great  white  chief 
fight  their  enemies !” 

“  Enemy  of  Horses,”  exclaimed  hundreds  of  the 
brave  and  impatient  warriors  who  were  crowded  round 
me,  “lead  us,  and  we  will  follow  you  to  the  spirit 
land.” 

Accepting  the  charge,  I  stationed  a  large  body  of 
those  who  were  never  known  to  flinch  on  one  side  of 
the  position,  which  I,  with  my  followers,  intended  to 
scale.  I  thus  thought  to  engage  the  attention  of  the 
enemy  until  we  made  good  our  entrance,  when  I  felt  no 
longer  doubtful  of  success.  I  then  told  them  as  1 
threw  up  my  shield  the  third  time,  and  shouted  “Hoo- 
ki-hi,”they  were  to  scale  the  wall  as  fast  as  possible, 
and  beat  down  whatever  resistance  might  be  offered 
them. 

I  had  divested  myself  of  all  my  weapons  except  my 
battle-axe  and  scalping-knife,  the  latter  being  attached 
to  my  wrist  with  a  string.  I  then  made  the  signal, 
and  when  I  raised  the  shout  “  Hoo-ki-hi,”  the  party 
opposite  began  to  hoist  one  another  up.  When  1 
sprang  for  the  summit  of  the  wall,  I  found  that  my 
women  were  holding  my  belt ;  I  cut  it  loose  with  my 
knife,  and  left  it  in  their  hands.  I  was  the  first  on 
the  wall,  but  was  immediately  followed  by  some  scores 
of  warriors.  The  enemy’s  whole  attention,  when  we 
entered  the  arena,  was  directed  to  the  opposite  party, 
and  we  had  time  to  cut  numbers  down  before  they  were 
aware  of  our  entrance.  The  carnage  for  some  min¬ 
utes  was  fearful,  and  the  Black  Feet  fought  with  des- 
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peration,  knowing  their  inevitable  doom  if  taken.  The 
clash  of  battle-axes,  and  the  yells  of  the  opposing  com¬ 
batants  were  truly  appalling.  Many  leaped  the  wall 
only  to  meet  their  certain  doom  below,  where  hundreds 
of  battle-axes  and  lances  were  ready  to  drink  their 
blood  as  soon  as  they  touched  ground.  The  interior 
surface  of  this  huge  rock  was  concave,  and  the  blood 
all  ran  to  the  centre,  where  it  formed  a  pool,  which 
emitted  a  sickening  smell  as  the  warm  vapor  ascended 
to  our  nostrils.  It  was  also  a  work  of  great  difficulty 
to  keep  one’s  feet,  as  the  mingled  gore  and  brains  were 
scattered  every  where  round  this  fatal  place.  The 
blood  of  the  Crow  and  the  Black  Foot  mingled  togeth¬ 
er  in  this  common  pool,  for  many  of  our  warriors  fell 
in  this  terrible  strife. 

All  was  silent  within  a  few  minutes  after  we  had 
gained  an  entrance.  Victims  who  were  making  away 
with  their  bowels  ripped  open  were  instantly  felled 
with  the  battle-axe  and  stilled  in  death.  The  wound¬ 
ed  were  cared  for  by  their  friends,  and  the  dead  re¬ 
moved  from  sight.  Upward  of  forty  Crows  were  kill¬ 
ed,  and  double  the  number  wounded.  There  were  en¬ 
gaged  on  the  side  of  the  Crows  about  twenty  white 
men,  and  only  one  was  wounded,  though  nearly  all 
scaled  the  wall  with  the  Indians.  Mildrum  was  seri¬ 
ously  injured  by  leaping  from  the  heights  after  an  In¬ 
dian,  but  he  soon  recovered. 

Our  spoils  were  one  hundred  and  sixty  scalps,  and 
an  immense  quantity  of  guns  and  ammunition,  a  large 
amount  of  dried  meats,  with  arrows,  lances,  knives, 
in  great  abundance. 

Here  an  incident  happened  with  my  little  wife  and 
mother  worth  mentioning.  They  were  seated  outside, 
and  under  the  wall,  when  Owl  Bear,  one  of  the  chiefs, 


196 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF 


happening  to  pass,  asked  the  girl  if  she  was  not  the 
wife  of  the  Enemy  of  Horses.  She  answered  that  she 
was. 

“I  thought  so,”  he  said,  “because  you  are  such  a 
pretty  little  squaw ;  but  you  have  no  husband  now ; 
he  was  shot  through  the  head  in  the  fort,  and  instant¬ 
ly  killed;  and  here  you  are  playing  with  sticks!” 

The  poor  thing,  together  with  her  mother,  screamed 
out  at  the  intelligence,  and,  seizing  a  battle-axe,  each 
cut  off  a  finger.  The  girl  then  stabbed  her  forehead 
with  a  knife,  and  was  instantly  dripping  with  blood. 
The  chief  came  laughing  to  me,  and  said,  “  That  little 
wife  of  yours  loves  you  better  than  any  of  your  other 
wives.” 

“  How  do  you  know  ?”  I  inquired. 

“  Because  I  told  them  all  you  were  dead,  and  she 
was  the  only  one  that  cut  off  a  finger ;”  and  he  laugh¬ 
ed  aloud  as  he  passed  on. 

Soon,  however,  she  climbed  the  wall,  and  forced  her 
way  into  the  fort,  and  came  directly  to  me.  She  pre¬ 
sented  a  sickening  spectacle,  and  was  covered  entirely 
with  blood.  Seeing  me,  she  burst  into  tears,  and  as 
soon  as  she  could  articulate,  said,  “  Why,  you  are  not 
dead,  after  all !  Owl  Bear  told  me  you  were  killed, 
and  I  came  to  seek  your  body.” 

“Who  are  you  mourning  for?”  I  asked;  “is  your 
brother  or  father  scalped  ?” 

“  No ;  I  mourned  because  I  thought  you  were  kill¬ 
ed  ;  Owl  Bear  told  me  you  were.” 

“You  must  not  believe  all  you  hear,”  I  said;  “  some 
Indians  have  crooked  tongues.  But  come  and  spread 
your  robe,  and  carry  this  gun  and  spoils  of  my  first 
victim  to  the  village,  and  there  wash  your  fac®  and 
bind  up  your  finger.” 
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She  did  as  I  directed  her,  and  departed. 

As  soon  as  we  had  collected  all  the  trophies  be¬ 
queathed  us  by  our  fallen  foes,  and  gathered  all  our 
own  dead,  we  moved  back  to  the  new  camp.  On  our 
way,  I  exerted  myself  to  the  utmost  to  console  the  af¬ 
flicted  mourners.  I  told  them  that  their  friends  were 
happy  in  the  spirit  land,  where  there  were  no  ene¬ 
mies  to  fight,  where  all  was  everlasting  contentment, 
and  where  they  were  happy  in  endless  amusement.  I 
said  that  in  a  few  days  I  would  avenge  the  fall  of  our 
warriors,  and  depart  for  that  peaceful  land  myself. 

I  could  plainly  see  that  this  last  promise  afforded 
them  more  satisfaction  than  all  my  other  consoling  re¬ 
marks  ;  but  I  disliked  to  see  their  horrid  fashion  of 
mourning,  and  my  promise  of  future  victory  speedily 
washed  their  faces  of  their  present  grief;  for  a  prom¬ 
ise  from  me  was  confided  in  by  all  the  tribe.  There 
was,  of  course,  no  dancing,  for  we  had  lost  too  many 
warriors ;  but  in  the  evening  there  was  great  visiting 
throughout  the  village,  to  talk  over  the  events  of  the 
day,  and  hear  the  statements  of  those  who  had  taken 
part  in  the  battle.  -Long  Hair  came  to  the  lodge  of 
my  father  to  congratulate  me  on  my  great  feat  in  scal¬ 
ing  the  wall,  and  to  talk  of  the  victory  of  his  people 
achieved  through  my  valor.  All  who  were  present  re¬ 
lated  the  deeds  they  had  performed.  As  each  narrated 
his  exploits,  all  listened  with  profound  attention. 

While  this  was  going  on,  my  little  wife,  who  sat 
near  by,  crawled  behind  me,  and,  whispering  in  my 
ear,  inquired  if  I  had  obtained  any  coos.  These  coos 
she  inquired  after  are  the  same  as  counts  in  a  game  of 
billiards :  the  death  of  one  warrior  counts  as  one ;  of 
two  warriors  counts  as  two ;  every  battle-axe  or  gun 
taken  counts  one  to  the  victor’s  merit.  I  said  I  had 
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hot,  at  which  she  looked  aghast.  But  when  the  ques¬ 
tion  was  put  to  me  by  the  chief  shortly  after,  I  an¬ 
swered  “  Eleven.”  On  this  she  administered  eleven 
taps  on  my  back  with  her  finger,  and  again  whispered, 
“  Ah !  I  thought  your  tongue  was  crooked  when  you 
told  me  you  had  no  coos."  All  the  coos  are  registered 
in  the  great  medicine  lodge  in  favor  of  the  brave  who 
wins  them. 

I  trust  that  the  reader  does  not  suppose  that  I  waded 
through  these  scenes  of  carnage  and  desolation  with¬ 
out  some  serious  reflections  on  the  matter.  Disgust¬ 
ed  at  the  repeated  acts  of  cruelty  I  witnessed,  I  often 
resolved  to  leave  these  wild  children  of  the  forest  and 
return  to  civilized  life ;  but  before  I  could  act  upon 
my  decision,  another  scene  of  strife  would  occur,  and 
the  Enemy  of  Horses  was  always  the  first  sought  for 
by  the  tribe.  I  had  been  uniformly  successful  so  far ; 
and  how  I  had  escaped,  while  scores  of  warriors  had 
been  stricken  down  at  my  side,  was  more  than  I  could 
understand.  I  was  well  aware  that  many  of  my  friends 
knew  of  the  life  I  was  leading,  and  I  almost  feared  to 
think  of  the  opinions  they  must  form  of  my  character. 
But,  in  justification,  it  may  be  urged  that  the  Crows  had 
never  shed  the  blood  of  the  white  man  during  my  stay 
in  their  camp,  and  I  did  not  intend  they  ever  should, 
if  I  could  raise  a  voice  to  prevent  it.  They  were  con¬ 
stantly  at  war  with  tribes  who  coveted  the  scalps  of 
the  white  man,  but  the  Crows  were  uniformly  faithful 
in  their  obligations  to  my  race,  and  would  rather  serve 
than  injure  their  white  brethren  without  any  consider¬ 
ation  of  profit. 

In  addition  to  this,  Self-interest  would  whisper  her 
counsel.  I  knew  I  could  acquire  the  riches  of  Croesus 
if  I  could  but  dispose  of  the  valuable  stock  of  peltry  I 
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had  the  means  of  accumulating.  I  required  but  an 
object  in  view  to  turn  the  attention  of  the  Indians  to 
the  thousands  of  traps  that  were  laid  by  to  rust.  I 
would  occasionally  use  arguments  to  turn  them  from 
their  unprofitable  life,  and  engage  them  in  peaceful  in¬ 
dustry.  But  I  found  the  Indian  would  be  Indian  still, 
in  spite  of  my  efforts  to  improve  him. 

They  would  answer,  “Our  enemies  steal  our  horses ; 
we  must  fight  and  get  them  back  again,  or  steal  in 
turn.  Without  horses  we  can  make  no  surrounds,  nor 
could  we,  to  protect  our  lives,  fight  our  foes  when  they 
attack  our  villages.” 

Of  course  these  arguments  were  unanswerable.  So 
long  as  they  were  surrounded  with  enemies,  they  must 
be  prepared  to  defend  themselves.  The  large  majori¬ 
ty  of  Indian  troubles  arise  from  their  unrestrained  ap- 
.  propriation  of  each  other’s  horses.  It  is  their  only 
branch  of  wealth ;  like  the  miser  with  his  gold,  their 
greed  for  horses  can  not  be  satisfied.  All  their  other 
wants  are  merely  attended  to  from  day  to  day ;  then- 
need  supplied,  they  look  no  farther ;  but  their  appetite 
for  horses  is  insatiable :  they  are  ever  demanding  more. 

Mildrum  and  myself  had  a  long  conversation  on  the 
subject  while  he  was  smarting  with  the  injury  he  re¬ 
ceived  in  leaping  from  the  fort.  He  would  say,  “  Beck- 
wourth,  I  am  pretty  well  used  to  this  Indian  life; 
there  is  a  great  deal  in  it  that  charms  me.  But  when 
I  think  of  my  old  Kentucky  home — of  father,  mother, 
and  other  friends  whom  I  tenderly  love,  and  with  whom 
I  could  be  so  happy,  I  wonder  at  the  vagabond  spirit 
that  holds  me  here  among  these  savages,  fighting  their 
battles,  and  risking  my  life  and  scalp,  which  I  fairly 
suppose  exceeds  in  value  ten  thousand  of  these  blood¬ 
thirsty  heathen.  How,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  sa- 
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cred,  can  we  reconcile  ourselves  to  it  ?  Why  don’t  we 
leave  them  ?” 

The  medicine  men  held  a  council,  and  resolved  to 
remove  the  village ;  the  Great  Spirit  was  displeased 
with  the  spot,  and  had  therefore  suffered  all  our  war¬ 
riors  to  be  killed.  We  accordingly  pulled  up  stakes 
and  moved  a  short  distance  farther. 

While  we  were  busy  moving,  my  little  squaw  an¬ 
gered  me,  and  I  drove  her  away.  She  not  daring  to 
disobey  me,  I  saw  no  more  of  her  until  she  supposed 
my  anger  was  appeased.  She  then  came  to  the  lodge 
while  I  was  conversing  with  my  brothers,  and,  putting 
her  childish  head  into  the  door,  said  humbly,  “  I  know 
you  are  angry  with  me,  but  I  want  you  to  come  and 
stay  at  our  lodge  to-night ;  we  are  outside  the  village, 
and  my  father  and  mother  are  afraid.” 

“Yes,”  said  my  brother,  “  she  has  no  ears  now ;  she 
is  but  a  child  ;  she  will  have  ears  when  she  grows  old¬ 
er  ;  you  had  better  go  and  protect  the  old  people.” 

I  told  her  to  run  home,  and  I  would  soon  follow. 

I  went  to  the  lodge  accordingly.  In  the  night  I 
heard  the  snorting  of  horses,  which  were  tied  near  the 
lodge  door.  I  crept  softly  out  and  looked  carefully 
around.  I  then  crawled,  without  the  least  noise,  out 
of  the  lodge,  and  caught  sight  of  an  Indian,  who  I  knew 
was  there  for  no  good  purpose.  He  was  using  the  ut¬ 
most  precaution ;  he  had  a  sharp-pointed  stick,  with 
which  he  raised  the  leaves  that  lay  in  his  way,  so  that 
his  feet  might  not  crush  them,  and  thus  alarm  the  in¬ 
mates  of  the  lodge.  Every  step  brought  him  nearer 
to  the  animals,  who,  with  necks  curved  and  ears  erect, 
gave  an  occasional  snort  at  the  approach  of  the  Indian. 
This  would  bring  him  to  a  halt.  Then  again  he  would 
bring  his  stick  into  action,  and  prepare  a  place  for  an- 
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other  step,  not  mistrusting  that  he  was  approaching 
the  threshold  of  death.  The  ropes  were  tied  close 
to  the  lodge  door,  and  to  untie  them  he  must  approach 
within  six  feet  of  where  I  lay  on  the  ground.  I  let 
him  advance  as  near  as  I  thought  safe,  when,  with  one 
bound,  I  grappled  him,  and  gave  the  war-hoop.  He 
was  the  hardest  to  hold  that  ever  I  had  my  arms 
around,  but  I  had  both  his  arms  pinned  in  my  embrace 
round  his  lithe  and  nimble  body,  and  he  could  not  re¬ 
lease  one  so  as  to  draw  his  knife.  Instantly  we  were 
surrounded  with  fifty  armed  warriors ;  and  when  I  saw 
a  sufficient  breastwork  round  about,  I  released  my  hold 
and  stepped  back.  He  was  riddled  with  bullets  in  an 
instant,  and  fell  without  a  cry. 

His  scalp  sufficed  to  wash  off  the  mourning-paint 
from  every  face  in  the  village,  and  all  was  turned  into 
mirth,  although  this  general  change  in  feeling  did  not 
restore  the  dismembered  fingers  or  heal  their  voluntary 
wounds.  Greater  than  ever  was  the  Enemy  of  Horses, 
and  I  received  a  still  more  ennobling  appellation,  Shas- 
ka-o-hush-a,  the  Bobtail  Horse.  The  village  exhaust¬ 
ed  itself  in  showing  its  admiration  of  my  exploit ;  and 
my  single  scalp  was  greeted  with  as  much  honor  as  if 
I  had  slaughtered  a  hundred  of  the  enemy. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Short  Account  of  Pine  Leaf,  the  Crow  Heroine. — Twenty  Days’  Bat¬ 
tle  with  the  Cheyennes. — Return  of  the  Village  to  the  west  Side  of 
the  Mountains. — Letter  from  M‘Kenzie. — Visit  to  his  Trading-po:  t 
at  the  Mouth  of  the  Yellow  Stone. 

In  connection  with  my  Indian  experience,  I  conceive 
it  to  be  my  duty  to  devote  a  few  lines  to  one  of  the 
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bravest  women  that  ever  lived,  namely,  Pine  Leaf — in 
Indian,  Bar-chee-am-pe:  For  an  Indian,  she  possess¬ 
ed  great  intellectual  powers.  She  was  endowed  with 
extraordinary  muscular  strength,  with  the  activity  of 
the  cat  and  the  speed  of  the  antelope.  Her  features 
were  pleasing,  and  her  form  symmetrical.  She  had 
lost  a  brother  in  the  attack  on  our  village  before  men¬ 
tioned — a  great  brave,  and  her  twin  brother.  He  was 
a  fine  specimen  of  the  race  of  red  men,  and  bade  fair 
to  rise  to  distinction ;  but  he  was  struck  down  in  his 
strength,  and  Pine  Leaf  was  left  to  avenge  his  death. 
She  was  at  that  time  twelve  years  of  age,  and  she  sol¬ 
emnly  vowed  that  she  would  never  many  until  she 
had  killed  a  hundred  of  the  enemy  with  her  own  hand. 
Whenever  a  war-party  started,  Pine  Leaf  was  the  first 
to  volunteer  to  accompany  them.  Her  presence  among 
them  caused  much  amusement  to  the  old  veterans ;  but 
if  she  lacked  physical  strength,  she  always  rode  the 
fleetest  horses,  and  none  of  the  warriors  could  outstrip 
her.  All  admired  her  for  her  ambition,  and  as  she  ad¬ 
vanced  in  years,  many  of  the  braves  grew  anxious  for 
the  speedy  accomplishment  of  her  vow.  She  had 
chosen  my  party  to  serve  in,  and  when  I  engaged  in 
the  fiercest  struggles,  no  one  was  more  promptly  at  my 
side  than  the  young  heroine.  She  seemed  incapable 
of  fear ;  and  when  she  arrived  at  womanhood,  could  fire 
a  gun  without  flinching,  and  use  the  Indian  weapons 
with  as  great  dexterity  as  the  most  accomplished  war¬ 
rior. 

I  began  to  feel  more  than  a  common  attachment  to¬ 
ward  her.  Her  intelligence  charmed  me,  and  her  mod¬ 
est  and  becoming  demeanor  singled  her  out  from  her 
sex.  One  day,  while  riding  leisurely  along,  I  asked 
her  to  marry  me  provided  we  both  returned  safe.  She 
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flashed  her  dark  eye  upon  mine,  “  You  have  too  many 
already,”  she  said.  “Do  you  suppose  I  would  break 
my  vow  to  the  Great  Spirit  ?  He  sees  and  knows  all 
things  ;  he  would  be  angry  with  me,  and  would  not 
suffer  me  to  live  to  avenge  my  brother’s  death.” 

I  told  her  that  my  medicine  said  that  I  must  marry 
her,  and  then  I  could  never  be  vanquished  or  killed  in 
battle.  She  laughed  and  said,  “Well,  I  will  marry 
you.” 

“  When  we  return  ?” 

“No ;  but  when  the  pine-leaves  turn  yellow.” 

I  reflected  that  it  would  soon  be  autumn,  and  re¬ 
garded  her  promise  as  valid.  A  few  days  afterward 
it  occurred  to  my  mind  that  pine-leaves  do  not  turn 
yellow,  and  I  saw  I  had  been  practiced  upon. 

When  I  again  spoke  to  her  on  the  subject,  I  said, 
“  Pine  Leaf,  you  promised  to  marry  me  when  the  pine- 
leaves  should  turn  yellow :  it  has  occurred  to  me  that 
they  never  grow  yellow.” 

She  returned  no  answer  except  a  hearty  laugh. 

“  Am  I  to  understand  that  you  never  intend  to  mar¬ 
ry  me  ?”  I  inquired. 

“Yes,  I  will  marry  you,”  she  said,  with  a  coquet¬ 
tish  smile. 

“  But  when  ?” 

“  When  you  shall  find  a  red-headed  Indian.” 

I  saw  I  advanced  nothing  by  importuning  her,  and 
I  let  the  matter  rest.  However,  to  help  her  on  with 
her  vow,  I  never  killed  an  Indian  if  she  was  by  to  per¬ 
form  it  for  me,  thinking  that  when  her  number  were 
immolated  there  might  be  better  chance  of  pressing 
my  suit. 

We  frequently  shifted  our  camping-ground,  in  order 
to  keep  up  with  the  buffalo  and  furnish  our  horses 
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with  sufficient  grass,  for  we  had  such  an  immense  num¬ 
ber  that  the  prairie  round  our  lodges  in  a  few  days  had 
the  appearance  of  a  closely-mown  meadow.  Finally, 
we  removed  to  the  western  side  of  the  mountain  again, 
and  encamped  on  Little  Horn  River,  one  of  the  sources 
of  the  Yellow  Stone.  Shortly  after  our  encampment, 
we  found  there  was  a  village  of  Cheyennes  about  twelve 
miles  distant,  and  an  incessant  warfare  was  maintained 
between  the  two  villages  for  twenty  days.  Sometimes 
they  would  take  three  or  four  Crow  scalps ;  in  return, 
our  party  would  retaliate  by  taking  as  many  of  theirs. 
Thus  they  went  on,  with  varying  fortune,  during  the 
whole  twenty  days. 

I  had  never  been  engaged  in  these  skirmishes  ;  but 
one  evening,  I,  with  three  others,  among  whom  was  Yel¬ 
low  Belly,  resolved  to  go  on  an  adventure.  Accord¬ 
ingly,  we  started  for  the  Cheyenne,  arriving  there  the 
next  morning,  and  unhesitatingly  entered  their  village 
while  the  inmates  were  quietly  reposing.  After  pass¬ 
ing  through  one  quarter  of  their  village,  we  saw  an  In¬ 
dian  approaching,  who,  on  perceiving  us,  wheeled  his 
horse  to  escape.  I  shot  an  arrow  into  his  back,  but, 
before  he  fell,  I  rode  up,  cut  him  down  with  my  bat-- 
tle-axe,  and  rode  on.  One  of  our  party,  not  wishing 
to  lose  his  scalp,  dismounted  to  take  it.  In  doing  so 
he  lost  his  horse,  which  followed  us,  leaving  his  rider 
on  foot  close  to  the  enemy’s  village,  whence  the  aroused 
warriors  were  issuing  like  hornets.  Perceiving  his 
danger,  I  rode  back,  and  took  him  up  behind  me.  We 
had  to  run  for  it ;  but  we  made  good  our  escape,  driv¬ 
ing  home  before  us  seven  horses  captured  from  the  en¬ 
emy.  This  was  considered  a  great  achievement  by 
our  Crow  brethren,  and  they  again  washed  their  faces. 

The  enemy  now  charged  on  our  village,  killing  six 
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Crows,  among  whom  was  a  brother-in-law  of  mine. 
His  relatives  appealed  to  me  to  avenge  them.  Sup¬ 
posing  that  the  enemy  would  renew  the  attack  the 
next  day,  I  selected  one  hundred  and  thirty  warriors, 
all  well  mounted,  to  waylay  them.  We  posted  our¬ 
selves  midway  between  the  belligerent  villages,  but 
the  Cheyennes  had  passed  within  a  few  hundred  yards 
before  we  were  in  ambush.  Being  there,  the  idea  oc¬ 
curred  to  me  to  await  their  return.  On  their  repulse 
from  the  village  we  would  spring  up  and  cut  off  their 
retreat,  and,  I  made  no  doubt,  succeed  in  killing  a 
great  number  of  their  warriors. 

It  fell  out  as  I  had  expected.  The  Crows  drove 
them  back  with  a  loss  to  the  enemy  of  four ;  and  when 
they  neared  us,  their  horses  were  badly  jaded,  and  our 
friends  hotly  in  pursuit.  We  sprung  up,  cutting  off 
their  retreat,  and  they,  sorely  pressed  in  their  rear, 
seeing  our  party  in  front  cutting  down  right  and  left, 
became  panic-struck,  and  fled  in  all  directions. 

We  took  sixteen  scalps,  with  the  horses  and  equip¬ 
ments  of  the  fallen  warriors,  and  returned  home  in  tri¬ 
umph.  This  made  twenty  scalps  taken  in  one  day, 
which  was  considered  by  the  Crows  a  glorious  victory, 
and  the  scalp-dance  was  performed  with  unusual  vi¬ 
vacity.  In  this  battle  the  heroine  was  by  my  side, 
and  fought  with  her  accustomed  audacity.  I  counted 
five  coos,  and  she  three,  for  three  enemies  killed  with 
her  lance.  The  Cheyennes,  disconcerted  with  their 
misadventure,  moved  their  village  away  from  the  Crow 
territory. 

We  also  took  up  our  line  of  march,  and  moved  on 
to  Clarke’s  Fork,  a  branch  of  the  Yellow  Stone,  where 
we  found  abundance  of  buffalo  and  good  grass.  While 
encamped  here  I  received  a  letter  from  Mr.  M‘Kenzie, 
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written  at  Fort  Union,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Yellow 
Stone,  where  he  desired  me  to  see  him.  It  was  deliv¬ 
ered  to  me  by  Mr.  Winters,  who,  in  company  with  one 
man,  had  found  his  way  unharmed.  M‘Kenzie  wished 
me  to  see  him  immediately  on  business  of  importance, 
as  he  wished,  through  my  influence,  to  establish  a  trade 
with  the  Crows. 

On  communicating  my  intention  of  performing  the 
journey,  all  expostulated  at  my  going.  I  gave  them 
my  positive  word  that  I  would  return  in  eighteen  suns, 
if  not  killed  on  the  way.  It  was  a  long  and  hazard¬ 
ous  journey  to  undertake,  having  to  traverse  a  distance 
of  seven  hundred  and  sixty  miles,  exposed  to  numer¬ 
ous  bands  of  hostile  Indians.  I  succeeded  in  reach¬ 
ing  the  fort  in  safety,  where  I  found  M‘Kenzie  with  a 
great  stock  of  miscellaneous  goods.  I  arrived  late  in 
the  afternoon,  dispatched  my  business  with  him  hasti¬ 
ly,  and  started  on  my  return  in  the  morning.  I  took 
ten  pack-horses  laden  with  goods  to  trade  with  the  In¬ 
dians,  in  addition  to  which  several  boats  were  freight¬ 
ed  and  sent  to  me  up  the  Yellow  Stone.  Two  men 
accompanied  me  to  the  Crow  country.  We  had  no 
trouble  on  our  way  until  we  arrived  within  a  few  miles 
of  our  village  (as  I  supposed  it),  when,  as  we  were 
marching  on,  I  remarked  something  unfamiliar  in  the 
appearance  of  the  place.  I  ordered  the  two  men  to 
turn  their  animals  up  a  little  valley  close  by,  while  I 
took  a  nearer  look  at  the  village.  A  closer  inspection 
confirmed  my  mistake ;  I  saw  the  lodges  were  painted 
a  different  color  from  our  own.  I  followed  the  pack- 
horses,  and  found  a  trail  which  led  to  the  Crow  village, 
and  concealed  from  the  observation  of  the  village  we 
had  approached.  Soon  after  entering  the  trail,  I  dis¬ 
covered  the  fresh  tracks  of  five  Indians,  going  the  di- 
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rection  that  we  were.  I  halted  the  pack-horses,  and 
rode  on  to  get  a  sight  of  them.  At  a  short  distance  I 
perceived  the  five  men,  and,  unobserved  by  them,  I 
rode  on  and  entered  a  low  place  until  I  approached 
within  a  few  rods  of  them.  I  took  a  short  survey  of 
them,  and  concluded  that  they  must  be  enemies  be¬ 
longing  to  the  village  we  had  just  left.  They  were  on 
foot,  and  I  conceived  myself  a  match  for  the  whole  five. 
I  leveled  my  rifle,  and  was  taking  aim,  when  my  horse 
moved  his  head  and  disconcerted  my  sight.  I  tried 
again,  with  precisely  the  same  result.  I  then  dis¬ 
mounted,  and  advanced  two  or  three  steps  nearer  my 
object.  As  I  was  about  to  fire,  having  the  rein  on  my 
arm,  the  horse  made  another  motion,  thus  spoiling  my 
aim  for  the  third  time.  At  that  moment  one  of  them 
made  a  yawning  expression  in  the  Crow  language,  and 
I  was  so  terrified  at  his  narrow  escape  that  the  rifle 
dropped  from  my  hand.  I  called  to  them,  telling  them 
the  danger  they  had  escaped. 

“Why,”  said  they,  “you  would  not  have  attacked 
five  of  us  ?” 

“Yes,” I  said,  “and  would  have  killed  every  one 
of  you,  had  you  been  enemies.” 

They  then  informed  me  that  they  had  lost  two  men 
that  day  near  the  village  of  the  Black  Feet,  who  were 
now,  beyond  doubt,  dancing  over  their  scalps.  I  did 
not  wait  to  hear  more,  but  directed  them  to  return  to 
my  horses  and  assist  the  men  in  getting  on  to  the 
Crow  village  as  soon  as  possible.  I  rode  forward  to 
make  my  arrival  known. 

My  return  was  welcomed  with  the  liveliest  demon¬ 
strations  of  joy  by  the  whole  tribe.  But  I  delayed  no 
time  in  ceremonial.  I  called  a  council  forthwith,  and 
informed  them  that  the  Black  Feet  were  encamped  ten 
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miles  distant,  that  two  of  our  warriors  had  that  day 
fallen  by  their  hands,  and  that  we  must  go  and  avenge 
their  death.  The  chief  assented ;  but,  as  a  prelimin¬ 
ary,  directed  me  and  another  to  count  their  lodges  that 
night.  I  undertook  the  dangerous  task,  although  ex¬ 
tremely  fatigued  with  my  long  journey.  We  succeed¬ 
ed  in  the  object  of  our  expedition,  and  found  their 
lodges  outnumbered  ours  by  one.  There  are,  as  a  gen¬ 
eral  thing,  from  four  to  six  warriors  to  a  lodge ;  the 
Black  Foot  village  comprised  two  hundred  and  thirty- 
three  lodges ;  hence  we  could  form  a  pretty  accurate 
estimate  of  the  number  of  warriors  we  had  to  contend 
with. 

Their  village  was  closely  watched  by  our  spies ; 
every  movement  made  by  the  enemy  was  promptly 
reported  to  our  chief.  During  the  night  they  appear¬ 
ed  to  sleep  soundly,  probably  fatigued  with  a  late 
dance.  But  in  the  morning  they  were  astir  betimes, 
and  having  packed  up,  started  forward  in  our  direc¬ 
tion,  apparently  unaware  of  our  presence.  On  they 
came  —  men,  women,  and  children  —  utterly  uncon¬ 
scious  of  the  terrible  shock  that  awaited  them.  Our 
warriors  were  never  better  prepared  for  a  conflict,  and 
never  more  certain  of  victory.  We  were  drawn  up  on 
a  high  table  prairie,  our  whole  force  concealed  from 
view  at  no  greater  distance  than  half  pistol-shot. 

Their  chief  led  the  van,  and  with  him  were  several 
young  squaws,  who  were  laughing  and  dancing  around 
him,  evidently  to  his  great  amusement.  They  were 
near  enough  to  launch  the  thunders  of  war  upon  them, 
and  our  chief  gave  orders  to  charge.  The  order  was 
instantly  carried  into  effect.  The  chief  who,  a  mo¬ 
ment  before,  was  so  joyous,  surrounded  by  his  tawny 
young  squaws,  was  the  first  to  fall  beneath  my  battle- 
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axe,  and  his  attendants  scattered  like  chaff  before  the 
wind.  We  were  upon  the  warriors  so  unexpectedly 
that  they  had  hardly  time  to  draw  their  weapons  be¬ 
fore  they  were  overthrown  and  put  to  flight.  They 
were  encumbered  with  women,  children,  and  baggage. 
Our  attention  was  directed  solely  to  the  men ;  the  wom¬ 
en  were  unharmed,  except  those  who  were  overturned 
by  our  horses. 

During  the  engagement,  a  powerful  Black  Foot 
aimed  a  blow  at  me  with  his  battle-axe,  which  Pine 
Leaf  deprived  of  its  effect  by  piercing  his  body  through 
with  her  lance.  In  a  few  moments  the  fighting  was 
over,  and  after  pursuing  the  flying  enemy  through  the 
timber,  we  returned  to  collect  the  spoils  of  victory. 
We  took  one  hundred  and  seventy  scalps,  over  one 
hundred  and  fifty  women  and  children,  besides  abund¬ 
ance  of  weapons,  baggage,  and  horses.  The  Crows 
had  twenty-nine  wounded. 

This  was  a  severe  blow  to  the  Black  Feet ;  such  a 
slaughter  is  of  rare  occurrence  in  Indian  warfare.  Not¬ 
withstanding  this  sad  defeat,  they  rallied  their  broken 
band,  and  attacked  us  again  in  the  afternoon ;  but  it 
amounted  to  nothing,  and  they  fled  in  gloomy  confusion 
beyond  the  Crow  territory. 

Pine  Leaf  never  signalized  herself  more  than  on  this 
occasion.  She  counted  six  coos,  having  killed  four  of 
the  enemy  with  her  own  hand.  She  had  but  few  su¬ 
periors  in  wielding  the  battle-axe.  My  horse  was  kill¬ 
ed  by  the  blow  which  was  aimed  at  my  head  by  the 
Indian  whom  the  heroine  killed.  I  wore  a  superb 
head-dress,  ornamented  with  eagles’  feathers  and  wea¬ 
sels’  tails — the  labor  of  many  days.  Early  in  the  ac¬ 
tion,  three  of  these  tails  were  severed  by  a  bullet  which 
grazed  my  head.  “These  Black  Feet  shoot  close,” 
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said  the  heroine,  as  she  saw  the  ornaments  fall;  “but 
never  fear;  the  Great  Spirit  will  not  let  them  harm 
us.” 

I  took  a  very  pretty  young  woman  prisoner,  but  was 
obliged  to  give  her  up  to  one  of  the  braves,  who  had 
my  promise  before  the  battle  that  if  I  took  one  I  would 
give  her  to  him,  and  if  he  took  one  he  should  give  her 
to  me.  When  a  warrior  (of  the  Crow  tribe)  takes  a 
woman  prisoner,  she  is  considered  his  sister,  and  he 
can  never  marry  her.  If  she  marries,  her  husband  is 
brother-in-law  to  her  captor.  Our  prisoners  soon  for¬ 
got  their  captivity ;  they  even  seemed  pleased  with  the 
change,  for  they  joined  with  great  alacrity  in  our  scalp- 
dance  over  the  scalps  of  their  own  people. 

All  Indian  women  are  considered  by  the  stronger 
sex  as  menials  :  they  are  thoroughly  reconciled  to  their 
degradation,  and  the  superiority  of  their  “lords  and 
masters”  is  their  chiefest  subject  of  boast.  They  are 
patient,  plodding,  and  unambitious,  although  there  are 
instances  in  savage  life  of  a  woman  manifesting  supe¬ 
rior  talent,  and  making  her  influence  felt  upon  the  com¬ 
munity. 

During  my  visit  at  Fort  Union  I  engaged  to  build 
a  fort  for  M‘Kenzie  to  store  his  goods  in  safety  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Big  Horn  River,  one  of  the  branches  of 
the  Yellow  Stone.  Accordingly,  I  repaired  to  the  place 
to  select  a  good  site  and  commence  operations.  On 
arriving  at  the  spot,  I  found  the  boats  close  by,  but  as 
there  was  no  secure  quay  at  the  junction  of  the  streams, 
I  selected  a  site  about  a  mile  below.  There  were  fifty 
men,  who  had  arrived  with  the  boats,  hired  to  assist 
me  in  erecting  the  fort.  The  stipulated  dimensions 
were  one  hundred  and  twenty  yards  for  each  front,  the 
building  to  be  a  solid  square,  with  a  block-house  at 
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opposite  corners.  The  fort  was  erected  of  hewn  logs 
planted  perpendicularly  in  the  ground ;  the  walls  were 
eighteen  feet  high.  As  soon  as  the  pickets  were  up, 
we  huilt  our  houses  inside,  in  order  to  be  prepared  for 
the  approach  of  winter.  When  I  had  been  engaged 
about  six  weeks  upon  its  construction,  four  hundred 
lodges  of  Crows  moved  into  our  immediate  vicinity, 
thus  affording  us  plenty  of  company,  and  a  sufficient 
force  to  protect  .us  against  the  attacks  of  hostile  tribes. 

When  we  had  completed  our  building  we  unloaded 
the  boats,  and  commenced  trading  with  the  Indians. 
During  the  first  year  the  company  was  very  unsuc¬ 
cessful,  sinking  over  seventeen  thousand  dollars  in  the 
undertaking.  This,  however,  was  principally  attrib¬ 
utable  to  the  outlay  upon  the  fort  (the  wages  of  the 
fifty  men  engaged  in  constructing  it  ran  for  twelve 
months),  and  to  the  number  of  presets  which  it  is 
customary,  on  such  occasions,  to  distribute  among  the 
Indians. 

After  the  Crows  bad  removed  to  the  fort,  they  were 
repeatedly  annoyed  with  attacks  from  different  hostile 
tribes.  I  was  engaged  in  two  small  encounters  during 
the  winter,  in  both  of  which  we  were  completely  vic¬ 
torious.  The  Crows  were  fully  occupied  in  protecting 
their  own  horses,  or  levying  Contributions  upon  their 
neighbors. 

During  the  winter  we  accumulated  a  large  amount 
of  peltry,  which  in  the  spring  I  sent  down  to  Fort 
Union  in  five  Mackinaw  boats,  built  by  ourselves  for 
the  purpose.  I  sent  a  sufficient  number  of  men  to 
take  good  care  of  the  boats,  and  to  return  up  stream 
with  a  fresh  supply  of  goods.  I  then  left  the  fort  in 
charge  of  Winters,  leaving  him  thirty  men  for  a  guard. 
I  also  had  provided  an  ample  stock  of  dried  meat,  so 
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that  they  might  avoid  the  risk  of  hunting  for  provis¬ 
ions. 

Early  in  May  we  commenced  our  march  in  search 
of  summer  quarters.  We  traveled  by  easy  stages,  and 
on  a  circuitous  route,  so  that  when  we  finally  arrived 
at  Rosebud  Creek,  a  branch  of  the  Yellow  Stone,  we 
found  ourselves  but  twenty  miles  distant  from  the  fort. 

After  we  had  remained  about  a  week  at  our  encamp¬ 
ment,  our  village  was  invested  by  a  large  war-party  of 
Black  Feet.  It  happened  very  fortunately  we  were 
building  a  medicine  lodge  at  the  time,  and  our  whole 
force  was  at  home,  which  circumstance  most  probably 
preserved  us  from  a  disastrous  defeat.  Our  enemies 
numbered  about  four  thousand  warriors,  to  oppose 
whom  we  had  two  thousand  eight  hundred  practiced 
warriors,  besides  the  old  men,  who  always  acted  as  vil¬ 
lage  guards.  #At  daybreak  the  enemy  advanced  upon 
our  village  with  great  impetuosity.  Our  war-horses 
being  tied  to  our  lodge  doors,  the  first  alarm  found  our 
defenders  ready  mounted  to  meet  the  assailants.  We 
did  not  allow  them  to  enter  the  village,  but  advanced 
on  to  the  plain  to  meet  them.  The  contest  was  severe 
for -several  minutes,  and  the  clash  of  battle-axes  and 
the  fierce  yells  of  the  opposing  forces  made  the  whole 
prairie  tremble.  The  two  parties  charged  alternately, 
according  to  the  Indian  mode  of  warfare ;  but  the 
Crows  gained  ground  at  every  attack,  for  they  fought 
with  every  thing  at  stake.  The  fight  lasted  for  sever¬ 
al  hours.  •  Early  in  the  action  we  discovered  a  ma¬ 
noeuvre  of  the  enemy  which  would  probably  have  re¬ 
sulted  seriously  for  us  had  we  not  perceived  it  in  time. 
About  half  their  force  was  detached  to  attack  us  in  the 
rear,  and  take  possession  of  the  village.  I  formed  from 
fifteen  to  eighteen  hundred  warriors  into  a  body,  and 
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rode  down  to  meet  their  detachment  as  it  wound  around 
the  foot  of  a  small  hill.  They  were  in  quick  march  to 
gain  their  position,  and  approached  in  seeming  security. 
My  warriors  being  formed  upon  the  brow  of  a  hill  un¬ 
der  which  the  enemy  was  passing,  I  gave  the  order  for 
a  rush  down  the  hill  upon  them.  The  attack  was 
made  with  such  irresistible  force  that  every  thing  in 
our  way  was  overthrown,  and  warriors  and  horses  were 
knocked  into  promiscuous  piles.  We  happened  to 
burst  upon  their  centre,  thus  severing  them  in  two,  and 
the  confusion  they  became  involved  in  was  so  irreme¬ 
diable  that  their  only  hope  was  to  get  back  to  their  main 
body  with  as  little  delay  as  possible. 

In  the  attack,  a  lance  thrown  by  a  Black  Foot  per¬ 
forated  my  leggip,  just  grazing  the  calf  of  my  leg, 
and  entered  the  body  of  my  horse,  killing  him  on  the 
spot.  My  ever-present  friend,  Pine  Leaf,  instantly 
withdrew  it,  releasing  me  from  a  very  precarious  situ¬ 
ation,  as  I  was  pinned  close  to  the  horse,  and  his  dy¬ 
ing  struggles  rendered  such  proximity  extremely  un¬ 
safe.  I  sprang  upon  the  horse  of  a  young  warrior  who 
was  wounded,  and  called  to  some  of  our  women  to  con¬ 
vey  the  wounded  man  to  a  place  of  safety  ;  the  hero¬ 
ine  then  joined  me,  and  we  dashed  into  the  conflict. 
Her  horse  was  immediately  after  killed,  and  I  discov¬ 
ered  her  in  a  hand-to-hand  encounter  with  a  dismount¬ 
ed  Black  Foot,  her  lance  in  one  hand  and  her  battle- 
axe  in  the  other.  Three  or  four  springs  of  my  steed 
brought  me  upon  her  antagonist,  and,  striking  him  with 
the  breast  of  my  horse  when  at  full  speed,  I  knocked 
him  to  the  earth  senseless,  and  before  he  could  recover, 
she  pinned  him  to  the  ground  with  her  lance  and  scalp¬ 
ed  him.  When  I  had  overturned  the  warrior,  Pine 
Leaf  called  to  me,  “  Ride  on ;  I  have  him  safe  now.” 
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I  rode  on  accordingly,  but  she  was  soon  mounted 
again  ands  at  my  side.  The  surviving  Black  Feet 
speedily  dispersed,  and  they  all  retreated  together, 
leaving  the  Crows  master  of  the  field.  They  left  be¬ 
hind  ninety-one  killed,  besides  carrying  off  many  dead 
with  their  wounded.  We  lost  thirty-one  killed,  and 
a  large  number  wounded.  I  had  five  horses  killed 
under  me,  but  received  no  wound.  Our  enemies,  in 
their  retreat,  drove  off  sixteen  hundred  horses,  among 
which  were  eighty  of  my  own,  but  we  had  plenty  left, 
and  we  considered  these  only  lent  to  them.  We  had 
no  dance,  and  the  relatives  of  the  slain  went  through 
their  usual  mourning. 

A  few  days  after  this  battle  a  messenger  arrived 
from  the  fort  with  a  request  for  me  to  return  as  quick¬ 
ly  as  possible,  as  the  Black  Feet  were  continually 
harassing  the  men,  and  they  were  in  fear  of  a  general 
attack.  Accordingly,  I  returned  in  the  latter  part  of 
June,  and  found  affairs  in  a  very  serious  condition. 
The  Indians  had  grown  very  bold,  and  it  was  hazard¬ 
ous  to  venture  outside  the  fort. 

One  morning  seven  men  were  sent  about  one  mile 
away  to  cut  house-logs,  it  being  supposed  there  were 
no  Indians  in  the  vicinity.  Some  time  in  the  fore¬ 
noon  I  heard  the  report  of  a  rifle  close  to  our  gate.  I 
ran  out,  and  just  caught  sight  of  the  retreating  In¬ 
dians  as  they  entered  the  bushes.  They  had  shot  and 
scalped  one  of  our  men  as  he  was  chopping  only  a  few 
pacd$  from  the  gate.  The  danger  that  the  other  men 
might  be  placed  in  then  occurred  to  me,  and,  ordering 
the  men  to  follow  me,  I  mounted  my  horse  and  hast¬ 
ened  to  their  rescue.  I  was  followed  by  about  one 
half  the  men,  the  remainder  preferring  the  protection 
of  the  wooden  walls.  I  soon  discovered  our  men; 
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they  were  surrounded  by  forty  Indians,  the  chief  of 
whom  appeared  to  be  addressing  the  sun,  and  was  ges¬ 
ticulating  with  his  battle-axe.  On  his  rising  his  arm, 
I  sent  a  ball  through  his  body,  and  then  shouted  to 
the  men  to  run  to  me.  They  started,  but  one  of  them 
was  shot  down  before  they  reached  me.  The  surviv¬ 
ors  were  so  terrified  that  they  did  not  dare  to  stop 
when  they  reached  me,  but  continued  their  course  un¬ 
slackened  until  they  gained  the  fort.  My  followers, 
seeing  their  alarm,  became  fugitives  in  turn,  and  I  was 
left  alone  within  gunshot  of  the  remaining  thirty-nine 
Indians.  Uttering  deafening  yells,  they  made  a  rush 
for  me ;  my  horse  became  frightened,  and  I  could  scarce¬ 
ly  mount  him.  However,  by  running  by  his  side  a  few 
paces,  I  managed  to  leap  on  his  back,  and  retreated  at 
full  speed,  while  their  bullets  and  arrows  flew  around 
me  like  hail.  When  I  approached  the  fort,  a  voice 
near  me  cried,  “  Oh,  Jim !  don’t  leave  me  here  to  be 
killed.” 

I  wheeled  round,  and,  with  my  double-barreled  gun 
in  my  hand,  made  a  charge  toward  the  whole  approach¬ 
ing  party,  who,  seeing  my  resolute  bearing,  turned  and 
scampered  off.  I  rode  up  to  the  person  who  had  call¬ 
ed  me,  and  found  him  an  old  man,  who  was  unable  to 
run,  and  had  been  abandoned  by  his  valorous  com¬ 
panions  to  the  mercy  of  the  savages.  I  assisted  him 
on  to  my  horse,  and  was  about  to  spring  on  behind 
him,  when  the  horse  sprang  forward,  leaving  the  old 
man’s  gun  behind,  and  carried  him  safely  to  the  fort. 
By  this  time  the  Indians  had  returned  upon  me.  I 
ran  wherever  a  shelter  offered  itself ;  and,  when  close¬ 
ly  pressed,  would  face  round  and  menace  them  with 
my  guns.  Within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  the  fort  I 
came  to  a  small  covering  which  had  been  used  as  a 
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shelter  by  the  horse-guards,  and  I  sprang  into  it,  with 
the  Indians  at  my  heels.  After  expending  the  con¬ 
tents  of  my  guns,  I  plied  them  with  arrows  to  their 
hearts’  content,  until  they  gave  up  the  fray  and  re¬ 
tired.  This  took  place  in  fair  view  of  the  fort,  when 
not  one  of  its  doughty  inmates  dare  come  to  my  as¬ 
sistance,  and  who  even  refused  to  resign  their  fire-arms 
to  the  women,  who  were  anxious  to  come  to  my  rescue. 

When  at  length  I  succeeded  in  reaching  the  fort,  I 
favored  the  men  with  my  unreserved  opinion  of  them. 
I  had  been  the  means  of  saving  their  lives  even  after 
the  chief  of  the  savages  had  returned  thanks  to  the 
sun  for  their  scalps,  which  he  had  already  deemed  se¬ 
cure.  I  really  believe  that  with  Pine  Leaf  and  three 
other  squaws  I  could  have  stormed  and  taken  the  fort 
from  their  possession. 

These  men  were  not  mountaineers ;  they  were  near¬ 
ly  all  Canadians,  and  had  been  hired  in  the  East ;  they 
were  unused  to  savage  warfare,  and  only  two  of  them 
had  seen  an  Indian  battle.  If  they  had  come  out  like 
men,  we  might  have  killed  one  half  the  Indians,  and 
I  should  have  been  spared  a  great  deal  of  hard  feeling. 
They  acknowledged,  however,  that  I  had  flogged  the 
Indians  alone,  and  that  six  of  them  were  indebted  to 
me  for  their  lives. 

In  July,  after  the  arrival  of  the  boats,  the  Crows 
again  returned  to  the  fort.  They  came  to  make  pur¬ 
chases  with  what  small  means  they  possessed,  as  they 
had  disposed  of  all  their  peltry  on  their  previous  visit. 
They,  however,  brought  in  a  great  quantity  of  roots, 
cherries,  berries,  etc.,  which  they  traded  for  articles  of 
necessity ;  they  also  sold  sixty  horses,  which  we  sent 
to  M‘Kenzie  at  the  lower  fort  (Clarke). 

It  greatly  charms  the  Indians  to  see  new  goods ; 
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when  they  have  the  means  to  buy  there  is  no  end  to 
their  purchases.  When  the  lances,  battle-axes,  and 
guns  are  spread  before  their  eyes,  glittering  with  their 
burnished  steel,  notwithstanding  they  may  have  a 
dozen  serviceable  weapons  at  home,  they  must  infalli¬ 
bly  purchase  a  new  one.  If  one  purchases,  all  must 
follow ;  hence  there  is  no  limit  to  their  demand  but 
the  very  important  one  imposed  by  the  extent  of  their 
exchangeable  commodities. 

The  newly-arrived  boats  were  manned  with  Canadi¬ 
ans,  all  strangers  in  the  country,  nearly  all  having 
been  imported  for  boating,  as  they  were  willing  to  sub¬ 
mit  to  the  hardships  of  such  a  life  for  a  smaller  re¬ 
muneration  than  men  hired  in  the  States.  On  their 
arrival,  their  brethren  related  a  thousand  tales  about 
the  Indians,  and  what  feats  I  had  performed  against 
them  single-handed.  They  listened  to  the  marvelous 
tales,  and  gazed  at  me  in  wondering  admiration. 

When  Canadians  are  fairly  broken  in,  and  have 
become  familiar  with  Indian  character,  they  make  the 
best  of  Indian  fighters,  especially  when  put  to  it  in  de¬ 
fense  of  their  own  lives.  They  become  superior  trap¬ 
pers  too,  being  constituted,  like  their  native  ponies, 
with  a  capacity  to  endure  the  extremest  hardships  and 
privations,  and  to  endure  starvation  for  an  incredibly 
long  period. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Departure  from  Fort  Cass. — Capture  of  Squaws. — Battle  with  the  Black 
Feet ;  with  the  Cheyennes. — Great  Success  of  the  Crows  in  stealing 
Horses. — A  successful  Fall  for  Beaver. — Return  to  the  Fort  with 
Peltry. 

After  having  arranged  every  thing  in  the  fort 
(which  I  have  forgotten  to  mention  we  named  after 
Air.  Cass),  and  given  all  needful  instructions  to  Win¬ 
ters,  who  was  in  charge,  I  again  left.  My  inten¬ 
tion  was  to  induce  the  Crows  to  devote  their  undi¬ 
vided  attention  to  trapping,  not  alone  for  their  own 
benefit,  but  for  the  interest  of  the  company  in  whose 
service  I  was  engaged.  I  well  knew  that  if  I  was  with 
them  they  would  capture  five  beavers  to  one  if  left  to 
themselves.  I  had  obtained  great  influence  in  the 
medicine  lodge,  and  could  often  exert  it  to  prevent  a 
war-party  from  making  a  useless  excursion  against 
their  enemies.  I  would  tell  them  in  their  council  that 
my  medicine  told  me  not  to  go  to  war ;  that  it  was  to 
their  interest  to  employ  their  warriors  in  trapping  all 
the  beavers  possible,  so  that  they  might  have  the 
means  of  purchasing  ammunition  and  weapons  for 
themselves,  as  well  as  beads,  scarlet  cloth,  and  blan¬ 
kets  for  the  women ;  that  by-and-by  we  should  be  at¬ 
tacked  by  the  enemy,  and  be  unprovided  with  the 
means  of  defense ;  that  they  would  then  kill  all  our 
warriors,  and  make  captives  of  our  women  and  chil¬ 
dren,  as  the  Cheyennes  had  captured  my  mother  when 
I  was  an  infant,  many  winters  gone ;  that  they  should 
save  all  their  warriors  against  a  time  of  need,  and  only 
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engage  in  war  when  the  safety  of  their  village  was  at 
stake. 

These  representations  would  frequently  dissuade 
them  from  their  belligerent  purpose,  and  beaver-skins 
would  be  brought  into  the  village  by  the  pack ;  but 
they  would  soon  tire  of  their  pacific  occupation,  and 
their  enemies’  horses  would  offer  them  temptations 
which  they  could  not  resist. 

Nearly  all  the  Crows  having  left  the  fort  before  I 
did,  only  a  few  warriors  remained  to  bear  me  company. 
I  engaged  to  meet  them  at  the  mouth  of  the  Little 
Horn  within  a  given  number  of  nights,  and  I  knew  1 
should  be  expected.  We  arrived  in  safety  at  the  place 
appointed,  and  within  the  time  I  had  specified. 

Soon  after  our  arrival,  it  was  proposed  to  send  out 
a  war-party,  not  so  much  to  fight  as  to  reconnoitre ;  to 
see  where  horses  could  with  least  difficulty  be  pro¬ 
cured,  and  gain  a  general  intelligence  of  how  matters 
stood.  We  set  out,  and  had  traveled  slowly  along  for 
nearly  two  weeks,  when  our  scouts  returned  to  apprise 
us  that  there  was  a  large  crowd  of  women  approaching 
toward  us.  We  were  then  in  a  forest  of  plum-trees, 
bearing  large  red  plums,  which  were  fully  ripe,  and  were 
very  delicious.  Feeling  satisfied  that  the  women  were 
coming  to  gather  fruit,  we  secreted  ourselves,  intend¬ 
ing,  at  a  given  signal,  to  surround  them  while  they 
were  busily  employed.  Accordingly,  we  waited  until 
they  all  set  themselves  about  their  task,  they  keep¬ 
ing  up  an  incessant  jabber  among  themselves  like  so 
many  blackbirds  or  bob-o-links,  and  having  no  sus¬ 
picion  that  the  Crows  would  so  soon  come  in  for  their 
share.  At  a  sound  from  the  whistle,  they  were  entire¬ 
ly  surrounded,  and  their  merry  chatter  was  hushed  in 
an  instant.  We  marched  them  to  an  open  piece  of 
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ground,  made  them  form  a  line,  and  proceeded  to  make 
a  selection.  The  aged,  the  ill-favored,  and  the  matrons 
we  withdrew  from  the  body,  telling  them  to  return  to 
the  village,  and  depart  without  clamor.  They  went 
away  in  sullenness,  with  their  eyes  flashing  fire.  The 
remainder,  to  the  number  of  fifty-nine,  very  attractive 
looking  young  women,  we  carried  along  with  us  ;  and 
as  we  were  but  three  miles  distant  from  their  village, 
and  could  plainly  see  the  smoke  of  their  lodges,  we 
deemed  it  prudent  to  lose  no  time  in  making  our  way 
home.  There  were  three  warriors  in  the  company  of 
the  women  when  first  descried,  but  they  were  not  in¬ 
closed  in  our  surround,  and  we  could  find  no  traces  of 
them  in  any  direction. 

On  our  return  toward  home  the  captives  were,  as 
usual,  gloomy  for  an  hour  or  two ;  but  they  very  quick¬ 
ly  brightened,  and  amused  us  with  their  smiles  and 
conversation  during  the  whole  of  the  journey.  In  four 
clays  we  reached  the  village,  and  were  received  with 
‘‘thunders  of  applause.”  Four  of  the  prisoners  were 
adjudged  my  prizes,  who,  according  to  Indian  customs, 
became  my  sisters.  For  my  services  in  this  expedi¬ 
tion  I  was  honored  with  the  name  of  Boah-hish-a  (Red 
Fish).  Our  prisoners  were  kindly  received,  and  treat¬ 
ed  with  becoming  attention.  I  carried  my  four  sisters 
to  my  lodge,  and  distributed  them  among  my  relatives. 
They  were  all  married  to  Crow  braves,  and  added  ma¬ 
terially  to  the  strength  of  my  band  of  relatives ;  for  it 
is  esteemed  a  great  honor  to  marry  the  sister  of  a  great 
brave,  which  appellation  I  had  long  borne. 

Pine  Leaf  had  captured  two  prisoners,  and  offered  me 
one  of  them  to  wife.  I  answered,  “You  once  told  me 
I  had  already  wives  enough.  I  will  not  add  to  their 
number  until  I  many  the  heroine  of  the  Crow  nation.” 
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“Ah,  you  have  found  the  red-handed  Indian,  then,” 
she  said,  laughing  mockingly. 

She  always  received  my  advances  with  this  unsatis¬ 
factory  nonchalance,  that  it  was  with  some  unpleasant¬ 
ness  of  feeling  I  approached  the  subject.  But  the  more 
I  saw  of  her  lofty  bearing,  and  witnessed  the  heroic 
deeds  that  she  performed,  the  more  ardent  became  my 
attachment  to  her.  When  she  was  by  my  side  in  bat¬ 
tle,  it  seemed  as  if  I  had  increased  strength  and  cour¬ 
age  ;  when  she  was  away,  which  happened  rarely,  I 
felt  a  vacancy  which  no  other  warrior  could  supply. 
There  was  none  bolder  than  herself,  and  she  knew  it ; 
there  were  others  of  greater  strength,  but  her  deficien¬ 
cy  in  muscular  power  was  more  than  indemnified  by 
her  cat-like  agility,  and  she  would  kill  her  man  while 
others  where  preparing  to  attack. 

There  was  one  thing  that  irritated  the  noble  girl’s 
curiosity,  and  that  was  the  war-path  secret.  Having 
killed  many  in  battle,  having  followed  where  any  dared 
to  lead,  “Why  am  I  debarred  from  that  important 
communication?”  she  would  ask.  “Why  am  I  sent 
off  with  the  women  and  children,  when  that  secret  is 
told  the  warriors  of  but  one  battle  ?” 

I  would  tell  her  that  the  misfortune  of  her  sex  ren¬ 
dered  it  impossible  that  she  could  ever  have  the  secret 
unveiled  to  her ;  that,  should  she  break  her  trust,  she 
would  surely  pay  the  forfeit  with  her  life.  She  would 
become  angry  at  such  representations,  and  her  black 
eyes  would  glow  like  fire. 

Soon  after  this  capture,  a  band  of  Black  Feet  made 
reprisals  by  breaking  our  inclosure  and  taking  sev¬ 
en  hundred  horses.  I  immediately  collected  a  small 
party  and  went  in  pursuit.  We  speedily  overtook 
them,  and  recovered  all  the  horses  except  sixty,  bear- 
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ing  the  enemy,  who  precipitately  fled,  leaving  two  of 
their  party  dead.  On  our  return  we  were  received  with 
the  usual  demonstrations  of  joy,  and  the  horse-dance 
was  performed  hy  the  village,  together  with  the  scalp- 
dance,  which  lasted  nearly  all  night. 

About  this  time  my  allied  friend  raised  a  war-party, 
and  went  in  quest  of  the  enemy;  the  heroine,  ever  act¬ 
ive  and  prepared,  accompanying  him.  I  staid  behind. 
They  returned  in  a  few  days,  bringing  eight  scalps  of 
the  Coutnees — one  of  the  bands  of  the  Black  Feet. 
They  had  lost  two  of  their  warriors,  much  to  the  annoy¬ 
ance  of  the  heroine,  as  she  was  prevented  from  dancing, 
although  she  had  counted  two  coos.  She  then  declared 
that  she  would  go  to  war  no  more,  except  in  my  com¬ 
pany  ;  but  she  had  to  break  her  word,  and  the  next 
time  she  engaged  in  fight  she  received  a  severe  wound. 
She  wished  me  to  raise  a  force  immediately,  and  go 
and  kill  an  enemy,  so  that  she  could  wash  her  face.  I 
declined,  however,  on  the  ground  that  I  was  soon  to  go 
to  the  fort,  and  that  I  would  engage  in  no  hostile  en¬ 
counters  until  my  return. 

When  a  war  party  loses  one  of  its  members,  the  sur¬ 
vivors  are  compelled  to  wear  their  mourning-paint,  un¬ 
til  that  same  party,  or  an  individual  member  of  it,  has 
wiped  out  the  blot  by  killing  one  of  the  enemy  with¬ 
out  incurring  loss  of  life.  Thus  it  not  unfrequently 
happens,  when  no  opportunity  of  avenging  a  loss  oc¬ 
curs,  that  the  mourners  wear  paint  for  months,  regu¬ 
larly  renewing  it  as  it  wears  off. 

Small  parties  were  continually  going  out  and  return¬ 
ing  with  varying  success.  The  grand  total  of  horses 
stolen  by  the  Crows  from  all  other  tribes  during  that 
year  amounted  to  near  six  thousand  head.  During 
the  same  period,  however,  they  lost  a  great  number 
stolen  from  them. 
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I  visited  the  fort  again  in  October,  with  three  hund¬ 
red  lodges  of  the  Indians,  the  remainder  following  us 
in  a  few  days.  A  great  number  of  the  Indians  had 
been  busy  with  their  traps  for  about  two  months,  and 
we  took  into  the  fort  a  great  quantity  of  peltry,  which 
procured  for  the  Indians  every  thing  they  needed,  be¬ 
sides  finery  for  the  women. 

When  I  arrived,  I  was  informed  that  the  head-hunt¬ 
er  of  the  fort  had  been  killed  during  my  absence. 

“  Now,”  said  Pine  Leaf,  “you  will  go  to  war  for  one 
of  your  people,  and  I  will  go  with  you,  so  that  I  can 
wash  my  face.” 

The  fort  had  been  subject  to  alarms  during  the 
whole  time  of  my  absence,  but  had  only  lost  the  man 
here  referred  to. 

As  soon  as  the  Indians  had  finished  their  trading,  I 
directed  them  to  move  to  the  Yellow  Stone,  as  far  up 
as  “  Pompey’s  Tower,”  telling  them  that  I  would  join 
them  in  four  nights.  Then,  as  soon  as  I  could  get 
ready,  I  loaded  twelve  pack-horses  with  goods  for  re¬ 
tail,  and,  taking  two  Canadians  with  me,  I  went  on 
and  joined  the  village  at  the  appointed  place. 

This  much  performed,  I  then  attended  to  the  fre¬ 
quent  solicitations  of  the  heroine,  by  leading  a  party, 
and  going  in  pursuit  of  the  Black  Feet  to  chastise 
them,  as  I  told  the  Crows,  for  killing  the  white  hunter. 
We  were  absent  eleven  days,  and  returned  with  only 
four  scalps  and  seventy-four  horses.  I  received  an 
arrow  in  my  head ;  and  there  were  three  other  warriors 
wounded,  but  none  killed.  The  heroine  then  washed 
her  face  of  the  mourning-paint,  which  she  had  been 
grieving  about  so  long. 

At  this  time  I  was  third  counselor  of  the  nation, 
having  been  fifth  and  fourth  previously.  In  the  Crow 
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nation  there  are  six  counselors,  and  by  them  the  na¬ 
tion  is  ruled.  There  are  also  two  head  chiefs,  who  sit 
with  the  counsel  whenever  it  is  in  session.  The  office 
of  first  counselor  is  the  highest  in  the  nation,  next  to 
the  head  chiefs,  whose  authority  is  equal.  If  in  any 
of  these  divisions,  when  a  matter  is  brought  to  the 
vote,  the  suffrages  are  equal,  one  of  the  old  pipe-men 
is  summoned  before  the  council,  and  the  subject  under  , 
discussion  is  stated  to  him,  with  the  substance  of  the 
arguments  advanced  on  both  sides  ;  after  hearing  this 
he  gives  his  casting  vote,  and  the  question  is  finally 
settled. 

When  war  is  declared  on  any  tribe,  it  is  done  by  the 
council.  If  any  party  goes  out  without  the  authority 
of  the  council,  they  are  all  severely  whipped ;  and  their 
whipping  is  no  light  matter,  as  I  can  personally  test¬ 
ify.  It  makes  no  difference  how  high  the  offender 
ranks,  or  how  great  his  popularity  with  the  nation — 
there  is  no  favor  shown ;  the  man  who  disobeys  orders 
is  bound  to  be  lashed,  and  if  he  resists  or  resents  the 
punishment,  he  suffers  death. 

We  raised  a  war-party  of  three  hundred  men  to  act 
against  the  Cheyennes,  having  one  of  the  head  chiefs 
as  leader.  We  moved  on  foot  toward  their  country, 
which  was  about  two  hundred  and  fifty  miles  from  our 
village.  In  this  expedition  I  acted  in  the  capacity 
of  head  spy,  and  was  of  necessity  continually  in  ad¬ 
vance  of  the  main  party.  Being  near  the  enemy,  ac¬ 
cording  to  our  calculations,  I  was  some  distance  ahead, 
with  four  other  spies,  when  we  discovered  five  of  the 
Cheyenne  warriors  in  the  act  of  dressing  a  buffalo, 
which  they  had  just  killed.  We  crept  slyly  up  with¬ 
in  gunshot  of  them,  and  each  singled  out  his  man  and 
fired.  Four  fell  at  the  discharge ;  the  other  mounted 
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his  horse  and  fled.  I  mounted  one  of  the  other  horses, 
and  pursued  him  within  sight  of  his  village,  when  I 
wheeled  and  returned  to  the  camp,  well  knowing  that 
we  should  be  pursued  immediately  after  the  fugitive 
communicated  his  news.  I  found  the  camp  readily,  and 
acquainted  the  chief  with  what  had  happened,  although 
it  is  against  orders  for  spies  to  commence  any  attack. 
I  told  him  that  we  were  compelled  to  fight  them  to 
save  our  own  lives,  as  the  enemy  had  discovered  us. 
“That  is  all  right,”  he  said,  “but  they  will  be  soon 
after  us,  and  we  must  retreat  as  fast  as  we  can.” 

We  returned  on  our  steps  without  losing  a  moment, 
and  traveled  all  night.  It  was  very  cold,  with  consid¬ 
erable  snow  on  the  ground.  In  the  morning  we  built 
a  fire,  and  as  soon  as  we  had  warmed  ourselves  we 
moved  on.  One  man,  who  was  lame,  lingered  by  the 
fire  after  we  had  left,  and  he  rejoined  us  in  great  alarm, 
telling  us  that  the  Cheyennes  were  on  our  trail  in 
great  force,  and  were  but  a  short  distance  behind  us. 
We  then  put  our  boys  and  horses  into  a  deep  gully 
close  by,  and  also  stepped  in  ourselves,  as  soon  as  we 
had  discharged  one  volley  at  our  pursuers,  who  were 
then  within  short  gunshot  distance.  They  numbered 
from  fifteen  hundred  to  two  thousand  warriors,  all 
mounted,  while  we  were  but  a  very  few  warriors,  and 
had  not  more  than  a  dozen  horses  in  all.  We  were  in 
a  strong  position,  however,  one  which  they  dared  not 
to  storm,  even  with  their  whole  force.  Frequently  a 
few  more  daring  cavaliers  would  advance  to  the  edge 
of  the  bank,  and  hurl  their  lances  into  our  midst ;  but 
they  rarely  escaped  our  bullets.  We  had  killed  and 
wounded  a  great  number  in  this  manner,  which  taught 
our  foe  to  be  more  cautious  in  his  approaches ;  when 
our  chief,  losing  heart,  declared  there  was  no  hope 
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for  us,  and  that  we  infallibly  should  be  all  “rubbed 
out.” 

He  addressed  his  son,  a  lad  about  sixteen  years  of 
age,  in  the  following  strain :  “  My  son,  we  shall  be  all 
killed  here.  The  Cheyennes  are  very  brave,  and  they 
have  a  cloud  of  warriors  before  us.  It  must  never  be 
said  that  my  son  was  killed  by  them,  therefore  I  must 
kill  you  myself  before  I  die.  Die,  my  son,  first !” 

In  an  instant  his  son  was  a  corpse,  prostrate  at  the 
feet  of  his  savage  father.  This,  thought  I,  is  the  first 
time  I  ever  saw  a  person  killed  to  save  his  life.  The 
actions  of  the  old  chief  were  wild  throughout  the  whole 
proceeding.  After  killing  his  son,  he  rushed  upon  the 
top  of  the  bank,  and  addressed  himself  to  the  enemy, 
an  exposed  mark  to  their  arrows,  as  follows : 

“Ho,  Cheyennes!  here  I  am!  come  and  kill  me! 
I  am  the  great  chief  of  the  Crows.  Come  and  kill  me 
first,  and  then  you  can  easily  kill  my  warriors.  Many 
of  your  braves  have  fallen  by  my  hand ;  their  scalps 
darken  my  lodge.  Come !  come  and  kill  me!” 

I  was  astonished  at  such  rashness,  and  still  more 
astonished  at  the  enemy,  who,  on  seeing  him  a  fair 
mark  for  their  bullets,  even  withdrew  to  a  greater  dis¬ 
tance,  and  appeared  to  be  perfectly  paralyzed.  After 
a  while,  our  head  chief  descended,  and  took  a  long 
smoke  at  his  pipe.  The  enemy  retired  without  troub¬ 
ling  us  farther.  In  the  night  we  decamped,  and  made 
all  possible  haste  to  our  village,  where  we  arrived  in 
safety  without  any  molestation  from  the  enemy.  The 
chief  attributed  our  escape  to  the  interposition  of  the 
Great  Spirit,  whom  the  sacrifice  of  his  son  had  propi¬ 
tiated  in  our  behalf. 

We  killed  fourteen  of  the  enemy  while  in  our  in- 
trenchment,  making  eighteen,  and  wounded  a  great 
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number.  We  had  eight  killed,  including  the  chief’s 
son,  and  ten  or  eleven  slightly  wounded. 

When  we  arrived  at  home  there  was  great  mourn¬ 
ing,  and  we  all  assumed  paint  on  our  faces  as  usual. 
But  we  wore  it  only  a  short  time  before  we  took  am¬ 
ple  revenge.  Pine  Leaf  did  not  accompany  us  on  this 
expedition. 


CHAPTER  XYII. 

Victory  over  the  Cheyennes. — Treachery  of  the  Snake  Indians. — Loss 
of  six  Crow  Warriors. — Victory  over  the  Snakes  and  Utahs. — A 
Mountaineer  killed. — Trouble  in  the  Wigwam. — I  am  disgraced. — 
Great  Sacrifice  of  my  Father’s  Property. — Three  Whippings  for  vio¬ 
lating  Crow  Morals. — Great  Battle  with  the  Re-ka-ras. 

Four  days  after  our  return,  our  chief,  still  smarting 
at  the  sacrifice  he  had  made  for  the  salvation  of  his 
people,  burned  for  revenge.  He  selected  a  body  of 
over  two  hundred  warriors,  and  started  forthwith  in 
search  of  the  enemy. 

The  night  following  his  departure,  I  also  raised  two 
hundred  men,  and  started  in  a  contrary  direction.  We 
proceeded  on  until  we  came  to  Laramie  Forks,  where 
Fort  Laramie  has  since  been  built,  and  were  in  sight  of 
a  Cheyenne  village.  While  we  were  surveying  the 
village,  eleven  of  their  men,  laden  with  meat,  came  up 
and  encamped  within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  where 
we  were.  We  immediately  threw  ourselves  flat  upon 
the  ground,  resolved  to  wait  until  the  coming  of  night, 
in  order  to  make  secure  work  of  our  attack  on  them, 
and  prevent  any  of  their  number  escaping  to  alarm  the 
village.  At  a  late  hour  we  silently  approached  their 
jiamp  when  they  were  all  sound  asleep ;  a  dozen  guns 
were  discharged  at  them  in  a  moment,  and  we  rushed 
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in  with  our  battle-axes  to  complete  the  work.  We 
took  their  scalps,  and  were  soon  on  the  retreat,  bearing 
away  all  the  meat  we  needed,  besides  nineteen  horses, 
and  the  slain  warriors’  equipments.  We  returned  to 
the  village,  and  washed  off  the  mourning-paint,  mak¬ 
ing  the  whole  village  ring  with  our  dancing  and  rejoic¬ 
ing.  The  additional  name  of  Ar-ra-e-dish  (the  Bloody 
Arm)  Avas  conferred  upon  me. 

The  old  chief  came  in  three  days  subsequently, 
bringing  fourteen  scalps  and  equipments,  without  hav¬ 
ing  lost  a  single  man. 

Many  of  my  readers  will  doubtless  wonder  how  a 
man  who  had  been  reared  in  civilized  life  could  ever 
participate  in  such  scenes  of  carnage  and  rapine.  I 
have  already  related  that  I  was  brought  up  where  sim¬ 
ilar  outrages  were  committed  upon  the  defenseless  in¬ 
habitants  of  the  new  settlements.  Impressed  with  the 
recollection  of  these  early  scenes,  I  hardly  ever  struck 
down  an  Indian  but  my  mind  reverted  to  the  mangled 
bodies  of  my  childish  play-fellows,  which  I  discovered 
on  my  way  to  the  mill,  barbarously  murdered  by  the 
savages.  In  after  years  I  have  experienced  the  nat¬ 
ural  ferocity  of  the  savage,  who  thirsts  for  the  blood 
of  the  white  man  for  no  other  purpose  than  to  gratify 
the  vindictive  spirit  that  animates  him.  I  have  seen 
the  paths  of  the  trappers  dyed  with  their  blood,  drawn 
from  their  hearts  by  the  ambushed  savage,  who  never 
kneAv  mercy,  but  remorsely  butchered  all  who  came  in 
his  way.  Such  is  Indian  nature.  When  I  fought 
with  the  Crow  nation,  I  fought  in  their  behalf  against 
the  most  relentless  enemies  of  the  white  man.  If  I 
chose  to  become  an  Indian  while  living  among  them, 
it  concerned  no  person  but  myself;  and  by  doing  so,* 
I  saved  more  life  and  property  for  the  white  man  than 
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a  whole  regiment  of  United  States  regulars  could  have 
done  in  the  same  time. 

Before  I  close  this  narrative,  I  shall  take  the  liberty 
to  express  my  opinions,  and  afford  those  having  con¬ 
trol  of  the  War  Department  some  counsel  about  the 
cheapest,  most  expeditious,  and  most  certain  method 
of  quelling  their  Indian  troubles,  on  which  the  news¬ 
papers  are  harping  so  much.  I  know  that  with  five 
hundred  men  of  my  selection  I  could  exterminate 
any  Indian  tribe  in  North  America  in  a  very  few 
months.  But  so  long  as  our  government  continues  to 
enlist  the  offscouring  of  European  cities  into  our  army, 
and  intrusts  the  command  to  inexperienced  officers 
fresh  from  West  Point,  just  so  long  will  they  afford 
food  for  the  Indians  in  and  about  the  Rocky  Mount¬ 
ains.  Encumbered  as  our  army  is  with  baggage-wag¬ 
ons  and  artillery,  an  Indian  chief  can  move  his  whole 
community  farther  in  one  day  than  our  soldiers  can 
follow  them  in  three. 

When  our  victorious  celebration  was  over,  I  started 
on  a  small  trading  expedition  to  the  Snake  Indians. 
I  had  received  an  invitation  from  their  chief  to  trade 
among  them,  and  I  selected  eight  warriors  to  accom¬ 
pany  me.  On  arriving  at  their  village,  I  found  that 
the  Utahs  had  joined  them,  and  a  great  number  of 
them  were  thronging  the  village.  Knowing  that  the 
Utahs  and  Crows  were  deadly  enemies,  I  sedulously 
watched  their  movements,  and  very  speedily  felt  dis¬ 
trust  for  the  safety  of  myself  and  party,  as  the  whole 
camp  savored  strongly  of  treachery.  I  mustered  my 
little  party  around  me,  and  found  them  without  guns. 
On  inquiring  the  cause,  they  informed  me  they  had 
traded  them  away  for  horses.  I  suppose  my  looks 
expressed  my  disapprobation.  Mistaking  me,  they 
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said  there  was  yet  one  fine  horse  left,  which  I  could 
have  at  the  price  of  my  gun. 

I  had  finished  my  traffic,  and  had  disposed  of  every 
thing  except  my  gun,  when  the  Snakes  came  to  me 
and  offered  to  trade  for  that.  I  said,  “  No ;  I  never 
sell  my  gun,  except  when  at  home  and  among  my  own 
people.”  The  Snakes  then  told  us  to  go,  that  things 
were  bad  in  their  camp.  We  sprang  upon  our  horses, 
and  struck  out  at  full  speed ;  but  we  soon  discovered 
a  large  party  of  Indians  were  in  close  pursuit.  We 
then  found  they  had  not  sold  us  their  fastest  horses, 
as  they  gained  on  some  of  my  party,  and  shot  and 
scalped  them  without  our  ability  to  defend  them.  I 
succeeded  in  reaching  the  mountain  with  two  of  my 
men,  having  lost  six  noble  young  warriors  in  my  flight. 
I  knew  there  would  be  terrible  mourning  and  loss  of 
fingers,  until  I  could  teach  the  Snakes  a  lesson  which 
would  serve  them  to  remember  for  a  long  time. 

After  devoting  a  short  space  to  bewailing  my  mis¬ 
fortune,  I  requested  a  council  to  be  called,  and  never 
did  I  enlarge  with  such  wrathful  vehemence  as  I  then 
fulminated  against  the  Snakes,  holding  them  up  to  the 
abhorrence  of  the  fathers  for  their  treachery  in  decoy¬ 
ing  our  unsuspecting  warriors  into  their  camp,  and  then 
letting  loose  a  pack  of  murderous  savages  at  our  heels, 
after  we  had,  through  their  complicity,  parted  with  our 
only  means  of  defense.  I  demanded  five  hundred  war¬ 
riors  to  go  and  wipe  out  the  stain,  and  inflict  summary 
chastisement  on  the  village  for  their  duplicity. 

My  argument  was  listened  to  with  the  profoundest 
attention,  and  all  I  proposed  was  readily  acceded  to. 
“  Let  the  Red  Arm  have  all  that  he  asks,”  was  the 
unanimous  voice  of  the  assembly. 

My  warriors  rallied  around  me  almost  at  a  moment’s 
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notice,  and  we  mounted  our  horses  and  sped  in  the 
direction  of  the  Snake  country,  on  Green  River.  On 
the  eighth  day  our  scouts  came  in  and  reported  that 
they  had  found  a  large  number  of  the  Snakes,  scat¬ 
tered  in  small  parties,  who  were  engaged  in  killing  buf¬ 
falo.  We  held  on  until  we  came  in  sight  of  them.  I 
distributed  my  warriors  as  the  occasion  suggested,  or¬ 
dering  them  to  attack  the  various  small  camps,  while 
I,  with  my  party,  should  attack  their  main  body.  They 
were  overthrown  and  dispersed  by  my  brave  warriors, 
with  severe  loss.  We  took  over  one  hundred  scalps, 
and  a  great  quantity  of  guns  and  other  warlike  imple¬ 
ments.  We  had  sixteen  men  wounded,  including  my¬ 
self  (I  received  two  slight  wounds  from  arrows),  but 
none  of  them  dangerously.  This  blow  brought  the 
Snakes  to  their  senses,  and  they  immediately  sent  a 
deputation  to  our  village  to  sue  for  peace. 

A  circumstance  happened  on  the  evening  preceding 
our  attack  which  caused  me  the  deepest  regret.  While 
the  spies  were  reconnoitring,  they  perceived  two  In¬ 
dians,  as  they  supposed,  leave  the  enemy’s  camp,  and 
proceed  down  the  canon.  This  circumstance  they  re¬ 
ported  to  me.  I  ordered  them  to  return,  and  kill  them 
if  they  could  find  them.  They  went  in  pursuit  of  the 
two  stragglers,  and  when  they  came  in  sight  of  them 
they  had  their  robes  over  their  heads,  and  were  kneel¬ 
ing  down  over  a  fire.  They  fired,  and  one  of  the  two 
fell  mortally  wounded;  the  other  sprang  out  of  his 
robe,  when,  to  their  surprise,  they  saw  he  was  a  white 
man.  They,  however,  took  him  prisoner,  and  brought 
him  to  my  camp.  I  was  absent  at  their  return ;  but 
on  the  following  morning  I  remarked  a  very  dejected 
look  on  their  countenances,  and  I  asked  them  what 
was  the  matter. 
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“We  have  done  very  bad,”  said  one;  “we  have 
reddened  our  hands  with  the  blood  of  the  white  man.” 

“Well,  how  did  it  occur?”  I  inquired. 

“Ask  that  white  man,  and  he  will  tell  you  all.” 

I  walked  up  to  the  unhappy  prisoner,  whose  looks 
betrayed  the  keenest  anguish,  and  addressed  him  in 
English. 

“  How  are  you,  my  friend  ?” 

He  started  as  if  electrified,  and  looked  me  closely  in 
the  face. 

“  What  brought  you  here  ?”  I  continued. 

“  I  was  brought  here  by  these  Indians,  who  killed 
my  companion  while  we  were  building  a  fire  to  warm 
durselves.  I  suppose  I  am  brought  here  to  be  killed 
also  ?” 

“No,  my  friend,”  I  said,  “  you  are  safe.  The  Crows 
never  kill  white  men.” 

“  Are  these  Crows  ?” 

“Yes.” 

‘  ‘  W ell,  well !  Then  you  must  be  Mr.  Beckwourth  ?” 

“  Yes,  that  is  my  name.  And  now,  without  the 
least  fear  of  danger,  relate  the  occurrence  fairly :  if  my 
warriors  have  killed  a  white  man  intentionally,  they 
shall  be  punished.” 

He  then  related  how  he  and  his  companion  went  into 
the  canon ,  and  how  they  made  a  fire  to  render  them¬ 
selves  comfortable  away  from  the  Indian  camp ;  how 
that  their  robes  were  over  their  heads,  entirely  conceal¬ 
ing  their  faces  from  view,  and  that  he  felt  fully  con¬ 
fident  that  my  warriors,  in  firing  upon  them,  had  mis¬ 
taken  them  for  Indians. 

“Well,” I  said,  “since  the  mistake  is  so  apparent, 
you  will  greatly  serve  me  to  make  the  same  statement 
to  your  companions  when  you  return  to  your  camp ; 
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for  the  Crows  are  entirely  innocent  of  any  design  to 
shed  the  blood  of  the  white  man,  and  it  would  be  de¬ 
plorable  for  any  misunderstanding  to  arise  in  conse¬ 
quence  of  this  lamentable  occurrence.” 

“  I  shall  make  a  fair  statement  of  the  fact,”  he  said, 
“and  should  be  very  sorry  to  be  the  means  of  any 
trouble.” 

He  then  informed  me  that  he  and  his  late  compan¬ 
ion  were  trappers ;  that  his  party  were  in  winter-quar¬ 
ters,  and  encamped  with  the  main  body  of  the  Snakes ; 
and  that  they  had  come  out  with  this  party  after  meat. 
I  then  gave  him  my  reasons  for  attacking  the  Snakes, 
and  begged  him  to  commend  me  to  all  the  old  mount¬ 
aineers. 

“There  is  not  a  day  passes,”  he  said,  “but  some 
one  mentions  you,  to  wonder  where  you  are,  and  what 
you  are  now  doing.  I  can  tell  them  all  that  I  have 
seen  you,  and  conversed  with  you.” 

I  then  told  him  he  was  at  liberty  to  go  at  any  time ; 
that  he  could  take  all  the  horses  belonging  to  him,  and 
all  else  that  he  needed.  We  assisted  him  with  the 
body  of  his  unhappy  friend  upon  the  back  of  a  horse, 
and,  bidding  me  adieu,  he  departed. 

The  Snakes  dispatched  a  deputation  of  forty  war¬ 
riors  and  a  medicine  chief  to  the  Crows  to  negotiate 
peace.  They  attached  all  the  blame  of  the  late  rup¬ 
ture  to  the  Utahs,  whom,  they  said,  they  could  not  con¬ 
trol,  and  that  the  death  of  our  six  young  warriors  was 
entirely  against  their  wish. 

This  we  knew  was  false,  for  there  were  ten  Snakes 
to  one  Utah  in  the  camp  at  the  time  of  the  outrage. 
They  also  pleaded  that  they  had  tried  for  a  long  time 
to  induce  the  Utahs  to  return  home,  knowing  that  they 
were  enemies  to  the  Crows.  We  at  length  adjusted 
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the  conditions  of  peace,  smoked  the  calumet,  and,  after 
an  exchange  of  presents,  they  returned  to  their  home. 

About  this  time  a  brave,  named  Big  Bain,  was  elect¬ 
ed  chief  of  the  village  for  the  term  of  six  moons.  His 
duties  were  to  superintend  all  the  village  removals,  to 
select  sites  for  camps,  order  surrounds ;  in  short,  he 
was  a  kind  of  mayor,  and  alone  subject  to  the  head 
chief.  Big  Bain  possessed  the  most  beautiful  squaw 
in  the  whole  village ;  she  was  the  admiration  of  every 
young  brave,  and  all  were  plotting  (myself  among  the 
rest)  to  win  her  away  from  her  proud  lord.  I  had 
spoken  to  her  on  several  occasions,  and,  whenever  op¬ 
portunity  offered,  would  tender  her  my  most  ceremoni¬ 
ous  obeisance ;  but  she  never  favoured  me  with  any  re¬ 
turn.  Not  only  was  she  beautiful,  but  she  was  very 
intelligent,  and  as  proud  as  Lucifer;  and  the  gor¬ 
geous  dyes  of  the  peacock  were  not  more  variegated 
or  more  showy  than  her  attire.  Since  the  elevation 
of  her  husband,  I  fancied  that  she  assumed  rather 
haughtier  airs ;  and  I  determined  to  steal  her  from  her 
lord,  be  the  consequences  what  they  might. 

I  went  one  evening  to  her  brother’s  lodge,  and  ac¬ 
quainted  him  that  there  was  a  woman  in  our  village 
that  I  loved,  and  that  I  must  have  her  at  all  hazards. 

“Well,  warrior,”  said  he,  “if  it  is  any  of  my  rela¬ 
tives,  I  will  assist  you  all  in  my  power.  You  are  a 
great  brave,  and  have  gained  many  victories  for  us,  and 
it  is  but  right  that  your  desires  should  be  gratified.” 

“Thank  you,”  said  I;  “but  I  will  try  alone  first, 
and  if  I  do  not  succeed,  then  I  shall  be  very  glad  of 
your  assistance.” 

As  an  acknowledgment  for  the  prompt  tender  of  his 
services,  I  presented  him  with  a  quantity  of  tobacco. 
“Now,”  added  I,  “I  want  you  to  call  in  all  your 
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neighbors  to-night,  and  let  them  smoke  as  long  as  they 
please.  After  they  are  assembled,  bar  the  door  of  your 
lodge,  and  amuse  them  as  long  as  you  can  with  the  re¬ 
hearsal  of  your  adventures.  In  the  mean  time,  I  will 
he  engaged.” 

I  then  went  to  my  bosom  friend  and  brother,  and 
made  part  to  him  of  what  I  had  in  hand,  which  reve¬ 
lation  greatly  amused  him.  I  requested  him  to  act  as 
sentry  over  the  lodge  where  they  were  all  smoking — 
Big  Rain  with  the  rest,  for  I  had  seen  him  enter — and 
remain  there  until  he  was  satisfied  they  had  filled  their 
pipes  for  the  last  time,  and  then  to  call  out  to  me,  hut 
to  mislead  them  in  the  place  where  he  was  addressing 
me.  This  he  promised  to  perform,  and  we  both  start¬ 
ed  on  our  errands. 

I  went  to  Big  Rain’s  lodge,  dressed  and  painted  in 
the  extreme  of  the  fashion,  and  saw  the  lady  reclining, 
half  asleep,  upon  her  couch,  and  several  of  her  female 
relatives  asleep  about  the  room.  Nothing  daunted,  I 
strode  to  the  couch  of  Mrs.  Big  Rain,  and  laid  my  hand 
gently  on  her  brow. 

She  started  up,  saying,  “  Who  is  here  ?” 

“  Hush !”  I  replied ;  “  it  is  I.” 

“  What  do  you  want  here  ?” 

“  I  have  come  to  see  you,  because  I  love  you.” 

“  Don’t  you  know  that  I  am  the  chief’s  wife  ?” 

“  Yes,  I  know  it ;  but  he  does  not  love  you  as  I  do. 
He  never  goes  to  war,  but  stays  idly  in  the  village.  I 
am  a  great  brave,  and  always  go  to  war.  I  can  paint 
your  face,  and  bring  you  fine  horses ;  but  so  long  as 
you  are  the  wife  of  Big  Rain,  he  will  never  paint  your 
face  with  new  coos.” 

“  My  husband  will  kill  you.” 

“Well,  then  the  Crows  will  talk  of  you  for  many 
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winters,  and  say  that  the  great  brave,  ‘  The  Bloody 
Arm,’  died  for  a  pretty  woman.” 

“  Your  father,”  she  said,  “  will  lose  all  his  horses, 
and  all  his  other  property,  and  will  become  poor  in  his 
old  age.  I  respect  your  father,  and  all  your  relatives, 
and  my  heart  would  cry  to  see  them  poor.” 

“  If  my  father  loses  his  horses,  I  can  steal  more  from 
our  enemies.  He  would  be  proud  to  lose  his  horses 
if  his  son  could  get  a  wife  as  handsome  as  you  are. 
You  can  go  to  war  with  me,  and  carry  my  shield. 
With  you  by  my  side,  I  could  kill  a  great  many  ene¬ 
mies,  and  bring  home  many  scalps.  Then  we  could 
often  dance,  and  our  hearts  would  be  made  merry  and 
glad.” 

“  Go  now,”  she  pleaded ;  “for  if  my  husband  should 
return,  and  find  you  here,  he  would  be  very  angry,  and 
I  fear  he  would  kill  you.  Go !  go !  for  your  own 
sake,  and  for  mine,  and  for  the  love  you  have  for  the 
Crows,  go!” 

“No,”  said  I,  “ I  will  not  go  until  you  give  me  a 
pledge  that  you  will  be  mine  when  an  opportunity  of¬ 
fers  for  me  to  take  you  away.” 

She  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  slipped  a  ring 
off  her  finger  and  placed  it  on  mine.  All  I  now  had 
to  do  was  to  watch  for  a  favorable  chance  to  take  her 
away  with  me  on  some  of  my  excursions.  Just  as  I 
was  about  to  leave,  my  friend  called  me  as  though  I  had 
been  three  miles  away.  I  went  out  and  joined  him. 

“  What  luck  ?”  inquired  he. 

“  Good,”  said  I. 

“  Prove  it  to  me,  I  will  believe,”  said  my  friend. 

I  held  out  my  finger  to  him,  displaying  the  ring. 

“Enough,”  said  he;  “but  I  could  not  otherwise 
have  believed  it.” 
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The  following  day,  with  six  warriors  in  full  cos¬ 
tume,  I  visited  Big  Rain  at  his  lodge. 

“  Ah !”  said  he,  “  you  are  going  on  a  war-excursion, 
my  friend  ?” 

“No,”  I  answered.  “We  came  to  see  which  way 
you  are  going  to  move,  how  many  days  you  will  trav¬ 
el,  and  how  far  each  day ;  so  that  we  may  find  good 
places  to  encamp,  and  know  where  to  find  the  village 
in  case  we  should  encounter  the  enemy.” 

“You  are  very  kind,”  said  he;  “then  you  intend 
to  be  my  spy.  I  have  many  brothers  and  other  rela¬ 
tives  among  the  braves,  but  not  one  has  ever  made  me 
that  offer.” 

“No,”  thought  I,  “they  don’t  care  as  much  about 
your  wife  as  I  do.” 

“  Go,”  said  he,  “  and  the  Great  Spirit  will  protect 
you.” 

I  then  left,  accompanied  by  my  six  warriors.  The 
second  day  out,  in  the  afternoon,  as  we  were  traveling 
slowly  along,  I  discovered,  at  about  a  mile  distance,  a 
party  of  twenty-seven  Black  Foot  warriors,  just  emerg¬ 
ing  from  the  Bad  Pass.  We  immediately  retraced  our 
steps  toward  home,  and  traveled  all  night,  until  we  ar¬ 
rived  within  three  miles  of  the  village.  When  within 
sight,  we  telegraphed  with  the  aid  of  a  small  looking- 
glass,  which  the  Crow  scouts  usually  carry,  and  every 
motion  of  which  is  understood  in  the  village.  I  made 
a  signal  that  I  had  discovered  the  enemy,  and  a  second 
that  they  were  approaching.  In  a  moment  I  could 
discover  a  great  stir  in  the  village.  When  we  arrived, 
I  reported  to  his  honor,  Big  Rain,  how  many  We  had 
seen,  what  tribe  they  were,  where  they  had  passed  the 
previous  night,  and  where  they  could  then  be  found. 
The  chief  then  ordered  his  madam  to  bring  us  some 
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water,  an  order  she  complied  with,  smiling  coquettish- 
ly  at  me  the  while. 

I  then  retired  to  my  lodge  to  change  my  dress,  as 
portions  of  it  were  stained  with  our  travel  through  the 
mountains.  While  I  was  in  my  lodge,  madam  came 
over  with  a  splendid  war-horse,  which  her  husband  had 
sent  me,  on  which  to  return  and  fight  the  Black  Feet 
I  had  just  discovered.  She  said,  “  My  husband  has 
sent  this  war-horse  to  the  Bloody  Arm,  and  requests 
him  to  lead  the  Crows  to  the  enemy.” 

I  was  soon  on  the  road,  with  enough  mounted  war¬ 
riors  to  eat  the  whole  party  of  the  enemy ;  for  they 
were  only  a  short  distance  from  our  village,  and,  desir¬ 
ous  of  excitement,  every  one  wished  to  go.  Judging 
where  the  enemy  would  encamp  that  night,  we  travel¬ 
ed  on  until  we  arrived  near  the  anticipated  encamp¬ 
ment. 

Previous  to  starting,  my  little  wife,  who,  by  being 
the  wife  of  a  great  brave,  was  as  good  as  any  woman, 
wished  to  bear  me  company  and  carry  my  shield.  But 
I  refused  her,  alleging  that  the  danger  was  too  great, 
and  promising  to  paint  her  face  when  I  returned.  One 
of  my  sisters  then  volunteered,  and  I  accepted  her  of¬ 
fer,  taking  her  with  me  to  carry  my  shield  and  lead 
my  war-horse. 

As  soon  as  it  was  light  enough  in  the  morning,  I 
sent  out  small  parties  in  all  directions  to  look  for  their 
trail,  that  we  might  track  them  to  their  den.  In  ten 
or  fifteen  minutes  after  the  parties  left,  we  heard  the  re¬ 
port  of  a  gun,  and  the  war-hoop  raised.  The  Crows 
assembled  in  the  direction  of  the  report,  all  drawing 
toward  a  centre.  When  I  arrived,  I  saw  that  the 
Black  Feet  had  chosen  a  strong  position,  and  that  we 
had  another  fort  to  storm.  It  was  built  partly  by  na- 
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ture,  but  human  industry  had  improved  the  stronghold. 
It  was  low  water,  and  there  was  a  pile  of  drift  on  a 
naked  sand-bar,  and  trees  had  been  felled  from  the 
bank  upon  the  drift-pile,  forming  quite  a  shelter.  Over 
this  position  the  enemy  was  placed,  protected  with  a 
breast-work  formed  of  timber  taken  from  the  drift. 
When  I  reached  the  ground,  I  saw  two  of  our  reckless 
braves  talking  carelessly  under  the  enemy  in  this  in¬ 
closed  space,  as  if  they  had  been  in  a  secure  lodge.  I 
regarded  them  for  a  moment,  and,  thinking  to  display 
as  much  bravery  as  they  had,  I  dismounted  and  ran 
to  the  place,  although  several  shots  were  fired  at  me 
from  the  fort,  none  of  which  took  effect. 

“  What  are  you  here  for  ?”  inquired  one  of  them  of 
me. 

“ In  the  first  place,” I  said,  “tell  me  what  you  are 
here  for.” 

“  Why  we  are  old  warriors,  and  you  are  not.” 

“  If  I  am  not  an  old  warrior,”  I  answered,  “  I  will 
be  one.” 

I  then  regarded  the  rough  flooring  over  head,  which 
separated  us  from  our  foes,  and  perceived  an  aperture 
hardly  large  enough  to  admit  my  fist.  I  stood  under 
it  a  moment,  and  as  the  warriors  were  moving  about, 
one  of  them  stepped  over  the  aperture  and  remained 
there.  I  thrust  my  lance  up  with  my  whole  force,  and 
drew  it  back  reeking  with  blood. 

“There,  old  warriors,”  said  I  to  my  two  companions, 
“  who  has  drawn  the  first  blood  now  ?  Who  struck 
them  first  ?  Old  warriors,  or  a  young  brave  ?  How 
do  you  like  the  look  of  my  lance  ?  Do  you  see  it  ?” 

“Yes,  yes,  we  see  it.  You  have  done  well,  young 
brave!” 

“Well,”  said  I,  “  you  can  stay  here  out  of  danger ; 
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but  I  am  going  out  to  my  warriors,  and  then  to  storm 
the  fort.” 

I  ran  back  with  the  same  success  that  I  had  enter¬ 
ed  it,  brandishing  my  dripping  lance,  and  ordered  a 
charge,  which  was  obeyed  as  soon  as  given.  In  five 
minutes  there  was  not  a  Black  Foot  left  within  alive. 
They  made  scarcely  any  defense,  so  sudden  and  over¬ 
whelming  was  the  shock. 

We  had  one  warrior  killed  by  the  first  discharge  of 
the  enemy,  and  six  wounded.  We  then  returned  home, 
and,  notwithstanding  our  slain  warrior,  we  celebrated 
a  dance,  and  devoted  the  next  day  to  mourning  our 
loss.  In  robing  his  remains  for  the  spirit  land,  we 
dressed  him  in  the  most  costly  manner,  using  trink¬ 
ets,  seam-embroidered  cloth,  and  the  most  costly  ar¬ 
ticles,  to  show  the  inhabitants  of  the  spirit  land  that 
he  was  a  great  brave,  and  much  respected  on  earth. 
Over  all  was  wrapped  the  best  of  scarlet  blankets,  and 
his  arms  were  enfolded  therein. 

Oh  shroud  him  in  his  hunting-shirt, 

And  lay  him  in  the  glen, 

Away,  away  from  jealous  foes, 

Away  from  sight  of  men — 

With  bow  and  painted  arrow, 

That  never  failed  its  aim, 

When  by  his  fleet  and  favorite  steed 
The  bounding  bison  came. 

Go,  kill  the  warrior’s  favorite  horse, 

His  crouching,  lonely  hound ; 

To  shield  so  brave  a  warrior 
In  the  happy  hunting-ground. 

While  the  villagers  were  crying  and  putting  on  a  coat 
of  mourning-paint  for  the  departed  warrior,  I  was  bus¬ 
ied  in  my  domestic  affairs.  I  sent  my  sister  to  madam 
with  a  large  quantity  of  service-berries,  which  had  been 
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finely  dried  the  preceding  summer,  together  with  some 
sweet  potatoes,  telling  her  to  request  madam  to  send 
me  her  extra  moccasins,  in  order  to  lash  them  together 
with  my  own  on  my  pack-dog,  and  to  appoint  a  place 
to  meet  me  that  evening.  My  sister  was  astonished, 
and  said,  “  Is  it  possible  that  you  intend  to  take  Ba- 
chua-hisb-a  (Red  Cherry)  with  you  ?  Why,  we  shall 
all  become  poor !  We  shall  not  have  a  horse  to  ride ! 
But  I  don’t  care;  she  is  a  pretty  woman,  and  will 
make  a  good  robe-dresser.” 

Away  she  hied,  and  soon  returned  with  my  lady’s 
moccasins.  Ah,  ah !  thought  I,  I  am  all  right  now ! 
I  expected  that  the  course  of  true  love  would  not  run 
very  smooth  with  me  in  the  end,  but  would,  on  the 
contrary,  carry  me  over  breakers  which  would  most 
probably  break  my  neck ;  but  I  fortified  myself  with 
the  old  adage,  “Faint  heart  never  won  fair  lady, ’’and  I 
determined  to  hazard  all  consequences. 

The  appointed  time  had  arrived,  and,  on  going  to 
the  place  of  assignation,  I  found  my  lady  true  to  her 
word — in  fact,  she  was  there  first.  We  joined  the  par¬ 
ty,  thirty-four  in  number,  and  traveled  all  night  in  the 
direction  of  the  Black  Foot  country.  On  the  sixth 
day,  at  nightfall,  we  arrived  at  the  Mussel  Shell  Riv¬ 
er,  a  little  below  the  mouth  of  the  Judith,  and  in  sight 
of  a  village  of  the  enemy.  I  looked  out  a  good  place 
for  a  reserve  camp,  and  then,  selecting  eighteen  of  the 
most  expert  horse-thieves,  we  started  for  the  village. 
We  succeeded  in  capturing  one  hundred  and  seventeen 
horses  without  being  discovered,  and  arrived  safe  with 
them  at  the  camp.  We  all  started  immediately  back 
for  the  village.  The  warriors  took  but  two  horses 
each,  giving  the  rest  to  me  and  my  new  wife. 

Meanwhile,  Big  Rain  made  discovery  of  the  loss  of 
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his  wife,  and  was  greatly  disturbed  in  mind.  My  fa¬ 
ther,  knowing  the  aggressor,  commenced  giving  away 
to  his  near  relatives  all  his  choicest  stock  and  other 
valuable  property,  until  the  storm  should  blow  over. 

When  we  rode  in,  the  people  came  out  to  meet  us, 
rejoicing  at  our  success.  Big  Rain  was  out  likewise ; 
he  took  no  part  in  the  rejoicing,  however,  but  ordered 
his  wife  and  me  to  be  surrounded.  I  was  seized  by 
Big  Rain,  together  with  half  a  dozen  of  his  sisters,  all 
armed  with  scourges,  and  they  administered  a  most 
unmerciful  whipping.  I  lay  down  to  it,  and  received 
it  with  true  Indian  fortitude,  though  I  certainly  did 
think  they  would  beat  me  to  death.  If  I  had  resisted, 
they  would  have  been  justified  in  killing  me ;  also,  if 
they  had  drawn  one  drop  of  blood  from  me,  I  should 
have  been  justified  in  taking  their  lives.  They  laid  it 
on  so  unmercifully,  that  I  became  angry,  and  hoped 
they  would  draw  blood.  After  the  flagellation  was 
performed,  the  next  penalty  was,  to  strip  my  father 
and  myself  of  all  our  horses  and  other  effects  (our 
war-implements  excepted).  My  father  was  stripped 
of  five  hundred  horses.  I  lost  about  eighty. 

“Pretty  dear  for  a  very  pretty  woman,”  thought  I. 
However,  I  soon  had  my  horses  made  up  to  me  by 
presents  from  my  friends. 

We  performed  the  horse-dance  that  night,  though  I 
danced  without  owning  one.  During  the  amusement  I 
conveyed  word  to  the  wife  of  Big  Rain  that  I  should 
go  out  again  the  next  night,  and  should  expect  her 
company,  appointing  her  to  meet  me  at  the  same  place 
as  before.  She  returned  a  favorable  answer.  My  little 
wife  hauled  me  over  the  coals  for  stealing  a  married 
woman,  when  there  were  enough  maidens  in  the  vil¬ 
lage  that  I  could  select.  I  told  her  that  I  wished  to 
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have  the  handsomest  woman  in  the  village  for  my 
lodge. 

The  appointed  hour  arrived,  and  Big  Rain’s  wife 
was  faithful  to  her  promise.  We  started  off  with  only 
seventeen  warriors.  We  were  gone  four  days,  and  re¬ 
turned  with  three  scalps.  We  met  a  war-party  of 
nine  warriors,  six  of  whom  outstripped  us  and  escaped. 

On  my  return  I  was  again  seized,  and  received  an¬ 
other  such  a  flogging  as  the  first,  laid  on  with  equal 
good-will. 

After  my  dressing,  I  retired  to  my  lodge,  when  a 
woman  approached  me  bearing  some  burden  in  her 
arms.  She  addressed  me :  “  Here  is  something  will 
gladden  your  heart ;  he  will  make  as  great  a  brave  as 
his  father :  his  name  is  Black  Panther.  Here,  look  at 
your  child.” 

Sure  enough,  my  little  wife  had  presented  me  with 
a  son,  who  is  at  this  present  time  (1855)  first  counsel¬ 
or  of  the  Crow  nation. 

Two  nights  afterward,  I  started  on  a  third  expedi¬ 
tion  with  a  party  of  sixty-three  warriors,  my  new  wife 
accompanying  me  for  the  third  time.  We  took  a 
southerly  course  toward  the  country  of  the  Black  Feet, 
and  captured  near  two  hundred  head  of  horses,  with 
which  we  returned  home  by  way  of  the  fort.  On  ar¬ 
riving  at  the  fort,  I  found  that  my  services  were  re¬ 
quired,  and  that  they  were  about  to  dispatch  a  courier 
after  me  on  business  of  great  importance.  I  told  the 
commander  that  I  must  go  home  with  my  party,  but 
that  I  would  return  to  the  fort  with  the  least  possible 
delay.  Accordingly  we  started  on.  On  the  road  we 
fell  in  with  a  small  party  of  trappers,  who  were  under 
the  conduct  of  an  old  schoolmate  of  mine,  David 
Adams.  They  seemed  greatly  dejected,  and  I  inquired 
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of  them  the  cause.  Adams  then  related  that  he  had 
been  robbed  of  every  thing  he  possessed  by  some  of 
his  men  confederated  with  a  number  of  my  Indians, 
and  that  they  had  sent  him  off  in  the  forlorn  condition 
in  which  I  now  saw  him.  I  asked  him  to  describe  the 
appearance  of  the  Indians  who  took  part  in  robbing 
him. 

“  One  of  the  party,”  said  he,  “was  not  an  Indian, 
but  a  mulatto.” 

“There  was  no  mulatto  when  I  left,” I  answered, 
“and  you  must  be  mistaken.” 

“  No,”  he  replied,  “  I  am  not.  You  will  find  him 
there  on  your  return.” 

“Well,”  said  I,  “get  up  and  return  to  the  village 
with  me ;  I  will  sift  this  matter  to  the  bottom.” 

He  declined  to  accompany  me.  “  They  told  me,  if 
I  returned,”  he  urged,  “that  they  would  kill  us  all; 
and  I  dare  not  go  back.” 

“  Come  with  me,”  I  said.  “  If  there  is  any  killing 
to  be  done,  I  will  have  a  hand  in  it.” 

He  at  length  consented  to  return  with  me.  On  gain¬ 
ing  the  village,  I  rode  up  to  my  father’s  lodge,  and 
said,  “  How  is  this  ?  You  allow  white  men  to  be  rob¬ 
bed  in  the  village,  directly  under  your  eyes !  Do  you 
wish  to  call  down  the  vengeance  of  the  great  white 
chief  upon  the  Crows  ?  Do  you  wish  them  to  be  made 
poor  and  miserable,  like  the  other  tribes  ?  Have  I  not 
often  told  you  of  the  immense  number  of  white  war¬ 
riors  ;  that  they  were  like  the  sand  of  the  prairie — as 
the  leaves  of  the  forest?” 

“  Hold,  my  son !  I  had  nothing  to  do  in  the  matter. 
My  heart  was  sorrowful  when  I  heard  of  the  crime.  It 
was  High  Lance  who  committed  it.” 

“Then  I  will  go  and  kill  him,  or  be  killed  my- 
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self,”  said  I;  and  away  I  sped  to  the  lodge  of  High 
Lance. 

“Go  with  him — go  with  him!”  exclaimed  my  father 
to  all  my  brothers  and  relatives  around.  “He  is  mad ; 
go  and  protect  him.” 

I  advanced  to  High  Lance,  who  was  standing  at  his 
lodge,  who,  on  seeing  me  approach,  stepped  in  and  shut 
his  door.  I  dismounted,  and  tore  his  door  down  in 
an  instant,  and  demanded  of  him  what  he  had  been 
doing.  I  remarked  that  his  lodge  was  extremely  well 
supplied  with  goods. 

“High  Lance,”  said  I,  in  an  authoritative  tone,  “re¬ 
store  to  these  men  their  horses  without  one  moment’s 
delay.” 

“  I  have  taken  no  horses,”  said  he,  sullenly. 

“  Send  for  them  in  an  instant,”  said  I. 

By  this  time  my  Dog  Soldiers,  the  bravest  men  in 
the  nation,  were  surrounding  me. 

“What  does  our  chief  want?”  demanded  they. 

I  told  them  that  I  wanted  all  the  goods  taken  out 
of  the  lodge  of  High  Lance,  for  that  he  had  assisted 
to  steal  them  from  a  white  man,  who  was  my  friend. 
Instantly  the  lodge  was  hoisted,  and  tom  into  a  thou¬ 
sand  pieces,  and  High  Lance,  the  mulatto,  and  eleven 
white  men,  were  exposed  to  plain  view. 

I  then  accosted  the  mulatto:  “What  are  you  doing 
here,  you  black  velvet-headed  scoundrel?  You  come 
here  in  my  absence  to  put  the  devil  into  the  heads  of 
the  Indians,  who  are  bad  enough  already  ?  I  will  have 
your  scalp  torn  off,  you  consummate  villain!” 

The  poor  fellow  was  frightened  almost  to  death,  and 
trembled  in  every  joint.  He  replied,  “  The  Crows 
gave  me  liberty  to  stay  here  and  trap  in  their  country, 
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“  Not  another  word,”  interrupted  I ;  “  though  I  will 
hang  you,  at  any  rate.” 

Then,  turning  to  the  eleven  renegade  white  men, 
I  said,  “I  give  you  just  five  minutes  to  leave  the 
village ;  if  you  are  longer  in  going,  I  will  order  my 
warriors  to  scalp  every  one  of  you.  You  assume  to 
he  white  men,  and  yet  think  no  more  of  yourselves 
than  to  enter  an  Indian  village  and  set  such  an  ex¬ 
ample  to  the  savages ;  whereas,  if  they  were  to  treat 
you  in  such  a  manner,  you  would  think  death  too  light 
a  punishment.  You  rob  your  own  race,  and  forbid 
their  return  to  the  village  under  pain  of  death,  allying 
yourselves  with  the  worst  Indian  in  the  tribe.  After 
stripping  your  victim,  you  forcibly  deprive  him  of  his 
few  trusty  followers,  and  bid  him  go  through  these 
trackless  wilds,  filled  with  murderous  savages,  who, 
had  they  come  across  him,  would  have  murdered  him 
before  he  reached  the  fort.” 

I  rated  them  thus  soundly,  but  not  one  offered  to 
lift  his  hand.  The  stolen  horses  were  very  quickly 
forthcoming,  and  the  purloined  property  was  readily 
produced.  I  restored  it  to  my  friend  before  them. 

“Now,”  I  said,  addressing  the  gang,  “you  can  re¬ 
turn  to  the  fort  with  Mr.  Adams ;  but  if  I  hear  that 
you  offer  to  molest  him  in  any  way,  your  scalps  shall 
pay  for  it.” 

Then,  turning  to  the  mulatto,  I  said,  “  You  have 
instigated  all  this  mischief,  and  I  should  only  be  doing 
my  duty  to  put  my  threat  into  execution,  and  hang 
you  as  I  promised.  However,  you  can  go  to  the  fort 
with  these  men.  I  shall  be  there  about  as  soon  as 
you  will,  and  I  will  attend  to  your  case  then.  I’ll  see 
if  I  can  not  teach  you  better  than  to  come  among  the 
Crows  again.” 
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Mr.  Adams  belonged  to  Captain  Bonneville’s  com¬ 
pany,  and  was  leader  of  a  party  of  about  twenty  men  ; 
he  had  come  into  the  Crow  country  for  the  purpose 
of  trading  and  trapping.  The  mulatto  had  arrived 
previously,  and  had  brought  a  Canadian  with  him : 
the  mulatto  could  speak  the  Crow  language  tolerably 
well.  He  had  become  acquainted  with  High  Lance, 
who  was  a  bad  Indian,  and  had  relations  as  bad 
as  himself;  and  through  this  clique  he  had  obtained 
permission  to  stay  and  trap  in  the  country.  On  the 
arrival  of  Mr.  Adams,  the  mulatto  made  himself  very 
familiar  with  his  men,  representing  to  them  that  they 
were  fools  to  travel  for  hire,  when  they  could  stay 
among  the  Crows  with  him  and  do  so  much  better. 
By  these  arguments  he  induced  eleven  of  Mr.  Adams’s 
party  to  desert  him,  when,  with  the  participation  of 
High  Lance  and  other  bad  Indians,  they  stripped  him 
of  all  his  goods.  Mr.  Adams  expressed  his  warmest 
thanks  to  me  for  my  interference.  I  told  him  I  had 
only  done  my  duty,  as  I  always  had  done  in  like 
cases,  and  should  continue  to  do  as  long  as  I  remained 
with  the  Crows. 

This  business  settled,  I  received  a  third  sound 
thrashing  from  my  new  wife’s  husband  and  relatives 
for  again  making  free  with  his  wife. 

After  the  lapse  of  three  days  I  left  for  the  fort, 
again  taking  my  friend’s  lady.  Her  husband,  finding 
that  I  was  incorrigible,  grew  furious,  and  declared  he 
only  wished  to  have  me  in  his  power  once  more.  My 
Dog  Soldiers  said  to  him,  “You  have  whipped  him 
three  times,  and  you  shall  whip  him  no  more,  neither 
shall  you  do  him  any  farther  harm.  Bed  Cherry  loves 
him,  and  she  does  not  love  you ;  she  will  always  go 
with  him.  You  might  as  well  try  to  turn  Big  Horn 
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back  to  its  mountain  sources  as  to  attempt  to  separate 
them,  unless  you  kill  them.  You  would  not  be  so 
cowardly  as  to  spill  the  blood  of  the  pretty  Red  Cher¬ 
ry  because  she  loves  our  chief.  If  you  should  fight 
him,  he  will  kill  you ;  and  if  you  should  assassinate 
him,  we  would  avenge  his  death.  No,  no !  Big  Rain 
must  not  hurt  our  chief.  But  we  will  buy  your  claim 
to  the  Red  Cherry,  and  give  her  to  Red  Arm  for  his 
own.  You,  a  great  chief,  should  despise  to  want  a 
woman  who  loves  another  warrior  better  than  you!” 

Big  Rain  drooped  his  head  on  finding  the  Dog  Sol¬ 
diers  were  against  him,  and  gave  way  to  deep  reverie. 
He  loved  the  Red  Cherry  as  children  love  the  delicious 
fruit  bearing  the  same  name.  After  weighing  the  mat¬ 
ter  well,  he  reluctantly  acceded  to  the  offer,  and  con¬ 
sented  to  resign  all  interest  and  title  in  Mrs.  Big  Rain 
for  the  consideration  of  one  war-horse,  ten  guns,  ten 
chiefs’  coats,  scarlet  cloth,  ten  pairs  of  new  leggins, 
and  the  same  number  of  moccasins. 

The  stipulation  was  forthwith  produced  by  my  faith¬ 
ful  Dog  Soldiers,  and  I  had  the  exclusive  right  to  the 
Red  Cherry,  without  the  fear  of  a  drubbing  every  time 
I  returned. 

Such  acts  are  as  common  among  the  Rocky  Mount¬ 
ain  tribes  as  they  have  been  among  the  whites  in  Cal¬ 
ifornia  since  the  discovery  of  gold  there,  though  in 
the  latter  place,  the  penalty  is  frequently  more  severe 
than  among  the  wild  tribes  of  the  mountains  and  prai¬ 
ries. 

My  new  wife  was  the  perfection  of  symmetry.  Few 
of  the  Caucasian  race  could  boast  of  handsomer  feat¬ 
ures,  and  nothing  but  the  rich  olive  color  of  the  skin 
betrayed  her  Indian  origin.  Big  Rain  always  regard¬ 
ed  me  with  an  evil  eye  after  the  transaction,  and  sev' 
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eral  times  attempted  to  induce  the  lady  to  return  to 
him.  Many  warriors,  whose  wives  had  played  truant, 
had  cut  off  their  noses  to  deprive  them  of  their  attrac¬ 
tions.  I  told  Red  Cherry  that  if  ever  she  should  re¬ 
turn  to  Big  Rain,  he  would  surely  serve  her  so.  She 
never  manifested  any  disposition  to  leave  me ;  and  my 
engagement  to  the  American  Fur  Company  enabled 
me  to  dress  my  wives  better  than  any  other  woman  in 
the  whole  nation. 

It  was  now  early  spring,  and  I  started  for  the  fort. 
Before  I  left,  I  told  the  Crows  what  time  I  wished 
them  to  follow  me  with  their  peltry. 

On  my  arrival,  I  wag  informed  that  a  Mr.  Johnson 
Gardner  had  bought  quite  a  large  lot  of  goods,  which 
he  had  taken  to  his  camp,  eighteen  miles  down  the 
river.  The  morning  after  my  arrival,  three  men  were 
dispatched  from  the  fort  to  acquaint  him  that  I  had 
come.  I  had  two  hundred  warriors  with  me ;  and  on 
the  night  of  our  arrival  we  formed  a  camp  and  turned 
out  the  horses,  not  apprehending  any  danger.  Early 
in  the  morning  one  of  my  followers  went  out  to  fetch 
up  the  horses,  when  he  found  them  all  missing,  and 
the  trail  visible  on  which  they  had  been  taken  away. 
The  alarm  was  instantly  given,  and  I  ran  to  the  top 
of  the  hill  to  take  a  general  survey.  I  saw  two  objects 
on  the  ice,  which  appeared  to  me  to  be  men  ;  and  this 
excited  my  apprehensions  that  they  were  two  of  the 
men  dispatched  from  the  fort,  as  they  lay  in  the  direc¬ 
tion  which  they  had  taken.  I  collected  my  warriors 
instantly  for  the  pursuit,  placing  all  our  women  and 
children  in  the  fort.  I  ordered  some  of  the  white  men 
down  on  the  ice  to  bring  in  the  supposed  bodies. 
Alas !  my  suspicions  proved  too  true  !  All  three  men 
had  been  butchered,  and  when  we  rode  up  their  bod- 
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ies  were  scarcely  cold.  The  eyes  of  the  warriors  flash¬ 
ed  fire,  and,  without  delaying  a  moment,  on  we  swept 
in  pursuit  of  revenge.  We  traveled  about  thirty  miles 
(each  man  leading  his  war-horse),  and  our  saddle-horses 
were  beginning  to  tire,  and  we  saw  nothing  of  the  en¬ 
emy.  Darkness  would  close  over  us,  we  feared,  before 
we  could  overtake  them.  We  then  mounted  our  war- 
horses,  which  were  as  swift  as  the  wind,  and,  leaving 
the  saddle-horses  behind,  on  we  went  faster  than  ever. 
Darkness  was  already  upon  us,  when  we  came  in  sight 
of  a  large  fire  in  the  distance. 

“Now,  boys,  we  have  them!”  cried  I. 

We  rode  on  until  we  nearec^the  camp  of  the  enemy, 
as  we  supposed,  and  then  I  examined  their  position 
previous  to  the  onset.  Just  as  I  was  about  to  give 
the  order  to  charge,  I  heard  a  voice  from  the  camp 
saying,  “Throw  them  in!  D — n  them,  throw  them 
in !” 

I  then  saluted  the  camp,  shouting  at  the  top  of  my 
voice,  “  Halloo  the  camp !  Don’t  shoot,  boys  ;  we  are 
Crows!  I  am  Jim  Beckwourth!” 

I  then  rode  up  with  my  whole  party,  and  found  that 
they  had  taken  two  prisoners  from  the  very  party  we 
were  in  pursuit  of,  and  under  the  following  circum¬ 
stances  :  The  pursued  party  rode  up  to  the  camp,  and 
several  of  them  dismounted,  among  whom  was  Antoine 
Garro  (a  Canadian  half-breed),  well  known  in  St. 
Louis.  Garro  could  speak  tolerably  good  English. 

He  accosted  Gardner  with  “How  d’do  ?  You  have 
got  a  good  fire.” 

“Who  are  you,”  inquired  Gardner,  “  that  you  speak 
English  ?” 

“My  name  is  Garro.” 

“What  Indians  are  those  with  you?” 
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“  Oh,  they  are  good  Indians ;  they  will  not  hurt  you.” 

Gardner  discovered  that  too  many  were  dismount¬ 
ing  and  crowding  round  his  camp ;  and  he  perceived 
that  many  of  them  rode  in  the  direction  of  his  horses, 
and  he  became  alarmed,  as  he  well  might  be  at  his 
situation. 

“Garro,”  said  he,  again,  “tell  me,  what  Indians  are 
these  ?” 

“They  are  Re-ka-ras,”  said  he;  “they  have  bor¬ 
rowed  your  horses,  but  they  will  bring  them  back 
again.”  He  said  this  as  he  saw  Gardner  look  in  the 
direction  of  his  horses. 

“  Re-ka-ras !”  repeated  Gardner.  “  To  your  guns, 
men ;  seize  them  I” 

Old  Garro  stepped  away  with  an  accelerated  pace, 
and  two  only  of  the  Indians  were  arrested. 

Garro  stood  off  at  a  safe  distance,  and  demanded  the 
two  Indians. 

“You  can  not  have  them  until  you  bring  me  my 
horses,”  said  Gardner. 

“Then  we  will  have  the  tops  of  your  heads,”  threat¬ 
ened  the  old  rascal. 

“  Yes,  you  would  have  the  tops  of  our  heads ;  but 
come  and  take  them,  if  you  can.” 

They  rode  off,  taking  every  horse  that  Gardner  pos¬ 
sessed  ;  and  if  he  had  not  been  on  the  alert,  they  would 
have  taken  a  few  scalps  as  well. 

These  were  the  two  prisoners  that  were  in  question 
when  we  rode  up.  They  had  bound  them  with  trap- 
chains,  and  were  in  the  act  of  throwing  them  into  a 
tremendous  log  fire  that  was  burning  in  the  camp. 
They  opened  the  logs  on  the  top  of  the  fire,  and,  swing¬ 
ing  the  two  victims  into  the  flames,  rolled  back  the 
burning  logs.  There  was  a  terrible  struggle  for  a  mo- 
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ment ;  then  all  was  still.  A  blue  flame  towered  high 
above  the  pile,  and  quickly  subsided.  My  Indians 
begged  the  privilege  of  scalping  them  before  they  were 
burned ;  but  Gardner  told  them  he  wished  to  burn  them 
up  clean.  “You  are  going  after  their  companions,” 
lie  said,  “  and  you  can  get  plenty  more  scalps.” 

“Yes,”  they  replied,  “we  will  get  plenty,  and  bring 
your  horses  back  besides.” 

I  really  felt  proud  of  my  warriors  in  seeing  them 
animated  with  so  true  a  spirit.  We  breathed  our 
horses  for  a  few  minutes,  for  they  were  in  a  perfect 
foam,  and  then  started  after  them  again  in  hot  pursuit. 

By  next  morning,  we  came  within  two  gunshots’  dis¬ 
tance  of  the  enemy  without  being  perceived,  as  a  roll 
in  the  prairie  hid  us  from  their  view.  We  rested  for  a 
few  moments,  to  refresh  our  horses  and  prepare  them 
for  the  charge.  We  heard  a  continual  firing,  as  if 
kept  up  by  the  enemy,  and  then  a  terrific  explosion, 
which  made  the  earth  tremble;  yells  of  the  savages 
succeeded  to  this,  and  I  then  learned  that  there  had 
been  a  battle  between  the  Indians  and  traders,  and 
that  the  whole  stock  of  the  traders’  powder  had  ex¬ 
ploded. 

Now,  thought  I,  is  the  time  to  charge ;  and  I  gave 
the  word  to  my  impatient  warriors.  We  were  among 
them  like  a  thunder-bolt,  even  before  they  had  time  to 
mount  their  horses ;  for  they  had  not  yet  recovered 
from  the  fright  of  the  explosion.  We  cut  down  one 
hundred  and  seventy-two  of  them  before  they  had  time 
to  fire  twenty  shots.  The  whole  force  of  the  enemy 
amounted  to  four  hundred  men,  and  those  who  remain¬ 
ed  unhurt  scattered  in  all  directions.  We  did  not 
pursue  them,  as  our  horses  were  so  badly  jaded. 

Pine  Leaf,  who  charged  gallantly  by  my  side,  was 


JAMES  P.  BECKWOURTH. 


257 


wounded  with  a  bullet,  which  broke  her  left  arm  just 
below  the  elbow.  Placing  her  wounded  arm  in  her 
bosom,  she  grew  more  desperate  than  ever,  and  three 
of  the  enemy  met  their  death  from  the  point  of  her 
lance  after  she  received  her  wound.  Becoming  faint 
from  loss  of  blood,  she  was  constrained  to  retire.*  We 
had  twelve  others  wounded. 

We  recovered  all  our  own  horses,  and  recaptured 
those  belonging  to  Gardner,  besides  a  great  number  in 
the  possession  of  the  enemy.  For  spoils  we  gathered 
near  two  hundred  scalps,  and  a  vast  amount  of  fire¬ 
arms  and  other  equipments.  After  this  signal  victory 
we  returned  to  Gardner’s  camp,  reaching  there  the 
same  evening. 

Before  leaving,  however,  we  took  three  blackened 
and  disfigured  bodies,  the  remains  of  the  trappers  who 
had  so  heroically  defended  themselves,  and  who,  to  all 
appearance,  had  blown  themselves  up  rather  than  fall 
into  the  hands  of  the  enemy.  This  supposition  was 
warranted  by  the  appearance  of  the  ground.  Evident¬ 
ly  the  savages  had  set  fire  to  the  grass  all  round,  think¬ 
ing  to  burn  them  out;  but  it  had  not  reached  them. 
I  surmised  that  the  Indians  had  charged  on  them  in  a 
body,  and,  when  near  to  the  trappers,  had  been  scat¬ 
tered  with  the  ignition  of  three  kegs  of  powder  in  the 
possession  of  the  trappers,  for  some  of  the  carcasses  of 
the  Indians  were  badly  scorched. 

Our  reception  at  the  camp  of  Gardner  was  enthu¬ 
siastic.  “  Beckwourth  and  his  brave  warriors  forever !  ” 
rent  the  air  in  acclamations.  They  joined  us,  and  went 

*  The  heroine’s  arm  was  set  in  good  style  by  Dr.  Walton,  at  Gard¬ 
ner’s  camp,  and  in  a  few  weeks  it  was  sound  again.  The  Indians 
have  no  bone-setters ;  when  their  bones  get  broken,  they  tie  them  up 
as  well  as  possible,  and  trust  in  Providence  for  the  result. 
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on  to  the  fort  with  us.  When  we  came  in  sight  of  the 
place  we  formed  all  in  line,  and  displayed  our  scalps 
on  the  ends  of  sticks,  and  discharged  our  guns,  and 
sung  at  the  top  of  our  voices.  This  brought  every 
person  out  of  the  fort  to  look  at  us.  We  then  opened 
our  column,  and  I  requested  Gardner  to  drive  all  the 
horses  with  full  speed  to  the  fort.  Just  before  he 
reached  there  we  spurred  our  horses  on  to  the  front, 
and  encircled  the  fort  several  times,  still  displaying  our 
scalps,  and  singing  the  scalp-dance  burden  louder  and 
louder,  while  all  the  occupants  of  the  post  joined  in. 
There  were  hilarious  times  round  the  fort  that  night. 

We  had  sent  word  to  the  village  to  summon  the 
Crows  to  the  trading-post,  to  help  us  mourn  for  the 
three  white  men  who  had  recently  been  killed  on  the 
ice,  and  who  were  yet  unburied.  I  omitted  to  mention 
in  proper  place  that  Glass’s  body  was  found  near  the 
fort — probably  on  his  retreat  after  he  had  discovered 
the  Indians.  The  whole  village,  accordingly,  started 
to  join  us,  while  I  and  my  party  went  out  to  meet 
them  and  acquaint  them  with  our  success.  In  con¬ 
sideration  of  my  distinguished  services,  I  was  elevated 
to  second  counselor  of  the  nation. 

We  met  them  about  a  day’s  ride  from  the  fort,  and 
had  a  great  celebration  over  the  communication  of  our 
victory.  We  returned  together  and  buried  the  three 
men,  amid  the  most  terrible  scenes  that  I  had  ever 
witnessed.  The  crying  was  truly  appalling.  The  three 
men  were  well  known,  and  highly  esteemed  by  the 
Crows.  When  their  bodies  were  lowered  to  their 
last  resting-place,  numberless  fingers  were  voluntarily 
chopped  off  and  thrown  into  the  graves;  hair  and 
trinkets  of  every  description  were  also  contributed,  and 
the  graves  were  finally  filled  up. 
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I  then  set  the  men  to  work  in  building  boats,  to 
carry  our  peltry  down  to  Fort  Union,  at  the  mouth  of 
the  Yellow  Stone,  whither  I  intended  going  as  soon  as 
the  river  was  free  from  ice.  When  completed,  I  put 
on  board  seven  hundred  packs  of  buffalo  robes — ten 
robes  in  each  pack — and  forty-five  packs  of  beaver.  I 
forwarded  orders  for  such  goods  as  were  wanted,  and 
also  word  for  another  clerk  in  the  place  of  poor  Rose, 
who  had  lost  his  life  in  the  service  of  the  company. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Departure  from  the  Fort  with  the  Crows. — I  am  elected  First  Coun¬ 
selor  of  the  Nation. — Death  of  the  head  Chief. — I  am  appointed 
Successor. — Last  Moments  of  the  Chief. 

The  Indians  having  made  all  their  requisite  pur¬ 
chases,  moved  on  to  the  Little  Horn  River,  six  or  eight 
days’  travel  from  tlft  fort.  We  encamped  here  for  the 
purpose  of  planting  tobacco,  which  is  done  by  the 
prophets  and  medicine  men ;  after  which  a  great  feast 
is  provided,  and  a  general  time  of  dancing  and  rejoic¬ 
ing  follows. 

The  tobacco-plant  grows  spontaneously  in  the  Snake 
country,  but  it  is  cultivated  by  the  Crows  and  several 
other  tribes.  It  is  a  tolerably  good  substitute  for  the 
cultivated  species,  for  the  purpose  of  smoking,  but  it 
is  unfit  to  chew.  The  plant  very  closely  resembles 
garden  sage,  and  forms  into  heads  similar  to  the  do¬ 
mestic  flax. 

At  this  camp  the  First  Counselor  made  a  speech  to 
the  warriors,  and  spoke  in  substance  as  follows: 
“Warriors!  Red  Bird  has  served  you  faithfully  many 
winters.  He  is  now  old.  He  can  be  young  no  more. 
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His  body  has  been  made  weak  by  the  numerous 
wounds  he  has  received  in  lighting  the  enemies  of  the 
Crows.  He  now  wishes  for  repose,  and  not  to  be  dis¬ 
turbed  in  his  slumbers  by  being  called  into  the  coun¬ 
cil  at  all  hours  of  the  night,  when  his  body,  once  so 
powerful,  now  requires  rest.  is  desirous  of  joining 
the  medicine  men,  that  he  will  not  be  compelled  to  go 
to  war ;  but  he  will  always  be  ready  to  defend  his  own 
village,  the  women  and  the  helpless,  and  to  give  up 
his  life  for  them.  Red  Bird’s  medicine  in  the  war¬ 
path  has  grown  weak;  let  the  younger  warriors,  who 
are  brave  and  active,  have  an  opportunity  to  try  their 
medicine.  We  have  plenty  who  deserve  to  be  pro¬ 
moted,  who  are  as  brave  as  the  she-bear,  and  as  swift 
as  the  antelope.  Warriors,  I  now  give  up  my  position 
as  first  counselor.  I  have  done.” 

Long  Hair  replied  as  follows : 

“  Bed  Bird,  we  feel  that  our  hearts  are  sorry  that 
you  have  seen  fit  to  cease  to  bd*our  first  counselor. 
You  have  served  our  people  long  and  faithfully.  Your 
counsel  has  been  good :  under  your  wise  direction  we 
have  prospered.  We  would  rather  that  you  had  still 
directed  us ;  but  you  say  it  is  your  desire  to  have  re¬ 
pose.  Be  it  so.  We  know  that  your  body  is  weak.  We 
know  that  you  have  received  numerous  wounds  from 
the  weapons  of  our  enemies.  We  know  that  you  nev¬ 
er  turned  your  back  upon  the  foe.  Now  we  need  a 
sixth  counselor,  and  must  select  one  from  the  braves 
here  present.  Will  you  name  him  for  us  ?” 

“No,”  said  the  old  man;  “I  have  never  had  any 
enemies  among  my  braves,  and  I  do  not  wish  to  make 
them  now.  I  should  not  know  which  to  choose,  were 
I  to  attempt  it.  They  are  all  brave.” 

It  was  at  length  resolved  that  one  of  the  medicine 
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men  should  be  blindfolded,  and  go  among  the  most 
distinguished  braves,  and  whoever  he  first  placed  his 
hand  upon  should  take  his  seat  as  sixth  counselor. 
The  distinguished  braves  then  gathered  promiscuous¬ 
ly  together ;  a  close  bandage  was  placed  over  the  eyes 
of  the  medicine  man,  and  away  he  went  among  the 
crowd.  The  five  counselors  being  among  the  braves, 
he  placed  his  hand  on  one  of  them,  and  cried  out, 
“  Here  is  your  sixth  counselor.” 

“You  are  wrong,”  said  Long  Hair;  “he  is  counselor 
already.” 

He  then  went  through  the  crowd,  and  laid  his  hand 
upon  another  brave,  crying  out  as  before.  Long  Bow 
was  therefore  declared  to  be  the  choice  of  the  people 
for  sixth  counselor  of  the  nation.  When  the  seat  of 
the  first  counselor  falls  vacant,  the  others  are  elevated 
one  degree,  thus  leaving  the  lowest  station  vacant. 

The  village  now  crossed  the  Big  Horn  on  their  way 
to  Sun  River  Creek,  a  small  tributary  of  the  Yellow 
Stone.  At  Big  Horn  I  took  forty  warriors,  and  start¬ 
ed  in  quest  of  Black  Feet  and  horses.  After  traveling 
two  days,  I  was  overtaken  by  the  head  chief,  A-ra-poo- 
ash,  with  one  hundred  and  seventy-five  warriors.  He 
was  evidently  chagrined  about  something.  Not  wish¬ 
ing  him  to  go  to  war,  as'  I  expected  nothing  less  than 
that  he  would  rush  in  and  throw  away  his  life,  I  told 
him  that  I  should  avoid  the  war-path,  that  my  medi¬ 
cine  told  me  my  war-path  was  bad,  and  I  intended  to 
return  to  the  village.  I  started  forthwith,  and  he  fol¬ 
lowed  me.  On  coming  in  sight  of  the  village,  we  halt¬ 
ed  and  encamped  for  the  night. 

I  stole  away  in  the  night  with  seventy-five  warriors, 
and  made  for  the  enemy’s  country,  hoping  that  the  old 
chief  would  return  to  the  village.  But  he  took  my 
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trail  the  next  morning,  and  overtook  me  with  his  re¬ 
maining  followers. 

He  advanced  to  me,  and  said,  “  Bloody  Arm,  you 
are  a  great  warrior ;  you  do  not  wish  me  to  go  to  war, 
but  I  will.  I  shall  never  return  to  the  village.  I  am 
going  to  die.  The  Crows  are  fools.  I  have  given 
them  good  counsel,  and  they  would  not  listen  to  my 
words.  I  have  fought  for  them  during  many  years. 
I  have  shed  much  blood  for  them.  I  have  tried  to 
make  them  a  great  people,  but  they  have  closed  their 
ears.  I  am  going  to  the  big  village  of  the  Great  Spir¬ 
it.  If  you  do  not  wish  to  go  in  the  path  with  me,  you 
can  go  in  another  path ;  I  will  find  the  enemy  alone, 
and  die.” 

When  he  had  finished  speaking,  he  dismounted. 
Then,  placing  the  edge  of  his  shield  on  some  buffalo 
chips,  he  said,  “  Warriors,  you  see  my  shield.  If  it 
rises,  I  shall  die  before  I  return  to  the  village ;  if  not, 
I  shall  return.”  He  then  addressed  the  sun  for  some 
minutes,  after  which  he  took  his  lance  and  made  sev¬ 
eral  motions  with  it.  Then,  giving  a  bound,  the  shield 
was  raised  as  high  as  his  head,  and  not  a  warrior  saw 
him  touch  it.  Then  every  one  present  believed  his 
words,  namely,  that  he  would  never  return  alive  to  the 
village.  I  knew  that  the  shield  must  have  some  ele¬ 
vating  agency,  but  it  was  concealed :  my  attention  was 
so  riveted  upon  the  chief,  that  I  did  not  discover  the 
power  that  produced  the  seeming  miracle. 

The  scouts  now  ran  in  to  report  that  there  were 
fourteen  Black  Feet  but  a  short  distance  off,  who  were 
approaching  us  on  foot.  All  was  then  bustle  of  prep¬ 
aration  for  a  moment,  and  the  trick  of  the  shield  was 
forgotten.  Away  we  sped  to  find  the  enemy.  We 
speedily  found  them,  and  they,,  perceiving  escape  was 
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impossible,  prepared  to  sell  their  lives  as  dearly  as  they 
could. 

The  old  chief  was  the  first  to  charge  impetuously 
upon  the  scanty  foe ;  as  his  steed  plunged  through  them, 
he  cut  down  one  with  his  battle-axe ;  then,  wheeling 
and  again  passing  their  line,  he  clove  a  second.  Again 
turning  to  pass  the  enemy’s  line  a  third  time,  he  had 
already  raised  his  arm  to  strike,  when  an  arrow  en¬ 
tered  his  body  just  below  the  hip,  and  passed  clean 
through,  showing  itself  near  the  shoulder. 

Every  warrior  paused  in  astonishment  at  seeing 
their  chief  thus  furiously  engaged ;  but  when  he  fell  a 
demon  seemed  suddenly  to  possess  them,  and  the  few 
surviving  Black  Feet  were  hewed  to  pieces  in  a  mo¬ 
ment.  Every  warrior  gathered  round  the  dying  chief; 
his  life-blood  was  fast  draining  from  his  mortal  stroke. 

“Warriors,”  he  said,  “I  came  here  to  die.  My 
wish  will  soon  be  gratified.  A-ra-poo-ash  will  lead  you 
no  more  to  war.  My  home  will  soon  be  in  the  Spirit 
Land.  My  people  were  fools,  and  would  not  listen  to 
my  counsel.  Bloody  Arm,  come  to  me.  You  must 
now  take  the  place  of  A-ra-poo-ash.  You  are  brave 
and  wise.  You  fight  the  enemy,  and  vanquish  them 
without  losing  our  own  warriors.  Your  medicine  is 
powerful.  Warriors,  listen  to  your  dying  chief!  You, 
Bloody  Arm,  are  the  only  brave  who  can  keep  the  na¬ 
tion  together.  The  Crows  disobeyed  my  orders,  and 
I  did  not  like  to  punish  them  for  it.  I  loved  my  peo¬ 
ple  too  well;  I  was  too  kind  to  them  for  their  own 
good.  I  was  too  indulgent.  They  all  fear  you,  and 
will  obey  your  words.  If  they  obey  you,  they  will 
increase  and  become  a  powerful  people,  as  I  have  wish¬ 
ed  them  to  be ;  but  if  they  disobey  you,  they  will  not 
be  a  nation  two  winters  more.  Their  enemies  are 
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numerous  and  powerful,  and  they  will  rub  out  all  the 
Crows  unless  they  hearken  to  what  you  say.  My  eyes 
grow  dim.  Red  Arm,  are  you  listening  ?  I  can  not 
see.” 

“Iam  listening  to  all  you  say,”  I  replied. 

“It  is  well.  Then  take  this  shield  and  this  medal; 
they  both  belong  to  you.  The  medal  was  brought 
from  our  great  white  father  many  winters  ago  by  the 
red-headed  chief.  When  you  die,  it  belongs  to  him 
who  succeeds  you.  Listen.  Tell  Nam-i-ne-dishee, 
the  wife  that  I  have  always  loved,  that  if  our  child, 
yet  unborn,  shall  be  a  son,  to  tell  him  who  his  father 
was.  Red  Arm,  listen.” 

“  I  hear  you,”  I  said. 

“Let  my  body  be  buried  under  this  spot.  Suffer 
no  warrior  to  make  a  track  on  this  war-ground  for  one 
season.  Then  come  and  seek  my  bones,  and  I  will 
have  something  good  for  you. 

“I  can  hear  the  voice  of  the  Great  Spirit.  It  sounds 
like  the  moaning  of  the  mighty  wind  through  the  dark, 
gloomy  forest.  He  calls  for  A-ra-poo-ash  to  come  to 
the  spirit  land.  I  must  go.  Re — mem — her!” 

The  word  “remember”  expired  on  his  lips  as  his 
soul  winged  its  flight  to  the  spirit  land.  Every  war¬ 
rior  (except  Yellow  Belly,  who  was  a  brother  of  the 
old  chief)  immediately  set  up  the  most  dismal  cryings 
that  I  have  ever  heard  in  my  life.  I  dispatched  a 
herald  to  the  village  to  inform  them  of  the  head  chief’s 
death,  and  then  burying  him  according  to  his  direc¬ 
tions  we  slowly  proceeded  homeward.  My  very  soul 
sickened  at  the  contemplation  of  the  scenes  that  would 
be  enacted  at  my  arrival.  When  we  drew  in  sight  of 
the  village,  we  found  every  lodge  laid  prostrate.  We 
entered  amid  shrieks,  cries,  and  yells.  Blood  was 
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streaming  from  every  conceivable  part  of  the  bodies 
of  all  who  were  old  enough  to  comprehend  their  loss. 
Hundreds  of  fingers  were  dismembered;  hair,  torn  from 
the  head,  lay  in  profusion  about  the  paths ;  wails  and 
moans  in  every  direction  assailed  the  ear,  where  un¬ 
restrained  joy  had  a  few  hours  before  prevailed.  This 
fearful  mourning  lasted  until  evening  of  the  next  day. 

The  morning  following  I  ordered  the  removal  of  the 
village  in  the  direction  of  the  Rose  Bud.  We  there 
built  a  council-lodge,  and  all  the  prophets  and  medi¬ 
cine  men  in  the  village  were  assembled  in  it  on  its 
completion.  The  national  records  were  read  over,  and, 
after  a  lengthy  ceremony  performed  by  the  great  men, 
it  was  unanimously  declared  that  they  had  elected  me 
First  Counselor,  and  that,  conjointly  with  Long  Hair, 
I  was  head  chief  of  the  nation.  Which  pronuncia- 
miento  was  recorded. 

It  then  devolved  upon  me  to  deliver  my  inaugural  ad¬ 
dress.  As  nearly  as  I  can  recollect,  I  spoke  as  follows : 

“  Brothers  and  warriors !  The  great  A-ra-poo-ash 
is  no  more.  He  has  met  his  fathers  dnd  kindred  who 
preceded  him  to  the  Spirit  Land.  He  has  told  all  con¬ 
cerning  you  that  yet  survive  on  earth.  He  has  related 
your  deeds  of  bravery,  which  makes  the  spirits  rejoice; 
he  has  also  told  of  your  disobedience  to  your  chief, 
which  has  made  them  cry  and  become  dark.  The 
Great  Spirit  becomes  angry  at  you  when  he  sees  his 
heroes  mourn.  But,  although  you  displeased  A-ra- 
poo-ash  by  disobedience,  and  made  his  heart  to  mourn, 
he  intercedes  for  you  there,  that,  if  you  now  obey  the 
chiefs  you  have  chosen  to  lead  you,  your  war-paths 
may  constantly  be  prosperous ;  your  buffalo  and  bea¬ 
ver  shall  always  abound,  and  you  may  become  a  great 
and  powerful  people. 
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“I  am  now  your  great  chief.  If  you  obey  what  I 
say  to  you,  I  can  make  you  all  you  wish  to  be.  By 
my  long  stay  with  the  whites,  I  possess  advantages 
which  the  chiefs  of  no  other  tribe  possess.  I  can  get 
twice  as  much  for  our  robes  and  beavers  as  you  ever 
got  before.  I  came  back  to  you.  I  can  talk  to  our 
white  brethren,  and  they  understand  all  my  words. 
They  know  that  if  they  cheat  my  people  I  shall  find] 
it  out. 

“  My  medicine  tells  me  that  we  must  not  make  war 
on  our  enemies,  unless  they  first  kill  our  people  or  steal 
our  horses :  we  must  then  attack  them  with  many  war¬ 
riors,  so  that  we  may  run  no  danger  of  being  rubbed 
out.  I  shall  never  consent  for  our  nation  to  have  more 
than  two  villages  at  one  time.  Let  those  two  villages 
keep  their  warriors,  their  wives,  and  their  children  to¬ 
gether,  and  not  subdivide,  when  they  are  sure  to  be 
attacked  by  the  enemies.  When  our  village  is  united, 
no  enemy  will  ever  dare  to  attack  it. 

“  My  brother,  Long  Hair,  is  a  very  great  brave,  a 
wise  chief.  He  will  guide  one  village,  and  it  will  be 
my  duty  to  guide  the  council  and  direct  the  other.  I 
want  all  my  warriors  to  lay  aside  the  battle-axe  and 
lance  for  a  season,  and  turn  their  attention  to  hunting 
and  trapping.  Our  streams  are  full  of  beaver,  as  also 
are  our  prairies  with  buffalo.  Our  squaws  excel  all 
others  in  dressing  robes,  for  which  the  whites  pay  us 
a  great  price.  Then  let  us  get  all  the  robes  they  can 
dress,  and  not  keep  them  in  idleness  as  mere  play¬ 
things.  If  we  keep  them  at  work,  they  will  be  heal¬ 
thy,  and  strong,  and  brave,  when  they  become  warriors. 
They  can  also  buy  every  thing  they  require,  both  for 
themselves  and  their  children,  while  the  beavers  of  the 
warriors  will  also  supply  our  wants. 
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“Warriors!  How  can  we  do  all  this,  if  we  scatter 
over  the  country  in  numerous  little  villages,  subject 
to  continual  attacks  from  our  enemies,  who  will  cut  us 
off,  a  few  at  a  time,  until  we  are  all  rubbed  out  ?  •  No ; 
obey  me,  and  keep  yourselves  undivided ;  and  if  ene¬ 
mies  attack  us,  we  can  kill  ten  of  them  when  they  kill 
one  Crow :  thus  my  medicine  says.  But  if  you  dis¬ 
obey  me,  and  will  not  hearken  to  my  words,  then  I 
shall  surely  leave  you,  and  return  to  my  white  friends, 
not  enduring  to  see  the  nation  become  weak,  and  fly¬ 
ing  before  their  enemies,  and  our  women  and  children 
carried  into  captivity.  Obey  and  assist  me,  then,  and 
I  will  do  my  best  in  your  behalf.  Warriors,  I  have 
done.” 

This  oration  was  received  with  undisguised  approv¬ 
al,  and  I  received  the  name  of  Good  War  Road. 

A  herald  having  been  dispatched  to  our  other  vil¬ 
lage  to  acquaint  them  with  the  death  of  our  head  chief, 
and  request  them  to  assemble  at  the  Rose  Bud,  in  or¬ 
der  to  meet  our  village  and  devote  themselves  to  a 
general  time  of  mourning,  there  met*,  in  conformity 
with  this  summons,  over  ten  thousand  Crows  at  the 
place  indicated.  Such  a  scene  of  disorderly,  vociferous 
mourning  no  imagination  can  conceive,  nor  any  pen 
portray.  Long  Hair  cut  off  a  large  roll  of  lii3  hair,  a 
thing  he  was  never  known  to  do  before.  The  cutting 
and  hacking  of  human  flesh  exceeded  all  my  previous 
experience;  fingers  were  dismembered  as  readily  as 
twigs,  and  blood  was  poured  out  like  water.  Many 
of  the  warriors  would  cut  two  gashes  nearly  the  entire 
length  of  their  arm ;  then,  separating  the  skin  from  the 
flesh  at  one  end,  would  grasp  it  in  their  other  hand, 
and  rip  it  asunder  to  the  shoulder.  Others  would 
carve  various  devices  upon  their  breasts  and  shoulders, 
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and  raise  the  skin  in  the  same  manner,  to  make  the 
scars  show  to  'advantage  after  the  wound  was  healed. 
Some  of  their  mutilations  were  ghastly,  and  my  heart 
sickened  to  look  at  them ;  but  they  would  not  appear 
to  receive  any  pain  from  them. 

It  was  frequently  asked  of  me  why  I  did  not  mourn. 
I  told  them  that  my  medicine  forbade  me  to  mourn  in 
their  manner,  but  that  I  mourned  in  my  heart,  and  in 
painting  my  face.  I  would  frequently  represent  to 
them  the  folly  of  maiming  themselves,  and  appearing 
before  the  eyes  of  the  Great  Spirit  so  greatly  disfig¬ 
ured  ;  but  I  lost  my  labor.  By  torturing  themselves 
their  pagan  minds  supposed  they  were  rendering  ac¬ 
ceptable  sacrifices  to  the  Great  Spirit,  and  performing 
penance  for  offenses  against  his  will.  It  was  religion ; 
and  to  interfere  with  their  received  opinions  would 
have  subjected  me  to  the  imputation  of  infidel,  and 
perhaps  have  entailed  upon  me  expulsion  from  my 
high  office. 

The  mourning  over,  I  selected  seventy  young  war¬ 
riors,  and  started  out  in  search  of  feats  of  arms  (ac¬ 
cording  to  their  custom),  to  prove  my  fortune  in  my 
new  office.  I  crossed  the  Missouri  into  the  As-ne-boine 
country,  where  we  fell  in  with  fifteen  Indians  and  four 
old  women.  We  killed  them  all,  and  returned  home 
with  their  scalps.  There  was  but  slight  rejoicing  on 
my  return,  on  account  of  our  recent  affliction. 

I  should  have  mentioned  that  at  the  assembly  of 
our  two  villages  a  grand  council  was  held,  wherein 
certain  principles  of  action  were  deliberated  and  ad¬ 
justed.  On  the  death  of  a  chief  all  his  plans  die  with 
him,  and  it  devolves  upon  his  successor  to  come  to 
an  understanding  with  his  confederate  head  chief.  In 
this  deliberation  it  is  determined  upon  what  rules  the 
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villages  shall  move,  which  direction  eacli  shall  take, 
and  what  shall  be  the  relations  existing  between  them. 
There  is  generally  a  harmony  preserved  between  the 
chiefs,  and  much  method  is  shown  in  the  preliminary 
adjustment  of  details.  Long  Hair  and  myself  were 
the  best  of  friends,  and  my  allied  brother  was  the  elect 
to  the  office  of  Sixth  Counselor,  so  that  there  was  a 
promising  indication  of  unanimity  in  our  administra¬ 
tion. 

The  villages  then  separated,  with  an  understanding 
that  they  should  again  assemble  at  the  fort  in  one 
moon.  The  attention  of  the  nation  was  turned  to  trap¬ 
ping  and  killing  buffalo,  and  the  stock  of  accumulated 
peltry  that  fall  was  prodigious. 

When  I  started  on  my  excursion  to  the  As-ne- 
boines.  Pine  Leaf  begged  to  accompany  me.  Her  arm 
was  far  from  sound,  and  I  refused  to  take  her.  How¬ 
ever,  soon  after  I  had  left,  one  of  my  leaders  invaded 
the  Cheyenne  country,  and,  regardless  of  my  wishes, 
she  accompanied  the  expedition.  She  was  brought 
home,  as  all  supposed,  mortally  wounded.  A  ball  had 
penetrated  her  left  breast,  just  escaping  the  heart ;  it 
had  passed  through  her  body,  coming  out  at  the  shoul¬ 
der-blade,  and  tearing  away  a  portion  of  it  in  its  exit. 
On  seeing  her  in  this  pitiable  condition,  I  resigned  all 
hope  of  her  recovery.  “So  much,”  said  I,  “for  dis¬ 
regarding  my  counsel.  I  would  not  allow  you  to  go 
with  me,  in  consideration  of  your  wound;  but  you 
took  advantage  of  my  absence,  apd  now  you  are  done 
for.” 

“Well,”  she  replied,  “lam  sorry  that  I  did  not  list¬ 
en  to  my  chief;  but  I  gained  two  coos .” 

The  party  accompanying  her  lost  four  warriors, 
wounded  in  rescuing  her,  and  saving  her  scalp.  She 
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eventually  recovered,  but  it  was  a  long  while  before 
she  could  again  go  to  war.  The  Cheyennes  were  de¬ 
feated  in  the  end,  with  the  loss  of  three  scalps,  which 
were  brought  into  camp. 

The  two  villages  met  at  the  time  appointed  at  the 
fort,  and  disposed  of  all  their  peltry.  A  Mr.  Tulleck 
Was  sent  up  as  clerk,  and  to  him  I  intrusted  full  charge 
of  the  fort,  promising  him  the  protection  of  the  Crows 
for  the  winter,  as  I  intended  that  one  of  our  villages 
should  take  up  their  winter  quarters  in  his  vicinity. 
I  was  at  this  time  salaried  by  the  American  Fur 
Company  at  three  thousand  dollars  per  annum,  to  reside 
with  the  Crows  and  procure  their  trade  for  the  com- 
pany. 

Our  whole  nation  then  crossed  the  Yellow  Stone, 
and  moved  on  to  Mussel  Shell  Eiver,  whence  we  pur¬ 
posed  to  go  and  gather  the  remains  of  our  late  head 
chief,  as  the  time  he  had  specified  for  their  removal 
had  arrived.  The  Indians  count  four  seasons  in  the 
year;  namely,  green  grass,  yellow  grass,  leaf  falling, 
and  snow  falling.  Our  party  destined  to '  collect  the 
bones  consisted  of  seven  or  eight  hundred  persons  of 
both  sexes.  On  arriving  at  the  grave,  we  discovered  a 
new  Indian  trail  passing  directly  over  the  spot,  and  we 
started  in  immediate  pursuit.  After  a  march  of  six 
miles,  we  came  upon  a  Black  Foot  village  of  twenty- 
seven  lodges,  who  were  returning  from  the  trading-post, 
having  made  extensive  purchases.  At  sight  of  them, 
every  warriors  breast  kindled  with  revenge,  they  re¬ 
membering  the  fall  of  their  chief.  We  charged  furi¬ 
ously  upon  them,  killing  and  taking  prisoners  about 
one  hundred  and  fifty  of  their  party.  While  the  war¬ 
riors  were  engaged  in  the  attack,  our  women  attacked 
the  Black  Foot  women,  and  killed  many  of  them  and 
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their  children  before  we  could  interfere  to  stop  it.  We 
captured  quite  a  number  of  young  women  and  little 
boys,  with  an  abundance  of  horses,  weapons,  ammuni¬ 
tion,  scarlet  cloth,  beads,  and  sundries.  We  did  not  re¬ 
ceive  a  scratch,  as  we  attacked  them  with  such  over¬ 
whelming  numbers  that  they  offered  trifling  resistance, 
their  chief  endeavor  being  to  save  themselves  by  flight. 

We  took  up  the  body  of  our  chief  and  returned  with 
it  to  the  camp.  Then  there  was  another  ceremony  of 
cutting  and  maiming,  and  a  body  of  two  hundred  lodges 
was  sent  to  deposit  the  remains  in  the  burial-ground 
of  the  chief’s  ancestors.  While  this  party  were  away 
on  their  mission,  those  who  remained  with  us  busied 
themselves  in  collecting  the  various  sorts  of  fruit  with 
which  the  country  abounded. 

I  now  received  my  last  name — for  I  was  on  the  pin¬ 
nacle  of  my  fame,  and  they  could  ennoble  me  no  far¬ 
ther — Nan-kup-bah-pah  (Medicine  Calf). 

After  tarrying  about  three  weeks,  we  returned  to  the 
fort,  where  we  again  spent  a  short  time,  and  then  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  the  Big  Horn,  where  we  had  engaged  to  meet 
Bear’s  Tooth,  who  had  the  conduct  of  the  burial  party. 

While  we  were  resting  at  the  fort,  a  small  party  of 
twenty-three  warriors,  led  by  Little  Gray  Bull,  stole 
from  our  camp  at  night,  unknown  to  the  chiefs,  and 
when  at  a  safe  distance  sent  us  word  that  they  were 
going  to  the  Cheyenne  country  in  pursuit  of  spoils. 
They  were  the  elite  of  our  party,  the  braves  des  braves. 
Not  one  of  that  devoted  band  ever  returned.  What 
fate  befell  them  remains  to  be  shown. 

M  2 
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CHAPTER  XD£. 

Departure  from  the  Fort. — Arrival  of  Fitzpatrick  and  Party  at  the 
Crow  Village. — Hair-breadth  Escape  from  a  Massacre. — Rescue  and 
Restoration  of  Property  to  the  Owners. — Departure  of  the  Party, — 
My  Return  to  the  Fort. — Escape  from  Black  Feet. — Defeat  of  the 
Crows. 

While  staying  at  our  camp  on  the  Big  Horn,  a  mes¬ 
senger  arrived  with  the  intelligence  that  Thomas  Fitz¬ 
patrick  was  back  upon  the  mountain,  and  that  he  wished 
me  to  visit  him  without  loss  of  time.  My  affairs  were 
in  such  a  position  that  I  could  not  possibly  leave,  but 
I  sent  my  father  and  two  of  my  best  warriors  to  escort 
him  into  the  village.  The  next  morning  they  returned 
with  Fitzpatrick  and  party,  to  the  number  of  thirty- 
five  men,  and  over  two  hundred  horses.  They  en¬ 
camped  a  short  distance  out.  I  visited  the  camp,  and 
was  received  with  a  cordial  welcome.  I  was  intro¬ 
duced  to  a  Captain  Stuart,  an  English  officer,  who  had 
figured  conspicuously,  as  I  was  informed,  under  the 
Iron  Duke,  and  was  now  traveling  the  Far  West  in 
pursuit  of  adventure ;  also  to  a  Dr.  Harrison,  a  son  of 
the  hero  of  Tippecanoe,  and  to  a  Mr.  Brotherton,  with 
several  other  gentlemen,  who  were  all  taking  a  pleasure 
excursion. 

While  sitting  in  their  quarters,  I  observed  some  of 
the  Crows  looking  very  wistfully  at  the  horses  belong¬ 
ing  to  our  new  friends.  Knowing  that  the  most  incor¬ 
ruptible  of  Indians  have  a  moral  weakness  for  horses, 
I  ordered  some  of  my  faithful  Dog  Soldiers  to  watch 
them.  I  then  invited  the  gentlemen  to  the  village, 
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which  invitation  they  readily  accepted.  The  visitors 
left  at  an  early  hour,  but  Fitzpatrick  remained  to  talk 
matters  over  until  quite  late  in  the  evening.  I  offered 
him  a  bed  in  my  lodge,  but  he  preferred  sleeping  in  his 
own  quarters. 

Shortly  after  his  arrival,  Fitzpatrick  incidentally 
mentioned  that  the  Cheyennes  had  killed  an  entire 
party  of  Crows  (but  he  omitted  all  mention  of  the  part 
his  men  had  taken  in  the  massacre),  and  that  one  of 
his  men  had  been  wounded  in  the  affair.  He  had  also 
a  horse  that  had  belonged  to  one  of  the  fallen  heroes, 
purchased  by  him  of  the  Cheyennes.  Had  he  ac¬ 
quainted  me  with  this  circumstance  when  he  first  saw 
me,  the  very  unpleasant  sequel  that  I  am  about  to  re¬ 
late  would  have  been  avoided. 

One  of  the  Crow  braves  was  son  to  a  member  of  the 
party  massacred,  and  he  recognized  his  late  father’s 
horse.  This  discovery  had  occasioned  the  scrutiny 
which  I  had  remarked  early  in  the  evening,  but  the 
cause  of  which  I  was  in  utter  ignorance.  On  the  re¬ 
tiring  of  Fitzpatrick  I  lay  down  for  the  night.  I  had 
not  fallen  asleep,  when  the  murdered  brave’s  son  en¬ 
tered  my  lodge,  and  addressed  me:  “Medicine  Calf, 
what  must  we  do  with  these  white  men  ?” 

“  What  must  you  do  with  them  ?”  repeated  I,  not 
apprehending  his  meaning. 

“Yes,  I  say  so.” 

“  Why,  take  them  into  your  lodges  and  feast  them, 
and  give  them  beds  to  sleep  on,  if  they  wish  it.” 

“No,  no,  that  is  not  what  I  mean,”  he  said ;  “you 
know  these  are  the  white  men  who  killed  my  father. 
They  have  his  horse  here  with  them,  and  a  wounded 
man — wounded  in  their  fight  with  the  Crows.” 

He  then  left  me  to  go,  as  I  supposed,  to  his  lodge, 
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and  I  thought  no  more  of  the  matter.  I  soon  fell 
asleep,  and  woke  no  more  till  morning.  On  awaking, 
I  heard  a  great  rush  or  trampling  of  horses,  and,  spring¬ 
ing  out  of  bed,  I  inquired  of  a  squaw  what  was  the 
matter  in  the  village. 

“  Why,  don’t  you  know  the  whites  are  all  dead  ?” 
she  made  reply. 

“The  whites  are  all  dead!”  repeated  I,  thunder¬ 
struck. 

I  ran  out  and  ordered  my  war-horse  to  be  got  ftady 
in  a  moment.  I  next  ran  to  the  lodge  where  Winters 
slept,  and  found  it  filled  with  Crows.  I  asked  what 
all  this  uproar  meant. 

“  I  don’t  know,”  said  he ;  “  I  have  wished  to  go  to 
your  lodge  to  see  you,  but  they  would  not  let  me  leave. 
They  have  been  clamoring  about  Thomas — Thomas — 
Thomas,  all  night.” 

At  this  moment  Fitzpatrick  rode  up,  with  an  Indian 
behind  him. 

“Fitz,”  said  I,  “what  in  the  name  of  God  does  all 
this  mean  ?  Where  are  your  men  ?” 

“  They  are  all  dead,  I  expect,  by  this  time,”  said  he, 
blankly;  “and  I  presume  you  have  sent  for  me  to 
murder  me  at  your  own  discretion.” 

“  When  did  you  leave  them  ?  Were  they  alive  when 
you  left  them  ?” 

“  They  were  going  down  the  river,  and  a  thousand 
Indians  in  hot  pursuit  after  them,”  he  said. 

“  Go  over  to  my  father’s  lodge,”  I  said  to  him,  “  and 
stay  till  I  return.” 

I  then  mounted  my  war-horse,  being  well  armed, 
and  addressed  my  father:  “I  am  mad,”  I  said;  “I 
am  going  to  die.” 

He  gave  the  war-hoop  so  loud  that  my  ears  fairly 
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tingled,  as  a  signal  for  my  relatives  to  follow  me. 
They  gathered  round.  “  Go,”  said  he,  “  and  die  with 
the  Medicine  Calf.” 

On  I  dashed,  in  mad  career,  for  six  or  seven  miles 
along  the  bank  of  the  river,  until  I  came  in  sight  of 
the  men.  I  seemed  to  have  traveled  the  space  in  the 
same  number  of  minutes,  for  the  horse  flew  with  light¬ 
ning  speed  upon  his  errand.  He  dropped  dead  be¬ 
neath  me ;  in  his  prodigious  exertions  he  had  burst  a 
blood-vessel. 

I  ran  forward  on  foot,  shouting  to  Fitzpatrick’s  nlen, 
“  Run  to  me !  Run  to  me  quickly !” 

They  heard  me,  and  hesitated  at  my  summons.  At 
length  one  started,  and  the  others  followed,  running  at 
their  utmost  speed  toward  me.  A  hill  rose  on  each 
side  the  river,  closing  together  and  arching  over  the 
stream,  at  a  short  distance  in  advance  of  the  party 
when  I  arrested  their  steps.  In  this  pass  the  Crows 
had  taken  their  position,  intending  to  massacre  the 
party  as  they  attempted  to  force  their  passage. 

As  they  reached  me,  I  serried  them  around  me,  the 
Crows  charging  from  the  hills  upon  us  at  the  same 
time.  I  now  saw  my  band  of  relatives  and  friends  ap¬ 
proaching  us  from  the  village.  As  the  exasperated 
Indians  came  surging  on  toward  us,  I  advanced  toward 
them,  and  ordered  them  to  desist. 

They  arrested  their  course :  “  What  do  you  want  ?” 
they  asked  ;  “  do  you  wish  those  whites  to  live  ?” 

“After  you  have  killed  me,”  I  said,  “you  can 
march  over  my  dead  body  and  kill  them,  but  not  be¬ 
fore.” 

They  then  wheeled,  and  fell  in  with  my  party  of  rela¬ 
tives,  who  were  fast  arriving  and  encircling  the  whites. 
I  then  requested  each  man  to  mount  horse  behind  my 
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relatives,  and  return  with  us  to  the  village.  All  did 
so  except  Stuart.  I  requested  him  also  to  mount. 
“No,”  said  he,  “  I  will  get  on  behind  no  d — d  rascal ; 
and  any  man  that  will  live  with  such  wretches  is  a 
d — d  rascal.” 

“  I  thank  you  for  your  compliment,”  I  returned ; 
“but  I  have  no  time  to  attend  to  it  here.” 

“  Captain  Stuart,”  said  Charles  A.  Wharfield,  after- 
/ward  colonel  in  the  United  States  army,  “  that’s  very 
unbecoming  language  to  use  at  such  a  time.” 

‘“  Come,  come,  boys,”  interposed  Dr.  Harrison,  “  let 
us  not  be  bandying  words  here.  We  will  return  with 
them,  whether  for  better  or  for  worse.” 

After  I  had  mounted  the  party,  I  borrowed  a  horse 
of  one  of  my  warriors,  and  led  them  back  to  the  vil¬ 
lage.  For  temporary  safety,  I  deposited  the  party  in 
my  father’s  lodge. 

Fitzpatrick  inquired  of  me,  “  Jim,  what  in  the  name 
of  God  are  you  going  to  do  with  us  ?” 

“  I  don’t  know  yet,”  I  said ;  “  but  I  will  do  the  best 
possible  for  you.” 

I  then  called  the  Dog  Soldiers  to  me,  and  command¬ 
ed  them,  together  with  the  Little  Wolves,  to  surround 
the  village,  and  not  suffer  a  single  person  to  go  out. 
They  all  repaired  to  their  stations.  I  next  took  fifty 
faithful  men,  and  made  a  thorough  search  throughout 
the  village,  beginning  at  the  extreme  row  of  lodges. 
By  this  means  I  recovered  all  the  goods,  once  in  the 
possession  of  Fitzpatrick,  in  good  condition,  except  his 
scarlet  and  blue  cloths,  which  had  been  torn  up  for 
blankets  and  wearing  apparel,  but  still  not  much  in¬ 
jured  for  the  Indian  trade.  I  also  recovered  all  his 
horses,  with  the  exception  of  five,  which  had  been 
taken  to  Bear’s  Tooth’s  camp.  I  had  the  goods  well 
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secured,  and  a  strong  guard  of  my  relatives  placed  over 
them. 

The  reader  may  perhaps  inquire  what  restrained  the 
infuriated  Crows  from  molesting  the  rescued  party  on 
their  way  to  the  village.  Simply  this :  when  an  In¬ 
dian  has  another  one  mounted  behind  him,  the  suppo¬ 
sition  is  that  he  has  taken  him  prisoner,  and  is  con¬ 
ducting  him  to  head-quarters.  While  thus  placed,  the 
Indian  having  him  in  charge  is  responsible  with  his 
life  for  his  security ;  if  he  fails  to  protect  him,  him¬ 
self  and  all  his  kindred  are  disgraced ;  an  outrage  upon 
the  prisoner  is  construed  into  pusillanimity  on  the  part 
of  the  custodian.  Prisoners  are  also  safe  while  in  cus¬ 
tody  in  the  village ;  their  inviolability  is  then  trans¬ 
ferred  to  the  responsibility  of  the  chief.  This  is  In¬ 
dian  morals. 

I  was  informed  subsequently  that  the  Englishman, 
as  soon  as  he  approached  me,  cocked  his  gun,  intend¬ 
ing  to  shoot  me.  It  was  well  for  him,  as  well  as  his 
party,  that  he  altered  his  mind ;  for,  if  he  had  harmed 
me,  there  would  not  have  been  a  piece  of  him  left  the 
size  of  a  five-penny  bit.  I  was  doing  all  that  lay  in 
my  power  to  save  the  lives  of  the  party  from  a  parcel 
of  ferocious  and  exasperated  savages ;  his  life  depended 
by  the  slightest  thread  over  the  yawning  abyss  of 
death  ;  the  slightest  misadventure  would  have  proved 
fatal.  At  that  moment  he  insulted  me  in  the  grossest 
manner.  The  language  that  he  addressed  to  me  ex¬ 
torted  a  look  of  contempt  from  me,  but  I  had  not  time 
for  anger.  I  was  suspected  of  complicity  with  the  In¬ 
dians,  or,  rather,  of  having  instigated  the  fiendish  plot. 
No  man  of  common  sense  could  entertain  such  a  sus¬ 
picion,  when  he  sees  the  part  I  took  in  the  affair.  Had 
I  conspired  the  tragedy,  I  had  but  to  rest  in  my  bed 
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until  the  deed  was  consummated.  Every  man  would 
have  been  killed,  and  no  one  but  the  conspirators  have 
known  their  fate.  To  be  sure,  I  was  in  the  service  of 
the  American  Fur  Company,  and  Fitzpatrick  was  trad¬ 
ing  upon  his  own  account ;  but  that  could  afford  no 
motive  to  conspire  his  death.  I  had  not  the  faintest 
objection  to  his  selling  every  thing  he  had  to  the  Crows. 
But  they  had  nothing  to  buy  with ;  they  had  disposed 
of  all  their  exchangeable  commodities  but  a  short  time 
since  at  the  fort.  Further,  I  was  personally  acquaint¬ 
ed  with  Fitzpatrick,  with  whom  I  never  had  an  ill  word ; 
and  some  of  his  party  stood  high  in  my  regard.  Dr. 
Harrison,  if  only  for  his  noble  father’s  sake,  I  would 
have  defended  at  the  risk  of  my  own  life.  They  were 
all  bound  to  me  with  the  ties  of  hospitality,  and  I  have 
yet  to  hear  of  any  action  committed  by  me  that  would 
warrant  the  assumption  of  such  deep  perfidy.  I  have 
been  informed  that  Captain  Stuart  offered  one  thousand 
dollars  to  a  certain  individual  to  take  my  life.  I  can 
hardly  think  the  charge  is  true,  for  the  individual  thus 
said  to  be  bribed  has  had  many  opportunities  of  earn¬ 
ing  his  reward,  and  still  I  am  alive. 

After  the  goods  were  secured  and  the  horses  brought 
up,  it  was  discovered  that  Captain  Stuart’s  horse,  a  fine 
iron-gray,  was  missing.  It  was  traced  to  the  posses¬ 
sion  of  High  Bull,  a  very  bad  Indian,  and  I  was  in¬ 
formed  that  he  had  declared  he  would  kill  the  first  man 
that  should  come  after  him.  Stuart  valued  his  horse 
highly,  as  well  he  might,  for  he  was  a  noble  animal ; 
lie  was,  therefore,  very  anxious  to  obtain  him.  Fitz¬ 
patrick  had  acquainted  Stuart  that  I  was  the  only  per¬ 
son  in  the  nation  that  could  procure  the  horse’s  resti¬ 
tution. 

Accordingly,  he  visited  me,  and  said,  “  Mr.  Beck- 
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wom-tli”  (he  mistered  me  that  time),  “  can  you  get  my 
horse  for  me  ?” 

I  replied,  “  Captain  Stuart,  I  am  a  poor  man  in  the 
service  of  the  American  Fur  Company,  to  sell  their 
goods  and  receive  the  peltry  of  these  Indians.  The  In¬ 
dian  who  has  your  horse  is  my  best  customer ;  he  has 
a  great  many  relatives,  and  a  host  of  friends,  whose 
trade  I  shall  surely  lose  if  I  attempt  to  take  the  horse 
from  him.  Should  the  agent  hear  of  it,  I  should  be  dis¬ 
charged  at  once,  and,  of  course,  lose  my  salary.” 

“  Well,”  said  he,  “  if  the  company  discharge  you  for 
that,  I  pledge  you  my  word  that  I  will  give  you  six 
thousand  dollars  a  year  for  ten  years.” 

“  Captain  Stuart  is  a  man  of  his  word,  and  able  to 
perform  all  he  promises,”  said  Fitzpatrick. 

“  Well,”  replied  I,  “  I  will  see  what  I  can  do.” 

I  then  dispatched  an  Indian  boy  to  High  Bull  with 
the  message  that  I  wanted  the  gray  horse  he  had  in 
his  possession.  The  boy  delivered  his  message,  and 
the  Indian  retorted  with  a  “  Ugh !”  which  startled  the 
boy  almost  out  of  his  skin,  and  he  came  bounding 
back  again,  saying  the  Indian  was  mad. 

In  a  short  time  High  Bull  came  riding  his  horse,  and 
said,  “Medicine  Calf,  did  you  send  for  this  horse?” 
“I  did.” 

“Well,  here  he  is.” 

“  Take  him  back,”  I  said,  “  and  keep  him  safe  until 
I  send  for  him.” 

Stuart  was  wonder-stricken  at  this  proceeding,  as 
our  discourse  was  unintelligible  to  him. 

“  If  I  could  get  my  hand  on  that  horse’s  neck,”  he 
said,  “  the  whole  village  should  not  get  him  away  from 
me.” 

1  was  annoyed  at  this  braggadocio,  and  was  glad 
the  Indians  did  not  understand  him. 
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Fitzpatrick  requested  Captain  Stuart  to  remain  quiet, 
saying,  “  Beckwourth  has  passed  his  word  to  you  that 
you  shall  have  your  horse.  He  will  he  forthcoming 
when  you  want  him.” 

The  next  morning  they  prepared  to  leave  the  vil¬ 
lage.  The  horses  were  all  packed,  and  every  thing  in 
readiness. 

“  Am  I  to  have  my  horse  ?”  said  Captain  Stuart. 

“  He  will  he  here  in  a  moment,  sir,”  said  I. 

High  Bull  then  rode  the  horse  up  to  the  party  and 
dismounted,  giving  me  the  reins. 

“  Now,  sir,  you  can  mount  your  horse,”  said  I,  de¬ 
livering  him  into  his  owner’s  possession. 

He  mounted,  and  the  party  started.  I  took  one 
hundred  and  fifty  of  my  choice  Dog  Soldiers,  and  es¬ 
corted  them  a  distance  of  fifteen  miles.  Before  leaving 
them,  I  cautioned  Fitzpatrick  to  keep  on  his  journey 
for  three  days  without  stopping  to  encamp.  I  told 
him  that  the  Indians  were  exasperated,  and  the  two 
villages  were  together,  and  it  was  not  in  my  power  to 
keep  them  from  following  them.  I  was  apprehensive 
they  would  dog  them  a  considerable  distance,  but  that 
a  three  days’  journey  would  place  them  in  safety. 

Instead  of  following  my  advice,  he  encamped  the 
following  afternoon.  Within  an  hour  after  his  delay, 
almost  all  his  horses  were  taken  by  the  Indians,  not 
leaving  him  enough  to  pack  his  goods.  I  afterward 
learned  that  Stuart  saved  his  gray  horse.  I  saw  the 
Crows  had  made  free  with  my  friends’  horses,  for  I 
saw  several  of  them  about  the  village  subsequently. 
However,  I  was  satisfied  I  had  done  my  duty ;  I  could 
not  have  done  more  to  my  own  father  or  brother. 
Still  my  life  was  sought  after,  and  my  character  base¬ 
ly  assailed. 
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The  fate  of  the  Crow  warriors  I  will  mention  epi¬ 
sodically  here,  as  I  gathered  it  from  Fitzpatrick,  and 
afterward  from  the  Cheyennes. 

The  party  had  encamped  between  two  villages,  hav¬ 
ing  the  Cheyennes  on  one  side  and  the  Siouxs  on  the 
other.  They  were  in  utter  ignorance  of  their  danger¬ 
ous  proximity.  Being  quickly  discovered  by  one  of 
the  enemy,  he  returned  and  alarmed  his  village,  and 
dispatched  a  messenger  to  the  neighboring  village ; 
and  in  a  few  moments  our  small  band  was  surround¬ 
ed  by  a  force  of  fifty  times  their  number.  Their  po¬ 
sition  was  a  strong  one,  being  chosen  in  a  deep  hollow 
or  gully.  They  received  the  assault  with  unflinch¬ 
ing  intrepidity,  and  fought  until  they  were  all  exter¬ 
minated  except  their  chief — they  killing  thirty-four  of 
their  foes.  The  chief  seemed  to  wear  a  charmed  life ; 
neither  lead  nor  arrows  could  harm  him.  He  advanced 
from  his  position  and  tantalized  his  foes.  He  invited 
them  to  come  and  kill  him,  saying  that  the  scalps  of 
his  enemies  made  his  lodge  dark,  and  that  he  had  rid¬ 
den  their  horses  till  he  was  tired  of  riding.  They  were 
filled  with  admiration  of  his  daring.  They  told  him 
he  was  too  great  a  brave  to  be  killed ;  that  he  might 
go,  and  they  would  not  hurt  him. 

“No,”  said  he,  pointing  to  his  dead  companions; 
“  you  have  killed  all  my  warriors ;  they  have  gone  to 
the  land  of  the  Great  Spirit ;  now  kill  me,  so  that  I 
may  go  with  them.  I  am  the  Little  Gray  Bull ;  come 
and  kill  me.  I  ask  not  to  live.  My  heart  disdains  your 
offers  of  mercy.  My  brothers  and  friends  will  avenge 
my  death.” 

He  would  frequently  advance  toward  his  swarming 
enemies ;  as  he  approached,  they  retired.  He  then  re¬ 
turned  toward  his  dead  companions,  and  again  defied 
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them  to  come  and  kill  him.  He  was  eventually  shot 
down,  probably  by  a  bullet  fired  by  one  of  Fitzpat¬ 
rick’s  men,  who,  being  encamped  with  the  Cheyennes, 
had  joined  them  for  the  sport  of  shooting  Indians. 
There  were  two  small  boys  in  the  party  of  Crows,  who 
went  as  moccasin-carriers.  They  were  taken  prison¬ 
ers,  and  placed  behind  two  warriors  to  be  conveyed  to 
the  village.  While  on  the  way  thither,  each  drew  hi.; 
knife  and  plunged  it  into  the  body  of  his  custodian, 
each  killing  his  man.  The  little  fellows  were  cut  to 
pieces  in  an  instant,  which  was  their  own  choice,  rath¬ 
er  than  to  be  captive  to  the  enemy. 

When  I  returned  from  escorting  Fitzpatrick,  I  in¬ 
formed  the  Crows  of  the  fate  of  their  party;  but  I  with¬ 
held  all  mention  of  the  participation  of  the  whites. 
Thereupon  ensued  another  dreadful  time  of  mourning. 

When  I  parted  from  Fitzpatrick  and  party,  they  all 
appeared  very  grateful  for  their  deliverance,  and,  if 
they  had  not  lost  their  horses  when  they  encamped,  I 
presume  they  never  would  have  entertained  other  but 
friendly  feelings  toward  me. 

Shortly  after  this  occurrence  we  held  a  grand  coun¬ 
cil  relative  to  certain  national  affairs.  I  then  again 
proceeded,  taking  Winters  and  four  warriors  with  me. 
When  we  had  approached  within  a  mile  of  the  fort,  I 
happening  to  be  considerably  in  advance  of  the  party, 
in  ascending  a  small  hill,  when  near  the  summit,  I 
peered  carefully  over,  and  discovered  a  party  of  Black 
Feet,  not  more  than  three  hundred  yards  distant,  sit¬ 
ting  by  the  roadside,  smoking  their  pipes.  I  drew 
back  my  head,  for  I  saw  one  Indian  coming  directly 
upon  me,  and  motioned  my  men  to  a  ravine  close  by. 
Then,  dismounting,  I  crept  back  to  the  brow  of  the  hill, 
and  lay  down  flat  until  the  Indian’s  head  came  within 
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sight.  I  sprang  instantly  to  my  feet,  and  shot  him 
dead.  In  less  than  a  minute  I  had  his  scalp;  ran 
back  and  mounted  my  horse ;  then,  riding  to  the  sum¬ 
mit  of  the  hill,  I  displayed  the  scalp  to  the  Indians, 
who  were  advancing  at  their  topmost  speed.  As  soon 
as  they  saw  me  they  turned  and  fled,  thinking,  no 
doubt,  that  I  had  a  strong  force  lying  in  wait.  I  rode 
on  and  overtook  my  party,  and  we  reached  the  fort 
without  molestation  or  pursuit.  About  two  hours  aft¬ 
er,  the  Indians  presented  themselves  before  the  fort, 
and  challenged  us  to  come  out  and  fight.  We  hoist¬ 
ed  the  scalp  I  had  just  taken  in  answer  to  the  invita¬ 
tion.  I  consider  we  may  thank  my  acquired  habit  of 
caution  for  our  escape,  for,  had  the  Indian  surprised 
us  instead  of  my  surprising  him,  it  is  more  than  prob¬ 
able  that  every  one  of  us  would  have  been  killed. 

We  were  detained  at  the  fort  for  the  space  of  eight 
days,  on  account  of  the  numbers  of  the  Black  Feet 
prowling  about.  They  finally  left,  and  as  soon  as  we 
were  satisfied  that  the  way  was  clear,  we  loaded  ten 
pack-horses  with  goods,  and  Winters  and  myself — 
taking  two  men  each — returned  to  the  Crow  village. 
The  villages  had  separated  during  our  absence ;  Long 
Hair  and  his  village  having  taken  one  direction,  and 
mine  having  taken  another.  Winters  took  Long  Hair’s 
trail,  with  the  goods ;  I  followed  my  village  through 
the  Bad  Pass,  and  overtook  it  at  Black  Panther  Creek. 
I  then  went  on  to  Wind  River,  trapping  and  hunting 
very  successfully  all  the  way,  the  journey  occupying 
about  a  month.  We  went  into  winter  quarters  under 
Wind  River  Mountain,  at  the  mouth  of  Po-po-on-che 
(Long  Grass  Creek).  Here,  after  gathering  a  sufficient 
quantity  of  buffalo  and  elk  horns,  we  supplied  our¬ 
selves  with  a  large  outfit  of  fine  new  bows.  The  horns 
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are  thrown  into  hot  springs  which  abound  in  that  re¬ 
gion,  where  they  are  kept  until  they  are  perfectly  mai¬ 
lable  ;  they  are  then  taken  out  and  straightened,  and 
cut  into  strips  of  suitable  width.  It  takes  two  buffalo 
horns  to  make  a  bow  of  sufficient  length.  They  are 
pieced  in  the  centre,  and  riveted ;  then  they  are  bound 
strongly  at  the  splice  with  sinew.  Bows  made  of  this 
material  are  equaled  by  none  other  except  those  made 
from  the  horn  of  the  mountain  sheep. 

While  we  were  encamped  here,  numerous  small  par¬ 
ties  of  Crows  went  to  war  without  leave,  and  in  almost 
every  instance  were  defeated ;  on  some  excursions  they 
were  entirely  destroyed.  One  party,  consisting  of 
thirty-nine  warriors,  led  by  the  Constant  Bird,  a  great 
war-chief,  went  to  the  Black  Foot  country,  and  every 
one  of  them  was  killed.  They  had  killed  and  scalped 
one  of  the  enemy,  whom  they  met  alone,  and  again 
journeyed  on,  when  they  came  suddenly  upon  a  whole 
village  of  Black  Feet,  and  were  themselves  instantly 
discovered.  To  save  themselves  they  resorted  to  an 
ingenious  device,  which  certainly  offered  fair  to  save 
them.  On  being  discovered,  instead  of  retreating,  they 
kept  on  and  entered  the  enemy’s  village,  pretending 
they  came  with  authority  to  conclude  a  peace.  The 
Indians,  putting  faith  in  their  mission,  concluded  peace 
accordingly.  While  thus  engaged  proposing  terms 
and  smoking  cozily,  one  of  the  Black  Foot  squaws  stole 
a  sack  belonging  to  them.  After  the  departure  of  the 
Crows,  the  sack  was  examined,  and  among  its  contents 
was  found  the  identical  scalp  they  had  taken  a  short 
time  previously.  Raising  the  war-hoop,  the  Black 
Feet  assembled  in  great  numbers,  and,  making  imme¬ 
diate  pursuit  after  the  Crows,  they  overtook  them,  and 
massacred  every  one.  This  intelligence  was  brought 
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by  express  from  Fort  Maria,  the  Black  Foot  trading- 
post,  to  Fort  Cass,  the  Crow  trading-post.  On  re¬ 
ceipt  of  this  intelligence,  there  was  another  general 
scene  of  mourning  and  vowing  vengeance.  I  used  all 
the  arguments  that  I  could  frame  to  prevent  these  mis¬ 
chievous  guerilla  expeditions,  but  they  would  steal  off 
in  the  night  in  spite  of  my  entreaties  or  my  denuncia¬ 
tions,  and  I  did  not  like  to  resort  to  punishments. 

Several  of  the  high  functionaries  inquired  of  me  to 
what  cause  I  attributed  such  repeated  disasters.  I 
answered  as  follows :  “Warriors  !  the  causes  are  clear 
enough.  My  medicine  tells  me  the  causes.  Firstly, 
you  robbed  my  white  friends,  stealing  their  horses 
away,  and  even  attempting  to  take  their  lives  when 
they  were  under  my  protection,  and  when  you  knew 
it  grieved  my  heart  to  have  wrong  done  to  them.  A 
second  cause :  you  are  continually  acting  contrary  to 
the  wishes  of  A-ra-poo-ash,  who  went  to  the  Spirit  Land 
on  account  of  your  disobedience.  I  have  also  express¬ 
ed  the  same  wishes  to  you,  telling  you  to  apply  your¬ 
selves  to  collecting  skins,  in  order  to  have  the  where¬ 
with  to  purchase  the  things  that  you  need.  These, 
my  orders,  are  openly  disobeyed,  and  the  Great  Spirit 
is  very  angry  with  the  nation  for  their  thieving,  and 
disregard  of  the  orders  of  their  head  chief.” 

They  then  inquired  what  they  should  do  to  appease 
the  wrath  of  the  Great  Spirit.  I  answered  again : 
“Warriors!  to  appease  the  just  anger  of  the  Great 
Spirit,  you  must  discontinue  your  war-parties,  and  re¬ 
main  peaceably  at  home  for  one  moon.  You  can  then 
prepare  a  great  sacrifice,  and  do  penance  for  that  time, 
and  let  the  Great  Spirit  see  that  you  really  repent  the 
evil  you  have  committed.  By  so  acting,  you  may  re¬ 
cover  the  favor  which  the  Great  Spirit  has  evidently 
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withdrawn  from  you ;  by  continuing  in  your  obstinate 
ways,  you  will  assuredly  be  rubbed  out  as  a  nation.” 

The  sacrifices  that  they  offer  on  such  occasions  arc 
curious.  One  sacrifice  is  made  by  shaving  the  manes 
and  tails  of  some  of  their  best  war-horses,  and  paint¬ 
ing  on  their  bodies  a  rude  delineation  of  the  sun. 
They  then  turn  them  out,  but  never  drive  them  away ; 
and  if  they  follow  the  other  horses,  it  is  a  sure  sign 
that  the  Great  Spirit  is  following  them  also. 

I  had  become  so  sickened  with  their  constant  mourn¬ 
ing,  which  was  kept  up  through  the  whole  village  day 
and  night,  that  I  determined  to  take  a  small  party  and 
see  if  I  could  not  change  the  face  of  affairs.  Accord¬ 
ingly,  I  raised  fifty  warriors,  and  started  for  the  Chey¬ 
enne  village,  near  the  site  of  the  present  Fort  Laramie. 
The  first  night  we  encamped  on  the  Sweet  Water  Riv¬ 
er.  The  morning  ensuing  was  clear  and  cold,  and  we 
started  across  a  plain  twenty  miles  wide,  with  neither 
trees  nor  bushes  in  the  whole  distance.  Across  this 
plain  was  a  mountain,  which  I  wished  to  reach  that 
night,  in  order  to  provide  ourselves  with  fire-wood  and 
have  a  warm  camp.  When  we  had  traversed  this 
desert  about  midway,  a  storm  came  on,  which  is  called 
by  the  mountaineers  a  Poo-der-ee.  These  storms  have 
proved  fatal  to  great  numbers  of  trappers  and  Indians 
in  and  about  the  Rocky  Mountains.  They  are  com¬ 
posed  of  a  violent  descent  of  snow,  hail,  and  rain,  at¬ 
tended  with  high  and  piercing  wind,  and  frequently 
last  three  or  four  days.  The  storm  prevented  our  see¬ 
ing  the  object  for  which  we  were  directing  our  course. 
We  all  became  saturated  with  the  driving  rain  and 
hail,  and  our  clothing  and  robes  were  frozen  stiff ;  still 
we  kept  moving,  as  we  knew  it  would  be  certain  death 
to  pause  on  our  weary  course.  The  winds  swept  with 
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irresistible  violence  across  the  desert  prairie,  and  we 
could  see  no  shelter  to  protect  us  from  the  freezing 
blast.  Eventually  we  came  to  a  large  hole  or  gully, 
from  eighteen  to  twenty  feet  deep,  which  had  been 
made  by  the  action  of  water.  Into  this  place  we  all 
huddled,  and  were  greatly  protected  from  the  wind. 
Being  exhausted  with  our  exertions,  we  wrapped  our¬ 
selves  as  well  as  we  could  in  our  frozen  robes,  and 
lay  down.  How  long  we  lay  there  I  could  form  no 
idea.  When  I  attempted  to  stir,  it  required  the  exer¬ 
cise  of  all  my  strength  to  free  myself  from  the  mass 
of  snow  that  had  fallen  upon  me  while  asleep.  I  saw 
that  if  we  tarried  there  it  would  be  inevitable  death  to 
us  all,  and  it  was  still  storming  furiously.  I  aroused 
my  second  in  command,  named  “  A  Heap  of  Dogs,” 
and  told  him  that  we  must  arouse  ourselves  and  bestir 
our  warriors,  or  we  should  all  perish. 

“  No,”  said  he ;  “  it  is  too  painful ;  let  us  stay  here 
and  all  die  together.” 

I  told  him  that  I  should  go  at  all  risks,  and  made  a 
spring  thereupon,  he  laying  himself  down  again.  I  had 
not  proceeded  much  more  than  three  hundred  yards 
when  I  came  upon  a  gulch,  or  dry  creek,  in  which  was 
a  drift  pile  composed  of  a  large  accumulation  of  dry 
wood.  I  made  an  opening  and  crawled  in ;  then  strik¬ 
ing  fire,  I  got  it  well  burning,  and  returned  to  my  per¬ 
ishing  warriors  to  relate  my  discovery.  They  arose 
and  shook  off  the  loose  snow  from  their  robes,  and  es¬ 
sayed  to  proceed.  But  many  of  them  were  so  weak 
and  stiffened  that  they  could  but  crawl  along.  After 
getting  thawed  and  comfortably  warmed  before  a  blaz¬ 
ing  fire,  I  found  there  were  two  of  our  party  missing. 
I  returned  with  two  or  three  others  to  search  for  them, 
and  we  had  to  dig  away  the  snow  to  arrive  at  them ; 
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but  the  vital  spark  had  fled — they  were  stiff  in  death. 
We  staid  hy  our  fire,  which  increased  in  body  and 
warmth,  for  two  days,  hy  which  time  the  storm  having 
subsided,  we  returned  home.  The  relatives  of  the  lost 
warriors  made  a  great  mourning  for  them,  while  the 
friends  of  those  who  returned  with  me  showered  pres¬ 
ents  and  blessings  upon  me  for  having  been  instru¬ 
mental  in  saving  their  kinsmen’s  lives. 

It  was  a  time  of  intense  cold.  Our  whole  party 
were  more  or  less  frostbitten;  my  face  and  ears  were 
severely  frozen,  and  were  sore  for  a  long  time.  The 
wild  buffalo  approached  so  near  to  our  fire  that  we 
could  shoot  them  without  stirring  from  our  seats.  As 
an  excuse  for  my  ill  success,  I  informed  the  Crows  that 
the  wrath  of  the  Great  Spirit  was  not  yet  appeased. 

Soon  after  this  catastrophe,  I  informed  my  people 
that  I  wished  to  wander  solitary  for  a  space,  to  mourn 
for  my  two  warriors  who  had  perished  in  the  snow. 
My  real  intention  was  to  get  to  the  fort,  and  thus 
have  a  respite  from  the  unceasing  crying  and  howling 
that  was  kept  up  throughout  the  village.  On  making 
my  intention  known,  two  white  men,  named  Mildrum 
and  Cross,  who  were  staying  in  our  village,  desired  to 
accompany  me.  We  started  accordingly,  taking  one 
squaw  with  us  as  servant.  On  our  second  day  out, 
we  were  surprised  by  a  party  of  two  hundred  and  fifty 
Black  Feet.  We  took  shelter  in  a  thicket  of  willows, 
resolved  to  make  a  brave  stand,  and  sell  our  lives  for 
all  they  were  worth.  The  squaw  showed  herself  a  val¬ 
uable  auxiliary  by  taking  good  care  of  our  horses,  six 
in  number,  and  building  us  a  little  fort  of  sand,  behind 
which  we  stood  in  great  security,  watching  our  enemies 
as  they  ever  and  anon  made  their  appearance.  We  were 
thus  invested  for  thirty-six  hours,  the  Indians  hover- 
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ing  about,  and  losing  one  of  their  number  at  every  dis¬ 
charge,  without  daring  to  rush  in  upon  us,  which  had 
they  ventured  upon  would  have  proved  our  inevitable 
destruction.  We  were  situated  so  close  to  the  river 
that  we  could  be  supplied  with  water  at  all  times  by  the 
squaw  without  incurring  danger. 

The  second  night,  our  besiegers,  having  wearied  of 
their  exertions,  gave  us  comparative  repose.  Availing 
ourselves  of  the  lull,  we  muffled  our  horses’  feet  with 
our  capotes,  cut  to  pieces  for  the  purpose,  and,  stealing 
gently  down  the  slope  of  the  bank,  we  forded  the  shal¬ 
low  stream,  and  made  the  best  of  our  way  home.  We 
went  whooping  and  galloping  at  full  speed  into  the  vil¬ 
lage,  displaying  nineteen  scalps  on  various  parts  of  our 
horses.  Our  victorious  return  created  the  most  thrill¬ 
ing  sensation  throughout  the  village.  Every  face  was 
washed,  the  scalp-dance  was  performed  (the  first  time 
for  two  months),  and  the  hilarity  was  universally  in¬ 
dulged  in.  The  Great  Spirit’s  wrath  was  appeased, 
the  tide  had  turned  in  favor  of  the  Crows,  and  a  con¬ 
tinuation  of  victory  was  predicted  from  this  brilliant 
achievement. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

Excursion  to  the  Fort. — Arrival  of  Long  Hair’s  Village. — Building  of 
a  new  Medicine  Lodge. — Triumphant  Entrance  of  my  little  Wife 
into  the  Lodge. — Attack  on  the  Crow  Village  by  the  Siouxs. — Meet¬ 
ing  of  the  two  Crow  Villages. — Visit  of  the  Grovans. — Visit  to  the 
Grovans  and  Fort  Clarke. 

A  party  of  nine  trappers  happening  to  call  at  the 
village  on  their  way  to  the  fort,  among  whom  was  my 
old  friend  Harris,  I  proposed  to  accompany  them.  We 
started,  and  reached  the  fort  without  accident,  except 
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sustaining  another  siege  from  the  Black  Feet.  After 
our  departure,  the  whole  village  followed  to  purchase 
their  spring  supply  of  necessaries  at  the  fort.  They 
brought  an  immense  stock  of  peltry,  with  which  they 
purchased  every  thing  that  they  stood  in  need  of. 

About  a  week  after  our  arrival,  the  other  Crow  vil¬ 
lage,  under  Long  Hair,  encamped  without  the  fort,  all 
of  them  deep  in  mourning.  The  same  ill  luck  had  at¬ 
tended  them  in  their  excursions  as  we  had  suffered,  and 
eighty  warriors  had  fallen  without  one  gleam  of  suc¬ 
cess.  I  availed  myself  of  this  opportunity  to  impress 
upon  the  minds  of  Long  Hair  and  his  followers  that 
the  cause  of  their  misfortune  was  owing  to  the  conduct 
of  the  Crows  toward  Fitzpatrick  and  his  party,  which 
representation  they  all  firmly  believed. 

When  the  two  villages  had  finished  their  trading, 
we  all  moved  back  to  the  Big  Horn,  where  we  con¬ 
structed  a  new  medicine  lodge  for  the  medicine  men, 
prophets,  and  dreamers  to  prophesy  and  hold  their  de¬ 
liberations  in.  These  lodges  are  erected  every  year — 
the  first  moon  in  May ;  the  whole  tribe  is  assembled 
at  the  festival,  and  the  ceremonies  are  continued  for 
seven  days.  Before  the  poles  are  raised,  the  medicine 
men  select  from  the  assembled  multitude  a  warrior 
whom  they  deem  qualified  to  assume  the  functions  of 
a  medicine  chief.  The  man  they  select  is  compelled 
to  serve ;  no  excuse  that  he  can  frame  is  accepted  as 
valid.  He  is  then  taken  to  a  lodge-pole  and  lashed  to 
one  end ;  an  eagle’s  wing  is  placed  in  each  hand,  and 
a  whistle  (similar  to  a  boatswain’s)  placed  between  his 
lips.  Thus  equipped,  he  is  hoisted  a  distance  of  forty 
feet,  until  the  pole  assumes  its  perpendicularity  and 
is  adjusted  in  its  proper  place.  Raising  the  first  pole 
is  analogous  to  laying  the  first  stone.  The  first  one 
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being  hoisted,  abundance  of  others  are  raised  into  then- 
places,  until  the  whole  space  is  inclosed.  They  are 
then  covered  with  green  buffalo  hides,  descending  to 
within  six  feet  of  the  ground,  the  inclosure  being  left 
open  at  the  top.  About  one  hundred  and  twenty 
hides  are  generally  required  for  the  purpose,  and  a 
space  is  thus  obtained  capable  of  holding  from  seven 
to  eight  hundred  persons. 

I  was  the  subject  selected  on  this  occasion;  and 
when  I  was  raised  upon  the  pole  in  the  manner  I  have 
just  described,  the  officials  declared  that  I  was  raised 
solely  by  the  elevating  power  of  my  wings,  whence 
they  inferred  that  my  medicine  was  very  powerful. 

When  the  lodge  is  completed,  the  medicine  men  and 
other  functionaries  assemble  the  most  distinguished 
braves  within  the  building  for  a  rehearsal  of  then- 
achievements  and  an  enumeration  of  their  coos.  Each 
brave  then  gives  an  account  of  his  exploits  thus :  “I 
killed  one  or  more  Cheyennes  (as  the  case  may  be)  on 
such  a  day,  in  such  a  place,  and  took  such  and  such 
spoils.  You  know  it,  Crows.”  The  medicine  chief 
then  exhibits  his  marks,  pronounces  the  warrior’s 
statement  correct,  and  confirms  it  by  his  record. 
This  ratification  each  warrior  passes  through,  and 
there  is  seldom  any  discrepancy  between  his  statement 
and  the  record.  Sham  battles  are  then  fought  in  il¬ 
lustration  of  the  manner  in  which  the  different  trophies 
were  acquired,  the  rehearsal  reminding  the  civilized 
spectator  of  a  theatrical  representation,  only  that  in 
this  case  the  performance  is  more  in  earnest. 

This  examination  gone  through  with,  the  lodge  is 
then  prepared  for  the  medicine  men,  prophets,  and 
dreamers  to  go  through  the  ceremony  of  initiating  a 
virtuous  woman.  The  members  of  the  conclave  en- 
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dure  a  total  abstinence  from  food  and  water  for  seven 
days  previous  to  the  ceremony,  unless  any  one  faints 
from  exhaustion,  in  which  case  some  slight  nourish¬ 
ment  is  afforded  him. 

The  warriors  are  then  drawn  up  in  two  lines,  “  in¬ 
ward  face,”  a  few  feet  apart,  and  the  female  candidate 
for  “holy  orders”  presents  herself  at  the  lodge  door. 
She  harangues  them  when  she  first  presents  herself, 
and  then  marches  between  the  extended  lines  of  the 
dusky  warriors.  Here  is  the  fearful  ordeal.  If  she 
has  ever  been  guilty  of  any  illicit  action,  her  declara¬ 
tion  of  innocence  is  refuted  by  a  dozen  voices,  a  thou¬ 
sand  bullets  riddle  her  body  in  a  moment,  and  her 
flesh  is  hacked  into  morsels. 

This  is  the  fearful  war-path  secret.  It  will  be  re¬ 
membered  that  my  little  wife  had  resolved  to  dedi¬ 
cate  herself  to  this  service ;  when  only  a  child  she  had 
determined  upon  entering  the  medicine  lodge.  On 
this  occasion  she  was  candidate  for  admission.  She 
came  to  me  to  be  dressed  for  the  ceremony ;  she  was 
robed  in  her  best  attire,  and  I  painted  her  as  the  cus¬ 
tom  prescribes. 

The  warriors  are  in  line,  and  the  Sanhedrim  in  read¬ 
iness.  The  herald  announces  that  Nom-ne-dit-chee 
(The  One  that  Strikes  Three),  wife  of  the  head  chief, 
Medicine  Calf,  offers  herself  for  election.  Intense  ex¬ 
citement  prevails  through  the  assembly  as  her  name 
is  pronounced,  and  it  is  re-echoed  through  the  fines 
of  the  warriors.  She  presented  herself  at  the  door  of 
the  lodge,  and  calmly  met  the  concentrated  gaze  of 
thousands.  A  breathless  silence  prevailed. 

She  commenced  her  address.  “  Can  it  be  said  that 
there  are  no  virtuous  women  among  the  Crows  ?  Can 
it  be  true  that  our  medicine  men  can  not  make  medi- 
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cine,  nor  our  prophets  prophesy,  nor  our  dreamers 
dream,  because  so  few  of  you  are  virtuous  ?  Oh  wom¬ 
en!  it  is  shameful  to  you  to  be  so  faithless.  Our 
nation  is  disgraced  because  of  your  conduct,  and  the 
Crows  will  soon  cease  to  be  a  people.  The  Great 
Spirit  is  angry  with  you,  and  has  brought  disgrace 
upon  our  warriors  on  account  of  your  evil  practices. 
Our  prairies  will  become  wastes  like  yourselves,  pro¬ 
ducing  no  good  thing ;  and  our  buffalo  will  bellow  at 
you,  and  leave  the  hunting-grounds  of  the  Crows,  and 
go  to  the  country  of  a  more  virtuous  people.” 

Then  addressing  the  warriors,  she  continued : 

“Warriors!  I  have  this  day  volunteered  to  carry 
the  sand,  the  wood,  and  the  elk-chips  into  the  lodge. 
You  are  brave  warriors,  and  I  hope  your  tongues  are 
not  crooked.  I  have  seen  our  women  attempt  to  do 
it,  and  they  have  been  cut  to  pieces.  X  am  now  about 
to  try  it  myself.  Before  I  start  for  the  materials  at 
the  other  end  of  your  extended  lines,  if  there  be  a  war¬ 
rior,  or  any  other  man  under  the  sun,  who  knows  any 
thing  wrong  in  me,  or  injurious  to  my  virtue,  let  him 
speak.  I,  too,  am  ready  to  go  to  the  spirit  land,  for 
there  is  one  there  who  knows  me  innocent  of  the  bad 
deeds  which  disgrace  the  women  of  our  country.” 

She  then  passed  with  a  firm  step  between  the  lines 
of  the  warriors  to  the  sand.  Taking  the  bowl,  she 
dipped  a  small  quantity,  and  returned  with  it  to  the 
lodge,  and  then  made  two  other  trips  for  the  wood  and 
elk-chips.  Returning  for  the  third  time,  she  received 
the  vociferations  of  the  assembled  multithde.  The 
functionaries  came  forth  to  meet  her,  and  passed  their 
hands  over  her  head,  shoulders,  and  arms,  extolling 
her  to  the  skies,  and  proclaiming  there  was  one  virtu¬ 
ous  woman  in  the  Crow  nation.  She  was  then  pre- 
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sented  with  my  medicine  shield  by  the  great  medicine 
chief,  to  preserve  and  carry  for  me,  no  one  but  myself 
having  authority  to  take  it  from  her. 

I  trembled  while  she  was  passing  this  perilous  or¬ 
deal,  and  its  triumphant  termination  filled  me  with  de¬ 
light.  She  was  a  girl  of  superior  endowments,  and,  if 
they  had  been  fostered  by  a  Christian  education,  I 
know  no  woman  who  would  surpass  her  in  worth,  ele¬ 
gance,  or  attainments.  Had  she  ever  failed  in  her 
conduct,  "it  would  have  been  thundered  in  her  ears 
when  she  stooped  to  gather  the  sand,  and  a  cry  would 
have  arisen  that  she  was  polluting  the  medicine  of  the 
nation.  If  the  candidate  is  killed  during  the  inau¬ 
guration  ceremonies,  nothing  more  is  done  in  the  same 
medicine  lodge :  it  is  immediately  tom  down,  and  the 
tribe  moves  to  some  other  place,  where  it  builds  anoth¬ 
er  lodge,  and  the  same  observances  are  again  gone 
through  with. 

In  the  mean  while,  women  are  engaged  cooking  and 
preparing  a  sumptuous  feast  of  every  thing  in  season. 
All  kinds  of  meats  and  dried  berries,  variously  cooked, 
are  spread  before  the  partakers,  which  includes  all  who 
can  obtain  seats,  except  the  medicine  men,  prophets, 
and  dreamers.  Their  fast  continues  for  seven  days, 
during  which  time  their  inspiration  is  continually  mov¬ 
ing  them.  There  are  plenty  of  warriors  in  attendance 
to  convey  messages  and  execute  orders,  like  deputy 
sheriffs  in  a  justice’s  court ;  and  as  fast  as  an  ordinance 
is  dreamed  out,  prophesied  upon,  and  medicined,  the 
instructioilfe  are  delivered  to  the  messengers,  and  away 
they  start,  one  party  in  this  direction,  and  one  party  in 
another,  to  communicate  the  instructions  and  execute 
orders. 

While  we  were  yet  at  the  lodge,  a  deputation  of 
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about  a  dozen  Grovan  warriors  came  to  solicit  our  as¬ 
sistance  against  the  Cheyennes  and  Siouxs,  who  had 
made  a  combined  attack  upon  them,  killing  about  four 
hundred  of  their  warriors.  In  reply  to  the  application, 
we  told  them  that  we  had  lost  many  warriors  during 
the  past  winter,  and  that  we  must  avenge  our  own  men 
first ;  but  that  we  would  go  and  see  them  in  the  course 
of  the  summer,  and  hold  a  conference  with  them  on  the 
subject. 

There  are  two  bands  of  the  Grovans :  the  Grovans 
of  the  Missouri,  which  the  Crows  sprung  from,  and 
whose  language  they  speak,  and  the  Grovans  of  the 
prairie,  who  form  a  band  of  the  Black  Feet.  The  Gro¬ 
vans  of  the  Missouri  were  then  a  weak  tribe  or  band, 
having,  by  their  incessant  wars  with  the  surrounding 
tribes,  been  reduced  to  a  very  insignificant  number  of 
warriors.  When  the  Crows  separated  from  them,  the 
nation  was  deemed  too  numerous.  This  separation 
was  effected,  according  to  their  reckoning,  above  a  cen¬ 
tury  since.  Those  Grovans  and  the  Crows  have  al¬ 
ways  been  on  very  friendly  terms,  and  even  to  this  day 
consider  themselves  descendants  of  the  same  family. 
They  do  not  move  about,  like  many  wandering  tribes, 
but  remain  stationary  and  cultivate  the  ground.  Their 
lodges  are  built  of  poles,  filled  in  with  earth ;  they  are 
spacious,  and  are  kept  comparatively  neat. 

I  would  here  remark  that  the  name  “  Crow”  is  not 
the  correct  appellation  of  the  tribe.  They  have  never 
yet  acknowledged  the  name,  and  never  call  themselves 
Crows.  The  name  was  conferred  upon  them  many 
years  ago  by  the  interpreters,  either  through  their  ig¬ 
norance  of  the  language,  or  for  the  purpose  of  ridicul¬ 
ing  them.  The  name  which  they  acknowledge  them¬ 
selves  by,  and  they  recognize  no  other,  is  in  their  lan- 
N  2 
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guage  Ap-sah-ro-kee,  which  signifies  the  Sparrowhawk 
people. 

The  villages  separated  at  this  time.  Long  Hair  went 
up  the  Yellow  Stone,  to  Clarke’s  Fort,  in  order  to  kill 
buffalo  and  gather  fruit  when  ripe,  while  I  went  with 
my  village  on  a  circuit,  and  finally  rested  on  the  banks 
of  Powder  Kiver,  a  branch  of  the  Yellow  Stone.  While 
busy  killing  buffalo,  we  were  suddenly  attacked  by  the 
Cheyennes  to  the  number  of  two  thousand  warriors. 
I  had  been  advised  by  my  scouts  of  their  contemplated 
attack,  and  was  consequently  prepared  to  receive  them. 
They  were  seriously  disappointed  in  charging  upon  our 
empty  lodges ;  and,  while  they  were  in  confusion,  we 
thundered  upon  them  from  our  concealment,  driving 
them  before  us  in  all  directions  for  upward  of  two  miles. 
Our  victory  was  complete.  W e  took  sixty-three  scalps, 
besides  horses  and  weapons  in  abundance.  We  had 
eighty  warriors  wounded,  principally  with  lances  and 
arrows,  but  every  one  recovered.  The  heroine  did  good 
service,  having  thoroughly  recovered  from  her  terrible 
wound.  She  had  two  horses  killed  under  her,  but  es¬ 
caped  unhurt  herself,  using  her  lance  as  adroitly  as  ever. 

The  village  moved  on,  directly  after  the  battle,  in  the 
direction  of  our  friends  the  Grovans  ;  but,  before  we  ar¬ 
rived,  we  rubbed  out  a  party  of  eleven  Cheyennes,  who 
had  been  to  the  Grovan  village  on  a  war  excursion, 
and  we  carried  their  scalps  and  presented  them  to  the 
Grovans.  When  we  arrived  in  sight  of  their  villages 
— five  in  number — and  halted  with  our  whole  force  on 
a  small  hill  which  overlooked  their  towns,  on  perceiv¬ 
ing  us  they  were  filled  with  alarm,  believing  us  to  be 
the  Cheyennes,  returned  with  a  force  sufficient  to  ex¬ 
terminate  them.  But  they  discovered  us  to  be  Crow 
friends,  and  their  joy  was  now  proportionate  to  their 
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former  despondency.  We  passed  through  their  vil¬ 
lages  two  abreast,  and  all  were  out  upon  the  tops  of 
their  lodges  to  welcome  us  as  we  rode  through.  The 
acclamations  resounded  on  every  side.  They  looked 
upon  us  as  their  deliverers  and  friends,  who  had  come 
to  protect  the  weak  against  the  strong,  that  their  wrongs 
might  be  avenged,  and  their  faces  be  washed  once  more. 
From  their  villages  we  rode  on  to  Fort  Clarke  through 
the  Mandan  villages,  defiling  before  the  fort  in  double 
columns.  Every  man  in  the  fort  was  on  the  battle¬ 
ments,  gazing  at  our  long  lines  of  mounted  warriors. 
While  defiling  past,  we  were  correctly  counted  by  Mr. 
Kipp.  Several  alighted  and  visited  the  fort,  and  Mr. 
Kipp  inquired  for  the  Crow  who  spoke  English.  No 
one  understood  him  until  he  came  across  a  Mandan 
who  spoke  the  Crow  language  fluently.  They  inquired 
of  him  for  me.  I  replied  he  was  somewhere  about.  I 
was  dressed  in  full  costume,  and  painted  as  black  as  a 
Crow,  and  neither  the  Mandan  nor  Kipp  recognized  me. 
The  Mandan  informed  Kipp  that  I  was  present. 

“Yes,”  said  I,  “Beckwourth  is  present.” 

“Well,  well!”  exclaimed  Kipp,  in  astonishment; 
“  is  that  you,  Beckwourth  ?” 

I  replied  that  it  was,  indisputably. 

“Then  why  did  you  not  declare  yourself  when  I 
was  inquiring  for  you  ?  I  certainly  should  never  have 
distinguished  you  from  any  other  Indian.” 

At  this  moment  my  wife  entered,  carrying  my  boy 
in  her  arms.  A  great  interest  was  taken  in  him  by  all 
the  inmates  of  the  fort,  greatly  to  the  delight  of  his 
proud  mother,  and  by  the  time  the  child  had  passed 
through  all  their  hands  he  had  received  presents  enough 
to  load  a  pack-mule. 

We  staid  with  our  friends  ten  days,  part  of  which 
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time  was  occupied  in  arranging  a  combined  plan  of  de¬ 
fense  against  the  Black  Feet.  When  we  departed. 
Long  Hair  presented  us  with  an  ample  stock  of  com 
and  pumpkins.  We  passed  the  Yellow  Stone,  and 
traveled  on  by  easy  marches  to  the  Mussel  Shell  River, 
killing  and  dressing  buffalo  during  our  whole  journey. 
Here  we  encamped  to  await  the  arrival  of  Long  Hair. 
Our  spies  kept  us  advised  of  the  movements  of  the  en¬ 
emy,  and  intelligence  was  brought  us  that  he  was  mani¬ 
festly  concentrating  his  forces  at  the  Three  Forks  of 
the  Missouri  for  a  grand  attack.  I  knew  that  we  were 
also  vigilantly  watched  by  the  enemy’s  spies,  and  I  de¬ 
termined  to  make  no  movement  that  would  warrant  the 
suspicion  that  their  movements  were  known  to  us. 
Long  Hair  shortly  joined  us  with  his  whole  force,  and 
I  felt  perfectly  at  ease  now,  notwithstanding  the  most 
strategical  movements  of  our  enemy. 

After  various  demonstrations  on  either  side,  we  feign¬ 
ed  a  division  of  our  forces,  and  marched  one  half  of 
them  to  a  spot  which  concealed  them  from  the  table¬ 
land,  thus  leading  the  enemy  to  the  belief  that  we  were 
still  ignorant  of  his  intentions  and  his  numbers. 

At  daybreak  the  following  morning  we  heard  the 
noise  of  their  innumerable  horse -hoofs,  and  shortly 
after  they  burst  upon  our  tenantless  lodges  like  a  thun¬ 
der-cloud.  I  suffered  about  one  third  of  their  warriors 
to  become  entangled  in  the  village,  and  I  then  gave  the 
order  to  charge.  The  shock  was  irresistible ;  their  ad¬ 
vancing  division  was  attacked  on  all  sides,  and  the  ap¬ 
pearance  of  my  concealed  warriors  sent  a  panic  through 
the  tribe.  They  fled  precipitately  without  venturing 
to  look  round  to  see  if  they  were  pursued.  It  was  a 
complete  rout,  and  purchased  at  but  slight  cost  to  our¬ 
selves.  We  gathered  over  four  hundred  scalps,  and 
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took  fifty  women  prisoners ;  we  captured  five  hundred 
horses,  one  hundred  guns,  and  weapons,  blankets,  and 
camp  equipage  beyond  enumeration.  Our  loss  was 
four  killed  and  three  hundred  wounded,  some  of  whom 
afterward  died  of  their  wounds. 

Our  wounded  warriors  attended  to,  and  our  spoils 
gathered,  we  moved  on  without  delay  to  our  tobacco 
plantation,  as  it  was  now  time  to  gather  our  crop.  We 
journeyed  by  way  of  the  fort,  and  on  our  road  fell  in 
with  a  party  of  fifteen  Black  Foot  warriors,  who  were 
driving  a  large  drove  of  horses  they  had  stolen  from 
the  Snakes.  We  entrapped  the  enemy  into  a  ditch 
and  killed  the  whole  party,  and  their  recent  acquisition 
came  in  very  serviceably,  as  our  stock  of  horses  was 
greatly  diminished.  We  found  our  crop  excellent,  and, 
as  our  numerous  hands  made  light  work,  our  harvest 
was  soon  gathered. 

We  then  passed  on  at  our  leisure,  killing  more  or  less 
buffalo  daily,  until  we  arrived  at  Tongue  River,  about 
the  new  moon  of  Leaf  Fall.  On  our  way  we  lost  nearly 
three  hundred  head  of  horses,  which  were  stolen  by  the 
Black  Feet.  We  did  not  trouble  ourselves  to  pursue 
them,  as  we  felt  confident  they  were  but  lent  them,  and 
that  they  would  shortly  be  returned  with  good  interest. 
At  Tongue  River  we  confederated  with  our  friends,  the 
Grovans,  in  an  attack  upon  the  Cheyenne  village ;  from 
thence  we  returned  to  the  Yellow  Stone,  when  I  de¬ 
tached  a  party  of  one  hundred  and  sixty  warriors  on  an 
excursion  to  the  Black  Foot  village,  and  they  returned 
bringing  six  hundred  fine  horses  with  them.  We  then 
passed  on  to  Fort  Cass,  where  we  witnessed  much  de¬ 
jection  and  gloom,  occasioned  by  a  serious  reverse 
which  they  had  experienced  since  our  last  visit. 
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CHAPTER  XXL 

Attacks  of  the  Black  Feet  on  the  Fort. — Six  White  Men  killed. — 
Abandonment  of  Fort  Cass. — Fort  constructed  at  the  Mouth  of  the 
“  Rose  Bud.” — Removal  of  the  Village. — Peace  concluded  with  the 
As-ne-boines. — Hair-breadth  Escape. — Death  of  Mr.  Hunter,  of  Ken- 

While  we  were  indulging  in  a  display  of  our  cap¬ 
tured  horses  while  encamped  outside  the  fort,  the  Spot¬ 
ted  Antelope,  one  of  my  relatives,  came  to  me,  and  in¬ 
timated  that  I  had  better  visit  the  fort,  as  they  had  lost 
six  men  by  the  Black  Feet.  He  was  in  mourning-paint 
for  the  victims,  because  the  whites  were  his  friends. 
I  dismounted,  and  passed  through  the  encampment  on 
my  way  to  the  gate.  As  usual,  I  found  my  father’s 
lodge,  in  which  my  little  wife  resided,  pitched  nearest 
to  the  fort,  with  the  other  lodges  of  my  various  rela¬ 
tives  grouped  in  a  row,  their  contiguity  to  my  parent’s 
lodge  being  graduated  by  their  propinquity  of  kin.  I 
found  Pine  Leaf  seated  by  my  wife,  amusing  herself 
with  the  Black  Panther  (whose  civilized  patronymic 
was  Little  Jim),  while  almost  all  the  other  women 
were  dancing.  I  delayed  a  moment  to  inquire  why 
these  two  women  were  not  dancing  with  the  others. 
Pine  Leaf,  with  solemn  air  and  quivering  lip,  said, 
“  Your  heart  is  crying,  and  I  never  dance  when  your 
heart  cries.” 

“  Neither  do  I,”  said  the  little  woman. 

This  was  a  greater  concession  than  the  heroine  had 
ever  made  to  me  before.  She  had  told  me  that  she 
would  marry  me,  and  she  had  frequently  informed  ray 
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sisters  and  my  little  wife  of  a  similar  intention ;  but 
this  promise  was  always  modified  with  a  proviso — a 
contumacious  “if,”  which  could  never  be  avoided.  “I 
will  marry  the  Medicine  Calf,”  she  would  say,  “if  I 
marry  any  man.”  A  great  many  moons  had  waxed 
and  waned  since  she  first  spoke  of  the  pine  leaves  turn¬ 
ing  yellow,  but  they  had  not  yet  lost  their  verdure, 
and  I  had  failed  to  discover  a  red-handed  Indian. 

In  conversation  with  Air.  Tulleck,  the  commandant 
of  the  fort,  I  learned  that  they  had  been  incessantly 
harassed  by  the  Black  F eet  ever  since  our  last  visit, 
who  had  invested  them  on  all  sides,  rendering  it  ex¬ 
tremely  dangerous  for  any  of  the  inmates  to  venture 
outsid%  the  gate.  He  further  informed  me  that  he  had 
had  six  men  massacred  and  fifty-four  horses  stolen. 
He  had  sent  for  me,  he  said,  to  come  and  select  a  new 
site,  where  they  would  be  liable  to  less  molestation,  and 
be  less  in  fear  of  their  lives. 

I  consulted  with  our  chiefs  and  braves  upon  the  se¬ 
lection  of  a  more  secure  location  for  a  new  fort,  and  it 
was  unanimously  agreed  upon  that  the  mouth  of  the 
Rose  Bud,  thirty  miles  lower  down  the  river,  offered 
the  best  situation,  as  the  country  was  fair  and  open  all 
round,  and  afforded  the  hostile  Indians  no  good  places 
of  concealment.  There  was  also  a  fine  grazing  country 
there,  and  plenty  of  buffalo,  so  that  a  village  of  the 
Crows  could  winter  under  the  fort,  and  afford  them  the 
protection  of  their  presence. 

As  soon  as  the  Crows  had  completed  their  purchases, 
I  started  them  up  the  Big  Horn  on  their  way  back, 
with  the  promise  that  I  would  rejoin  them  in  a  few 
days.  I  then  took  a  boat  filled  with  goods,  and  twenty- 
men,  and  dropped  down  the  river  until  we  came  across 
a  beautiful  location  for  the  new  fort.  We  then  return- 
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ed,  and  removed  the  effects  of  the  present  fort  to  the 
new  site,  and  then  immediately  set  about  constructing 
a  new  post.  We  measured  off  one  hundred  and  eighty 
yards  square,  which  we  inclosed  as  quickly  as  possible 
with  hewn  timber  eighteen  feet  high,  and  of  sufficient 
thickness  to  resist  a  rifle  ball :  all  the  houses  required 
for  the  accommodation  of  the  inmates  were  commodious- 
ly  constructed  inside. 

Having  finished  the  construction  of  the  fort,  I  gave 
full  instructions  for  the  management  of  its  affairs,  and 
then  departed  for  the  village,  *where  my  presence  was 
required  to  incite  the  Indians  to  devote  themselves  to 
trapping  and  hunting  buffalo,  for  which  service  I  was 
paid  by  the  American  Fur  Company.  % 

As  I  was  about  starting,  a  deputation  of  fifty  As- 
ne-boines  came  to  the  post,  leaving  a  letter  from  Mr. 
M‘Kenzie  at  the  lower  fort  addressed  to  me,  requesting 
me  to  constrain  the  As-ne-boines  into  a  treaty  of  peace 
with  the  Crows,  in  order  that  their  incessant  wars  might 
be  brought  to  a  close,  and  the  interests  of  the  company 
less  interfered  with.  Had  they  arrived  earlier,  while 
the  village  was  present  at  the  old  fort,  I  would  have 
immediately  called  a  council  of  the  nation,  and  had  the 
business  settled.  I  seriously  regretted  their  inoppor¬ 
tune  arrival,  as  it  not  only  delayed  the  conclusion  of 
the  proposed  peace,  which  was  in  every  way  desirable, 
but  it  would  have  saved  me  a  very  hazardous  and  anx¬ 
ious  journey  with  the  whole  deputation  of  hostile  In¬ 
dians  on  our  way  to  the  village,  where  I  had  but  one 
companion  as  a  guarantee  for  my  security.  I  was  aware 
that  the  Indians  remembered  many  a  hors  e-borrowing 
adventure  wherein  I  had  taken  an  active  part,  and  I 
had  had  too  much  experience  of  Indian  character  not 
to  appreciate  to  the  full  the  imminent  danger  I  incurred 
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in  trusting  myself  with  this  band  of  savages  in  our  in¬ 
tended  journey  across  the  wilderness. 

Mr.  Kean,  a  native  of  Massachusetts,  was  my  com¬ 
panion  on  this  excursion.  We  started  on  foot,  in  com¬ 
pany  with  the  party  of  As-ne-boines.  Every  thing 
went  well  until  our  fourth  day  out.  We  were  travel¬ 
ing  leisurely  along,  the  Indians  in  close  conversation 
among  themselves,  of  which  I  understood  but  little — not 
enough  to  make  out  the  subject  of  their  consultation, 
though  I  mistrusted  I  formed  the  matter  of  their  dis¬ 
course.  One  of  the  chiefs  and  his  son  were  a  few  rods 
in  advance,  in  close  conversation.  The  party  at  length 
halted,  and  sat  down  on  the  grass  to  smoke.  My  com¬ 
panion, •'unsuspicious  of  evil,  started  on  to  kill  buffalo 
while  the  party  rested.  The  chief  and  his  son,  who 
were  in  advance,  returned,  and  passed  one  on  each  side 
of  me.  I  instantly  heard  a  gun-click,  which  I  felt  cer¬ 
tain  was  the  sound  of  cocking  it.  I  turned  my  head, 
and  saw  the  chiefs  son  with  his  piece  leveled  ready  to 
shoot.  I  sprang  to  my  feet,  and  grasped  the  barrel  of 
his  gun  just  as  he  discharged  it,  the  load  passing  into 
the  air.  I  drew  my  battle-axe,  and  raised  it  to  strike 
the  treacherous  rascal  down ;  but  a  chief  arrested  my 
arm,  saying,  as  nearly  as  I  could  understand  him, 
“  Hold !  Don’t  strike  him :  he  is  a  fool !” 

A  general  melee  then  ensued  among  the  party ;  high 
words  were  bandied,  and  there  seemed  an  equal  divi¬ 
sion  among  them  on  the  propriety  of  taking  my  life. 
By  this  time  I  had  withdrawn  a  few  yards,  and  stood 
facing  them,  with  my  rifle  ready  cocked.  On  hearing 
the  report,  my  companion  ran  back,  and,  seeing  how 
matters  stood,  exclaimed,  “There  is  a  fort  just  ahead, 
let  us  run  and  get  into  it ;  we  can  then  fight  the  whole 
parcel  of  the  treacherous  devils.” 


306 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OP 


We  started  for  it,  but  the  Indians  were  ahead  of  us ; 
they  arrived  there  first,  and  took  possession  of  it,  and 
again  had  a  long  confab,  while  we  remained  at  their 
mercy  outside.  The  party  opposed  to  killing  me  ap¬ 
peared  greatly  to  predominate,  and  we  were  not  again 
molested,  though  neither  I  nor  Mr.  Kean  slept  one  mo¬ 
ment  during  the  ensuing  night.  In  the  morning  we 
started  on  our  way,  but  we  kept  strict  watch  on  their 
movements.  The  following  afternoon  I  discovered  two 
Indians  on  the  hill-side,  and,  although  they  were  at  a 
great  distance,  I  conceived  them  to  be  Crows,  most  like¬ 
ly  spies  from  the  village,  which  proved  to  be  the  case. 
No  one  had  seen  them  but  myself,  and  I  imparted  my 
discovery  to  my  friend.  I  then  told  the  head  chief, 
who  well  understood  the  Crow  language,  that  we  were 
near  the  Crow  village,  and  that  if  any  of  them  should 
visit  our  camp  during  the  night,  he  must  be  sure  to  call 
me  before  he  suffered  any  of  his  people  to  speak  to  them, 
or  they  would  be  all  inevitably  massacred.  He  accord¬ 
ingly  issued  orders  to  that  purport  to  all  his  men,  and 
erected  his  lodge  in  front  of  the  party,  so  as  to  be  the 
first  inquired  of  by  the  Crows.  I  and  my  partner  then 
lay  down,  and  soon  were  sound  asleep. 

About  midnight  the  chief  shook  me,  and  informed 
me  the  Crows  were  coming.  A  host  of  warriors 
swarmed  around  our  encampment,  and,  pointing  their 
guns  at  the  camp,  said,  “What  people  are  you  ?  Bud- 
da-ap-sa-ro-kee”  (we  are  Sparrowhawks). 

“ Go  back,”  I  replied ;  “I  have  other  people  with 
me,  who  are  come  to  make  peace.” 

On  hearing  my  voice,  which  they  readily  recognized, 
they  retired. 

The  next  morning  we  moved  on  and  met  the  vil¬ 
lage,  who  were  approaching  toward  us.  The  As-ne- 
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boines,  on  seeing  such  a  host,  began  to  tremble.  Our 
soldiers  came  driving  along,  my  brave  Dog  Soldiers 
ineffectually  striving  to  keep  them  back ;  for,  as  they 
restrained  them  in  one  place,  they  broke  through  in 
another,  until  the  warriors  rode  almost  upon  the  toes 
of  their  guests.  A  council  was  shortly  called  to  listen 
to  the  arguments  of  the  envoye  extraordinaire  from 
the  As-ne-boine  nation.  Several  of  the  council  ap¬ 
plied  to  me  for  my  sentiments  on  the  subject,  but  I 
deferred  it  to  the  collective  wisdom  of  the  nation. 

When  I  had  at  first  arrived,  like  many  another  fool¬ 
ish  man,  I  mentioned  to  my  wife  the  narrow  escape 
of  my  life  I  had  just  made,  and  she,  like  many  an¬ 
other  foolish  woman,  unable  to  contain  herself,  re¬ 
lated  the  information  to  Pine  Leaf,  who  was  her  bosom 
friend.  While  the  council  were  busy  deliberating,  and 
some  explanatory  statements  had  been  listened  to  re¬ 
garding  a  matter  which  I  supposed  would  have  afford¬ 
ed  no  food  for  discussion,  the  heroine  entered  the  as¬ 
sembly. 

“Warriors!”  she  said,  “you  are  assembled  here,  I 
believe,  to  deliberate  on  peace  or  war  with  the  As-ne- 
boines.  In  coming  to  our  village  with  the  Medicine 
Calf,  they  attempted  to  take  his  life,  and  came  very 
near  accomplishing  their  end.  Will  you  conclude 
peace  with  a  people  who  possess  such  base  hearts  ?  I 
do  not  believe  you  will.” 

Such  an  instantaneous  change  of  countenance  in  an 
assembly  was  never  before  seen.  Pine  Leaf,  the  na¬ 
tion’s  favorite,  had  spoken,  and,  as  usual,  had  spoken 
to  the  purpose.  Though  a  woman,  her  influence  was 
every  where  strongly  felt,  even  in  council.  She  had 
a  gift  of  speech  which  the  bravest  warriors  might  well 
envy ;  she  was  ever  listened  to  with  admiration,  and 
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in  truth,  though  young,  her  judgment  on  all  important 
matters  was  generally  guided  by  sound  sense. 

Every  eye  in  the  assembly  flashed  fire  at  the  intel¬ 
ligence  of  this  contemplated  treachery,  and  was  direct¬ 
ed  first  upon  me  and  then  upon  the  As-ne-boines.  I 
immediately  arose  and  said, 

“  Warriors !  I  conducted  these  people  to  our  vil¬ 
lage  because  they  said  they  were  anxious  to  make 
peace  with  us.  While  on  the  road,  one  young  As-ne- 
boine,  whom  they  declared  to  be  a  fool,  attempted  to . 
shoot  me,  but  the  others  interfered  to  prevent  him,  and 
were  sorry  for  what  he  had  done.  This  was  no  delib¬ 
erate  treachery ;  it  was  the  folly  of  the  young  man, 
and  the  party  showed  their  friendly  intention  by  their 
prompt  interference.  Do  not  allow  this  to  make  any 
difficulty  in  the  way  of  a  peace  with  the  As-ne-boines.” 

My  obligation  to  the  Fur  Company  made  it  my 
duty  to  smooth  the  matter  over,  for  at  this  moment 
the  slightest  whisper  from  me  would  have  sufficed  to 
hack  the  whole  deputation  to  pieces  in  a  moment. 

The  council  held  a  short  consultation  together,  and 
the  first  councilor  arose  and  thus  addressed  himself  to 
the  chief  of  the  As-ne-boines : 

“  As-ne-boines !  you  behold  that  chief  (pointing  to 
me)?  Our  women  and  all  our  warriors  carry  him  here 
(holding  out  his  left  hand,  and  indicating  the  palm  with 
a  finger  of  his  right  hand) ;  he  is  our  chief ;  he  is  our 
great  chief ;  he  and  his  brother  (Long  Hair),  who  sits 
by  him,  are  the  two  great  chiefs  of  our  nation.  It  is 
he  who  has  made  us  great  and  powerful ;  it  is  he  who 
has  rendered  us  the  terror  of  other  nations ;  it  is  he 
who,  by  living  with  his  white  friends  for  many  win¬ 
ters,  and  knowing  them  all,  has  brought  us  guns  and 
ammunition,  and  taught  our  young  men  how  to  use 
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them.  It  is  he  who  has  built  us  a  fort,  where  we  can 
at  all  times  go  and  buy  every  thing  we  require.  He 
loves  the  white  man,  and  has  made  all  the  whites  to  love 
us.  We  fight  for  the  whites,  and  kill  their  enemies,  be¬ 
cause  they  are  the  friends  of  our  chief.  If  you  had 
killed  him,  our  nation  would  have  mourned  in  blood. 

“  Listen,  As-ne-boines !  If  you  had  killed  our  chief, 
our  whole  nation  would  have  made  war  on  you,  and 
we  would  have  put  out  your  last  fire,  and  have  killed 
the  last  man  of  your  nation.  We  would  have  taken 
possession  of  your  hunting-grounds ;  our  women  would 
have  become  warriors  against  you;  we  would  have 
hunted  you  as  we  hunt  the  wild  beasts.  Now  go !  we 
will  not  harm  you.  Go!  We  will  sleep  to-night; 
but  we  will  not  make  peace  until  we  sleep,  and  our 
hearts  have  considered  upon  it.  Come  to  us  again 
when  your  hearts  are  clean :  they  are  foul  now ;  and 
when  you  come,  you  must  have  your  tongues  straight. 
You  are  poor ;  you  have  no  horses.  We  have  plenty, 
and  will  give  you  horses.  I  have  done.  Go!” 

They  made  no  reply,  but  went  straightway  out  of 
the  lodge.  A  horse  was  furnished  to  each  man ;  those 
who  were  without  guns  received  one,  and  several  arti¬ 
cles  were  presented  to  them  by  our  women.  “  Go ! 
go!  go!”  was  dinned  in  their  ears  from  all  present; 
and,  accordingly,  they  went. 

They  proceeded  immediately  to  the  trading-post, 
where  they  gave  a  stirring  narrative  of  what  they  had 
seen.  They  told  them  they  had  seen  many  chiefs,  but 
never  one  approaching  to  the  great  Crow  chief ;  that 
all  his  people  loved  him  ;  that  when  he  entered  the 
village,  all  the  children  ran  up  to  him,  and  shook  him 
by  the  hand ;  and  that  they  had  never  seen  a  chief  so 
much  respected  by  his  warriors  and  all  his  people. 
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They  told  how,  when  I  arrived,  I  was  presented  with 
the  best  war-horse  they  had  ever  seen ;  that  he  had 
two  panther-skins  on  his  saddle,  and  a  collar  about 
his  neck  trimmed  with  bears’  claws,  and  a  bridle  sur¬ 
passing  all  they  had  ever  heard  of.  They  said  that 
they  would  all  have  been  killed  on  their  approach  to 
the  village,  as  the  Crows  came  to  the  camp  during  the 
night ;  but  that  the  great  chief  only  spoke  one  word, 
and  the  tribe  was  stilled,  and  departed  in  a  moment. 
Not  a  word  did  they  mention  about  their  attempt  on 
my  life.  They  merely  said  that  the  Crows  would  not 
make  peace  with  them,  but  had  wished  to  treat  again 
with  them  at  some  future  time.  I  suspect  they  must 
have  told  marvelous  tales  when  they  reached  home, 
for  we  were  not  troubled  with  them  any  more  for  a 
long  time. 

The  Crows  have  something  of  the  Gallic  tempera¬ 
ment  :  they  must  have  excitement,  no  matter  whence 
derived,  although  the  excitement  of  war  suits  them  by 
far  the  best.  They  were  again  clamorous  for  war, 
they  did  not  care  against  whom,  and  I  alone  must  lead 
them,  as  my  presence  was  a  guarantee  of  success. 
Many  of  my  friends  opposed  my  going.  My  father’s 
medicine  told  him  that  I  should  meet  with  a  great  dis¬ 
aster.  My  wife  pleaded  with  me  to  remain.  Even  the 
heroine,  who  never  before  showed  reluctance  to  engage 
in  war,  had  forebodings  of  disaster,  and  earnestly  en¬ 
treated  me  to  stay.  But  I  had  previously  given  my 
word  to  my  warriors,  and  had  selected  one  hundred 
and  fifty-four  of  my  best  followers  to  engage  in  an  ex¬ 
pedition.  I  must  confess  that  if  I  had  obeyed  my  own 
feelings,  or,  rather,  if  I  had  attended  to  my  own  mis¬ 
givings,  I  should  certainly  have  staid  at  home.  What 
motive  prompted  me  to  go  ?  and  what  gain  could  pos- 
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sibly  accrue  to  mixing  with  savages  in  their  intestine 
broils  with  other  savages  ? 

However,  we  started.  Little  White  Bear,  as  brave 
a  warrior  as  ever  drew  bow-string,  was  my  second  in 
command,  and  Pine  Leaf  was  one  of  the  number.  We 
started  for  the  Black  Foot  territory,  traveling  by  way 
of  the  fort,  where  we  staid  three  days.  They  had  al¬ 
ready  finished  their  pickets,  and  the  work  was  progress¬ 
ing  finely.  There  were  fifty  men  employed  upon  it. 

Mr.  Tulleek  inquired  where  I  was  going.  I  told  him 
that  my  warriors  wanted  employment,  and,  to  gratify 
them,  I  was  going  to  the  Black  Foot  countiy  in  quest 
of  scalps  or  horses.  He  said,  “For  God’s  sake,  do 
not  go,  Jim !  I  have  a  presentiment  that  a  great  ca¬ 
lamity  awaits  you — that  I  shall  never  see  you  again. 
For  your  own  safety,  turn  back  to  the  village,  or  rest 
here.” 

Many  of  my  friends,  who  were  working  at  the  fort, 
expressed  the  same  sentiments ;  all  mentioned  a  fore¬ 
boding  that,  if  I  should  venture  into  the  Black  Foot 
country  with  my  little  force,  I  should  infallibly  be  cut 
to  pieces.  I  thought  such  despondency  only  natural, 
since  they  had  been  so  badly  harassed  with  the  enemy 
that  their  fears  magnified  the  danger.  Still  it  was  sin¬ 
gular  that  both  civilized  and  savage  should  give  way 
to  such  forebodings. 

The  morning  for  our  departure  came ;  my  warriors 
were  impatient  to  get  on.  Some  had  galloped  on 
ahead,  and  were  prancing  and  curveting,  awaiting  my 
departure.  I  prepared  my  going  with  a 'heavy  heart, 
which  ill  fortified  me  against  the  representations  of  my 
friends.  I  started,  Mr.  Tulleek  and  several  of  my  friends 
accompanying  me  a  few  rods.  I  bade  them  good-by : 
my  friend  Tulleck’s  eyes  filled  with  tears.  I  was 
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seized  with  momentary  hesitation:  what  did  all  this 
portend?  I  looked  round  for  my  moccasin-bearer;  he 
had  gone  on :  this  determined  me ;  I  dashed  off  to  my 
warriors,  resolved  to  listen  to  no  such  idle  fears. 

There  was  a  young  gentleman  with  me  named  Hunt¬ 
er,  a  Kentuckian,  who,  having  a  great  curiosity  to  wit¬ 
ness  an  Indian  battle,  insisted  on  joining  in  the  expe¬ 
dition.  The  first  night  that  we  were  encamped,  being 
influenced  by  what  I  had  heard  all  around  me,  and  fear¬ 
ing  some  disaster  might  happen  to  him  among  us,  1 
begged  of  him  to  go  back  to  the  fort  and  await  our  re¬ 
turn  there.  He  refused  to  listen  to  me.  We  then  of¬ 
fered  him  as  many  of  our  best  horses  as  he  might  wish 
to  select  after  our  return,  .as  an  inducement  for  him  to 
be  hired  to  go  back.  But  all  in  vain.  “I  have  start¬ 
ed  with  you,”  he  said,  “and  I  will  go ;  if  I  am  to  lose 
my  life,  there  is  no  help  for  it.” 

My  warriors  did  not  wish  him  to  go,  as  they  feared 
a  white  man  might  bring  us  bad  luck.  Some  expressed 
a  fear  that  he  might  be  killed  with  us,  and  that  I  should 
then  cry.  He  was  a  free  trapper  in  the  country,  and 
much  respected  at  the  fort. 

We  continued  our  course  until  we  arrived  at  Little 
Box  Elder  Creek.  Here  our  spies  discovered  a  Black 
Foot  village,  which,  from  a  cursory  examination,  we 
concluded  consisted  of  but  few  lodges.  At  midnight 
we  abstracted  a  large  drove  of  about  seven  hundred 
horses,  and  started  directly  upon  our  return.  We  did 
not  drive  so  fast  as  is  customary  on  such  occasions, 
for  we  thought  that  the  few  Black  Feet  that  the  village 
contained  could  be  easily  disposed  of,  should  they  ven¬ 
ture  to  molest  us. 

About  ten  the  next  morning,  our  spies,  being  about 
six  hundred  yards  in  advance  of  us,  signaled  to  us  to 
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hasten,  as  they  had  discovered  some  men.  We  accel¬ 
erated  our  speed,  thinking  there  might  he  a  chance  of 
adding  a  few  scalps  to  our  present  booty.  Having  ad¬ 
vanced  a  few  hundred  yards,  we  discovered  more  Black 
Feet  than  we  had  bargained  for,  and  I  became  aware 
that  a  terrible  battle  must  ensue.  The  whole  scene 
appeared  alive  with  them,  outnumbering  us  ten  to  one. 
There  was  not  a  moment  to  lose.  I  directed  all  the 
boys  to  drive  on  the  horses  with  the  utmost  speed  pos¬ 
sible,  and  to  await  us  two  days  at  the  fort ;  if  we  should 
not  arrive  during  that  time,  to  go  home  and  report  to 
the  village  that  we  were  all  slain.  I  also  requested  Mr. 
Hunter  to  select  the  best  horse  in  the  herd,  and  go  with 
the  boys.  But  he  refused,  saying,  if  there  was  any 
fighting  in  the  -wind,  he  wanted  to  have  his  hand  in  it. 
I  then  endeavored  to  persuade  the  heroine  to  go,  but 
was  answered  with  an  emphatic  “  No !” 

The  boys  started  with  the  horses,  but  only  succeed¬ 
ed  in  reaching  the  fort  with  about  two  hundred.  We 
had  a  very  poor  chance  for  defending  ourselves  against 
such  an  overwhelming  force  as  was  then  before  us  in 
an  open  field-fight.  There  was  no  fort,  nor  breast-work, 
nor  rocks,  nor  bushes  to  protect  us,  but  we  were  ex¬ 
posed  to  the  storm  of  bullets  and  arrows  that  they  pour¬ 
ed  upon  us  without  ceasing.  At  last  we  discovered  a 
large  hole  in  front  of  a  hill,  and  we  all  leaped  into  it  for 
shelter.  The  enemy,  confident  of  an  easy  victory,  dis¬ 
played  great  bravery  for  Black  Feet.  They  charged 
up  to  the  very  brink  of  our  intrenchment,  discharging 
their  volleys  at  us  in  lines,  which,  considering  the  ad¬ 
vantage  of  their  position,  produced  comparatively  little 
effect.  One  of  my  warriors  repeatedly  ran  out  of  the 
intrenchment  alone,  and  drove  all  before  him.  Exas¬ 
perated  at  my  cursed  misadventure,  and  absolutely  sick- 
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ening  at  the  scene  of  mourning  we  should  occasion  at 
the  village,  I  grew  desperate,  and  lost  all  consideration 
of  safety.  I  sprang  from  the  gully,  and  rushed  singly 
among  a  crowd  of  besiegers ;  wherever  I  advanced  the 
enemy  drew  back.  It  was  truly  astonishing  to  see 
three  or  four  hundred  recede,  and  many  of  them  fairly 
run,  as  often  as  two  or  three  of  us  showed  ourselves  at 
the  top  of  the  bank,  when  they  might  have  burned  us  to 
death  with  the  powder  from  the  muzzles  of  their  guns. 
They  seemed  to  be  panic-struck  or  bewildered.  The 
warrior  who  had  charged  so  often  among  them  had  his 
thigh  broken ;  he  then  sat  down  and  tantalized  them. 
He  told  them  who  he  was,  how  many  of  their  warriors’ 
scalps  he  had  taken,  and  at  what  times  ;  how  many  of 
their  squaws  and  horses  he  had  captured;  and  then  de¬ 
sired  them  to  come  and  finish  him,  and  take  his  scalp, 
for  it  had  long  been  forfeit  to  them.  He  reminded  me 
of  the  words  of  the  poet,  which  I  had  read  when  at  home : 

“  Remember  the  wood  where  in  ambush  we  lay, 

And  the  scalps  which  we  bore  from  your  nation  away  ; 
Remember  the  arrows  I  shot  from  my  bow, 

And  remember  your  chiefs  by  my  hatchet  laid  low.” 

He  was  soon  killed,  being  pierced  with  numerous  ar¬ 
rows  and  bullets. 

An  old  brave  in  the  pit  exclaimed,  “Let  us  not  stay 
in  this  hole  to  be  shot  like  dogs ;  let  us  go  out  and 
break  through  the  ranks  of  the  Black  Feet.  They  can 
not  kill  us  all ;  some  will  get  away.  I  will  go  fore¬ 
most  ;  I  can  break  through  their  ranks  alone.” 

Some  hundreds  of  the  enemy  had  climbed  the  hill,  as 
they  could  not  half  of  them  get  to  the  side  of  the  pit, 
and  thence  they  showered  volleys  of  stones  upon  us, 
which  annoyed  us  more  than  their  bullets.  At  length, 
Little  White  Bear  desired  the  old  brave  to  lead,  and  we 
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would  follow  and  break  through  their  line.  I  request¬ 
ed  Hunter  to  keep  as  near  the  front  as  possible  when 
we  made  the  charge,  as  he  would  incur  less  danger  of 
being  cut  down.  He  took  his  place  accordingly.  Out 
we  rushed  from  the  pit,  the  old  warrior  leading  the  way, 
and  hewing  down  right  and  left,  until  the  enemy  finally 
opened  their  column  and  suffered  us  to  pass  through. 
We  left  twenty-four  of  our  party  behind,  either  killed 
in  the  pit,  or  cut  down  in  forcing  their  column.  I  was 
near  the  rear,  and,  after  passing  a  short  distance  from 
their  line,  I  came  upon  poor  Hunter,  who  had  his  back 
broken  by  a  ball,  and  was  in  a  dying  condition.  I  ask¬ 
ed  him  if  he  was  badly  hurt ;  he  answered,  “  Yes,  I  am 
dying;  go  on  and  save  yourself:  you  can  do  me  no 
good.” 

When  the  Little  Bear  came  up  to  him,  he  sat  down 
by  his  side  and  refused  to  leave  him.  He  said,  “  I 
will  die  with  my  white  friend,  and  go  with  him  to  the 
spirit  land.” 

I  looked  and  saw  him  fall  over  upon  the  body  of 
poor  Hunter ;  he  was  also  killed. 

Pine  Leaf  had  cut  her  way  through  in  advance  of 
me,  and  was  dodging  first  one  way  and  then  the  other, 
as  she  awaited  for  me  to  cut  up. 

“Why  do  you  wait  to  be  killed  ?”  she  inquired.  “If 
you  wish  to  die,  let  us  return  together ;  I  will  die  with 
you.” 

We  continued  our  retreat  for  a  few  miles,  but  the 
enemy  no  longer  molested  us ;  he  had  not  followed  us 
more  than  two  hundred  yards.  We  had  left  all  our 
robes  behind  us  in  the  pit,  that  we  might  not  be  bur¬ 
dened  with  them  in  our  charge.  The  weather  was  ex¬ 
tremely  cold,  and  we  halted  to  build  a  large  fire,  which 
we  rested  by  all  night,  warming  one  side  at  a  time. 
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The  old  brave  who  led  the  assault  lost  a  son  in  the 
strife ;  he  continued  to  sing  all  the  way  until  he  became 
hoarse,  and  he  could  sing  no  more.  He  prayed  to  the 
Great  Spirit  to  give  him  an  opportunity  to  avenge  his 
loss,  which  prayer  was  accorded  several  times  over  dur¬ 
ing  the  ensuing  winter.  The  heroine  lost  one  joint  off 
the  little  finger  of  her  right  hand,  amputated  with  a  bul¬ 
let  ;  the  little  finger  of  her  other  hand  she  had  cut  off 
at  the  death  of  her  twin-brother.  Fortunately,  I  had 
saved  my  capote,  and  I  gave  it  to  her  to  wear,  as  she 
was  suffering  severely  with  the  cold.  We  also  killed 
several  buffaloes  on  our  way  to  the  fort,  and  made  wrap¬ 
pers  of  the  raw  hides  for  many  of  the  men  ;  still  a  num¬ 
ber  were  badly  frozen  in  their  bodies  and  limbs. 

This  was  my  Russian  campaign.  I  lost  more  men, 
and  suffered  more  from  the  cold  on  this  expedition,  than 
in  any  other  in  which  I  had  command  either  before  or 
since. 

The  boys  reached  the  fort  with  the  horses  before  we 
did.  They  had  more  than  enough  to  mount  us  all  on 
our  way  home.  There  was  great  joy  at  the  fort  at  our 
return  in  such  numbers,  as  they  had  supposed  it  im¬ 
possible  for  one  of  us  to  escape. 

When  I  left  the  lamented  Hunter  upon  the  field,  he 
said,  “  Jim,  when  you  pass  this  way,  I  ask  you  to  take 
my  bones  to  the  fort,  and  have  them  buried.  Write 
home  to  my  friends,  and  inform  them  of  my  fate.  Good- 
by  !  Now  go  and  save  yourself.” 

“  It  shall  be  done,”  I  said ;  and  the  following  spring 
it  was  done  as  I  had  promised. 

We  rested  at  the  fort  four  or  five  days  to  recruit 
ourselves.  While  staying  there,  a  party  of  thirty  war¬ 
riors  from  Long  Hair’s  village  came  to  see  how  they 
were  progressing  with  the  fort.  There  were  some  in 
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my  party  who  belonged  to  that  village,  and  they  re¬ 
turned  with  them.  They  also  informed  us  where  our 
village  was,  as  it  had  been  removed  during  our  ab¬ 
sence.  Having  provided  ourselves  with  robes  in  the 
place  of  those  we  had  left  behind,  we  started  onward 
with  dejected  feelings,  and  in  deep  mourning. 

On  our  arrival  we  found  the  village  likewise  in 
mourning.  They  had  lost  four  warriors  by  the  Black 
Feet  while  resisting  an  attempt  to  steal  our  horses. 
When  informed  of  our  disaster,  there  was  a  general  re¬ 
newal  of  their  lamentations  ;  more  fingers  were  lopped, 
and  heads  again  scarified.  The  Medicine  Calf  had 
been  defeated,  and  for  some  hidden  cause  the  Great 
Spirit  was  again  wroth  with  the  Crows. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

Meteoric  Shower. — Its  Effect  upon  the  Indians. — Their  Sacrifice  to 
the  Great  Spirit. — Continued  Hostilities  with  the  Black  Feet. — A 
Black  Foot  burned  in  the  Crow  Village. — Visit  to  the  Fort. 

In  case  any  captious  “elders  of  the  congregation” 
had  been  inclined  to  throw  the  blame  of  my  recent  dis¬ 
aster  upon  my  shoulders,  I  was  provided  with  a  suffi¬ 
cient  portent  to  screen  me  from  consequences.  After 
quitting  the  fort  on  our  way  to  Little  Box  Elder  (as  be¬ 
fore  related),  and  while  exhausting  all  my  powers  of 
persuasion  to  induce  Mr.  Hunter  to  return,  we  observed 
a  remarkable  meteoric  shower,  which  filled  us  all  (more 
particularly  my  followers)  with  wonder  and  admiration. 
This  was  at  our  first  encampment  after  leaving  the  fort 
in  the  latter  end  of  October,  1832.  Although  my  war¬ 
riors  were  ready  to  face  death  in  any  form,  this  singu¬ 
lar  phenomenon  appalled  them.  It  was  the  wrath  of 
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the  Great  Spirit  showered  visibly  upon  them,  and  they 
looked  to  me,  in  quality  of  medicine  chief,  to  interpret 
the  wonder.  I  was  as  much  struck  with  the  prodig¬ 
ious  occurrence,  and  was  equally  at  a  loss  with  my  un¬ 
tutored  followers  to  account  for  the  spectacle.  Evi¬ 
dently  I  must  augur  some  result  therefrom,  and  my 
dejected  spirits  did  not  prompt  me  to  deduce  a  very 
encouraging  one.  I  thought  of  all  the  impostures  that 
are  practiced  upon  the  credulous,  and  my  imagination 
suggested  some  brilliant  figures  to  my  mind.  I  thought 
of  declaring  to  them  that  the  Great  Spirit  was  pleased 
with  our  expedition,  and  was  lighting  us  on  our  way 
with  spirit  lamps  ;  or  that  these  meteors  were  the  spir¬ 
its  of  our  departed  braves,  coming  to  assist  us  in  our 
forthcoming  fight.  But  I  was  not  sanguine  enough  to 
indulge  in  any  attractive  oratory.  I  merely  informed 
them  I  had  not  time  to  consult  my  medicine,  but  that 
on  our  return  to  the  village  I  would  interpret  the  mir¬ 
acle  to  them  in  full. 

On  our  arrival,  I  found  the  people’s  minds  still  agi¬ 
tated  with  the  prodigy.  All  were  speaking  of  it  in 
wonder  and  amazement,  and  my  opinion  was  demand¬ 
ed  respecting  the  consequences  it  portended.  Admon¬ 
ished  by  my  defeat,  I  had  no  trouble  in  reading  the 
stars.  I  informed  them  that  our  people  had  evidently 
offended  the  Great  Spirit ;  that  it  was  because  of  his 
wrath  I  had  suffered  defeat  in  my  excursion,  and  re¬ 
turned  with  the  loss  of  twenty-three  warriors.  I  thence 
inferred  that  a  sacrifice  must  be  made  to  appease  the 
wrath  of  the  Great  Spirit,  and  recommended  that  a 
solemn  assembly  be  convened,  and  a  national  oblation 
offered  up. 

I  was  fully  confident  that  by  thus  countenancing 
such  pagan  superstitions  I  was  doing  very  wrong,  but, 
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like  many  a  more  prominent  statesman  in  civilized 
governments,  I  had  found  that  I  must  go  with  the  cur¬ 
rent,  and  I  recommended  a  measure,  not  because  it 
was  of  a  nature  to  benefit  the  country,  but  simply  be¬ 
cause  it  was  popular  with  the  mass. 

The  camp  in  which  we  then  were  was  a  mourning- 
camp,  in  which  medicine  would  have  no  effect.  There¬ 
fore  we  moved  to  Sulphur  River,  ten  miles  distant,  in 
order  to  offer  up  our  sacrifice.  All  the  leading  men 
and  braves  assembled,  and  I  was  consulted  as  to  the 
kind  of  offering  proper  to  make  for  the  purpose  of 
averting  the  wrath  that  was  consuming  us.  I  ordered 
them  to  bring  the  great  medicine  kettle,  which  was  of 
brass,  and  capable  of  holding  ten  gallons,  and  was  pur¬ 
chased  at  a  cost  of  twenty  fine  robes,  and  to  polish  it 
as  bright  as  the  sun’s  face.  This  done,  I  ordered 
them  to  throw  in  all  their  most  costly  and  most  highly- 
prized  trinkets,  and  whatsoever  they  cherished  the 
most  dearly.  It  was  soon  filled  with  their  choicest 
treasures.  Keepsakes,  fancy  work  on  which  months 
of  incessant  and  patient  toil  had  been  expended,  trin¬ 
kets,  jewels,  rings  so  highly  prized  by  them  that  the 
costliest  gems  of  emperors  seemed  poor  by  their  side — 
all  these  were  thrown  into  the  kettle,  along  with  a 
bountiful  contribution  of  fingers,  until  it  would  hold 
no  more.  I  then  had  weights  attached  to  it,  and  had 
it  carried  to  an  air-hole  in  the  ice  where  the  river  was 
very  deep,  and  there  it  was  sunk  with  becoming  cere¬ 
mony.  Three  young  maidens,  habited  like  May 
queens,  carried  the  burden. 

This  great  sacrifice  completed,  the  minds  of  the  peo¬ 
ple  were  relieved,  and  the  result  of  the  next  war-party 
was  anxiously  looked  forward  to  to  see  if  our  oblation 
was  accepted.  Their  crying,  however,  continued  una- 
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bated,  so  much  to  the  derangement  of  my  nervous  sys¬ 
tem  that  I  was  fain  to  retire  from  the  village  and  seek 
some  less  dolorous  companionship.  My  bosom  friend 
and  myself  therefore  started  off  unnoticed,  and  traveled 
on  without  stopping  until  we  came  to  a  hill  some 
seven  or  eight  miles  distant.  He  was  pre-eminently 
a  great  brave,  at  all  times  self-possessed  and  unobtru¬ 
sive.  I  always  considered  him  as  endowed  with  the 
most  solid  sense,  and  possessing  the  clearest  views  of 
any  Indian  in  the  nation.  His  spirits  were  generally 
somewhat  dejected,  but  that  I  attributed  to  the  loss 
of  all  his  relatives.  When  I  wished  to  enjoy  a  little 
converse  or  sober  meditation,  he  always  was  my  chosen 
companion,  as  there  were  qualities  in  his  character 
which  interested  me  and  assimilated  with  my  own. 
He  never  craved  popularity,  never  envied  the  elevation 
of  others,  but  seemed  rather  to  rejoice  at  another  per¬ 
son’s  success.  He  would  listen  to  me  for  an  entire 
day  when  I  spoke  of  my  residence  with  the  whites, 
and  told  of  their  great  battles,  where  thousands  were 
slain  on  both  sides  ;  when  I  described  their  ships  car¬ 
rying  immense  guns  capable  of  sweeping  hundreds  of 
men  away  at  a  discharge ;  and  when  I  depicted  to  him 
their  forts,  to  which  our  forts  for  size  or  strength  were 
but  as  ant-hills.  I  then  would  tell  him  of  the  great 
Atlantic  Ocean,  and  the  millions  of  white  men  living 
beyond  it ;  of  countries  where  there  was  no  summer, 
and  others  where  there  was  no  winter,  and  a  thousand 
other  marvels,  of  which  I  never  spoke  to  other  warriors, 
as  their  minds  were  too  limited  to  comprehend  me. 

After  listening  to  me  with  the  deepest  attention  until 
I  would  grow  tired  of  talking,  he  would  seem  to  be  per¬ 
fectly  amazed,  and  would  be  lost  in  a  deep  reverie  for 
some  time,  as  though  endeavoring  to  raise  his  ideas  to 
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a  level  with  the  vast  matters  he  had  been  listening  to. 
Occasionally  he  would  tell  me  of  the  traditions  handed 
down  from  generation  to  generation  in  the  Indian  race, 
in  which  he  was  “  elegantly  learned.”  He  told  me  of 
the  mighty  tribes  of  men  who  had  once  inhabited  this 
vast  continent,  but  were  now  exterminated  by  inter¬ 
necine  wars;  that  their  fathers  had  told  them  of  a 
great  flood,  which  had  covered  all  the  land,  except  the 
highest  peaks  of  the  mountains,  where  some  of  the  in¬ 
habitants  and  the  buffaloes  resorted,  and  saved  them¬ 
selves  from  destruction. 

We  were  on  a  hill,  as  before  mentioned,  some  seven 
or  eight  miles  from  the  village,  engaged  in  one  of  these 
long  cosmographical  discussions,  when  my  companion, 
chancing  to  turn  his  head,  descried  some  object  at  a 
great  distance.  Pointing  it  out  to  me  with  his  finger, 
“  There  is  a  people,”  he  exclaimed.  I  looked  in  the 
direction  indicated,  and  saw  a  small  party  of  Black 
Feet  approaching. 

“  Sit  still,”  said  I,  “  and  let  us  see  where  they  en¬ 
camp  ;  we  will  have  every  one  of  them  to-night.” 

We  watched  them  until  they  halted  at  a  couple  of 
small  Indian  forts,  with  which  the  country  abounds, 
and  we  saw  they  were  soon  joined  by  four  or  five  oth¬ 
ers  who  came  from  another  direction,  and  who  were  ev¬ 
idently  scouts.  From  the  direction  which  they  came, 
I  saw  they  had  not  discovered  our  village. 

“Now,”  said  I,  “let  us  return;  we  will  have  that 
party.  We  will  collect  a  few  trusty  warriors,  and  not 
mention  our  discovery  to  a  living  soul,  not  even  tell¬ 
ing  our  warriors  the  errand  we  are  upon  until  we  get 
within  sight  of  the  camp-fires  of  the  enemy.  Then 
we  will  return  with  their  scalps,  and  put  an  end  to 
this  howling  that  deafens  my  ears.” 

0  2 
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We  started  on  our  way  to  the  village.  I  desired 
him  to  select  from  his  friends,  and  I  would  assemble 
my  own. 

“No,”  said  he,  “my  friends  are  fools.  I  don’t  want 
them.  But  you  collect  your  warriors,  and  I  will  be 
one  of  them.” 

Accordingly,  I  went  to  my  father,  and  desired  him 
to  send  for  about  seventy-five  of  my  brothers  and  rel¬ 
atives,  and  tell  them  the  Medicine  Calf  wished  to  see 
them ;  but  I  charged  him  not  to  tell  them  they  were 
going  away  from  the  village.  As  they  mustered  one 
at  a  time,  I  acquainted  them  that  I  wanted  them  to 
leave  the  village  singly  and  with  the  utmost  secrecy, 
to  meet  me  with  their  guns  and  battle-axes  at  a  cer¬ 
tain  hour  and  in  such  a  place,  and  in  the  mean  time  to 
answer  no  word  to  whatever  question  might  be  asked 
them. 

At  the  appointed  hour  I  repaired  to  the  post,  and 
found  them  all  in  readiness.  I  then  marched  them  to 
the  place  of  attack.  When  we  arrived  within  sight  of 
our  foes  we  found  them  all  very  merry;  they  were  sing¬ 
ing  the  Wolf  Song,  or  Song  of  the  Spies,  they  having 
no  suspicion  that  they  were  so  near  to  the  Crow  vil¬ 
lage.  We  went  cautiously  up  to  the  forts,  which  were 
but  a  few  yards  apart ;  and  while  they  were  yet  sing¬ 
ing  we  pointed  our  guns,  and,  at  a  signal  given  by  me, 
all  fired.  The  whole  party  were  slain ;  their  notes 
were  cut  short  in  death.  Taking  their  scalps  (nineteen 
in  number)  and  guns,  we  reached  our  village  by  day¬ 
light,  and  entered  it  singing,  dancing,  and  shouting. 

The  village  was  aroused,  and  men,  women,  and  chil¬ 
dren  came  running  from  all  directions  to  learn  the  cause 
of  the  disturbance.  We  displayed  our  nineteen  scalps, 
and  I  took  to  myself  full  credit  for  the  force  of  my 
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medicine  in  divining  where  to  find  the  foe,  and  cogni¬ 
zance  was  taken  of  the  fact  in  the  medicine  lodge. 
We  had  five  days’  dancing  to  do  full  justice  to  this 
brilliant  achievement,  and  I  had  become  so  tired  of 
their  continual  mourning  that  their  savage  yells  of  de¬ 
light  seemed  quite  a  luxury. 

One  night  a  party  of  Black  Feet  came  to  borrow 
some  of  our  horses,  and  happened  to  be  caught  in  the 
fact.  The  alarm  was  given,  the  marauders  fired  upon, 
and  one  of  them  had  his  leg  broken  by  a  ball.  He 
was  found  the  next  morning,  unable  to  get  away ;  but 
he  sat  up  and  defended  himself  until  he  had  shot  his 
last  arrow.  He  was  then  brought  into  the  village,  and 
it  was  decided  to  burn  him.  A  large  fire  was  built, 
which  was  surrounded  by  hundreds,  and  when  the  fire 
was  well  burnt  up  the  poor  fellow  was  thrown  in. 
This  was  the  first  act  of  the  kind  I  had  ever  known 
the  Crows  to  commit ;  but  there  was  no  preventing  it. 
It  is  an  appalling  sight  to  behold  a  human  being,  or 
even  an  inferior  animal,  perish  in  the  flames ;  I  trust 
my  eyes  may  never  witness  such  another  scene.  To 
see  the  writhing  agony  of  the  suffering  wretch  when 
cast  into  the  darting  flames,  and  hear  his  piercing 
shrieks  as  the  blaze  gradually  envelops  his  whole 
body,  until  the  life  is  scorched  out  of  the  victim,  and 
he  falls  prostrate  among  the  logs,  soon  to  become  a 
charred  mass  of  cinders  undistinguishable  from  the  el¬ 
ement  that  consumed  it — it  is  indeed  a  sight  only  fit 
for  savages  to  look  at. 

I  learned  this  one  truth  while  I  was  with  the  In¬ 
dians,  namely,  that  a  white  man  can  easily  become  an 
Indian,  but  that  an  Indian  could  never  become  a  white 
man.  Some  of  the  very  worst  savages  I  ever  saw  in 
the  Rocky  Mountains  were  white  men,  and  I  could 
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mention  their  names  and  expose  some  of  their  deeds, 
hut  they  have  most  probably  gone  to  their  final  ac¬ 
count  before  this. 

Our  village  now  moved  on  toward  the  fort  to  pur¬ 
chase  our  spring  supplies.  Both  villages  could  only 
raise  forty  packs  of  beaver  and  nineteen  hundred  packs 
of  robes ;  but  for  their  continual  wars,  they  could  as 
easily  have  had  ten  packs  for  one.  But  it  is  impos¬ 
sible  to  confine  an  Indian  to  a  steady  pursuit — not  even 
fighting ;  after  a  while  he  will  even  tire  of  that.  It  is 
impossible  to  control  his  wayward  impulses ;  applica¬ 
tion  to  profitable  industry  is  foreign  to  his  nature.  He 
is  a  vagrant,  and  he  must  wander ;  he  has  no  associa¬ 
tions  to  attach  him  to  one  spot ;  he  has  no  engendered 
habits  of  thrift  or  productiveness  to  give  him  a  constant 
aim  or  concentration  of  purpose. 

Both  villages  at  length  assembled  at  the  new  fort, 
and  our  spring  trading  was  briskly  entered  into.  We 
rested  for  over  a  week,  and  I  then  proposed  moving,  as 
the  time  was  approaching  for  our  building  a  new  medi¬ 
cine  lodge.  The  night  preceding  our  proposed  depart¬ 
ure,  thieves  were  discovered  among  our  horses ;  the 
alarm  was  given,  and  a  party  went  in  pursuit.  They 
returned  with  six  Sioux  scalps,  and  two  of  our  own 
men  wounded.  The  remainder  of  the  rascals  succeed¬ 
ed  in  getting  away  with  sixteen  of  our  animals,  we  not 
considering  them  worth  following  after. 

We  then  postponed  our  departure  four  days,  and  de¬ 
voted  ourselves  to  noise  and  festivity.  The  welkin 
rung  with  our  shouts,  and  the  fort  shook  with  the  thun¬ 
der  of  our  earthquake  step. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

Removal  to  our  Tobacco-ground. — Expedition  to  the  Arrap-a-hos  for 
Horses. — Discovered,  and  the  Party  scattered. — Wanderings  for 
fourteen  Months. — Return  at  last  amid  tremendous  Rejoicing. 

We  left  the  fort,  and  proceeded  toward  our  tobacco- 
ground.  We  planted  the  seed,  and  spent  a  short  time 
in  festivity.  It  was  deemed  inexpedient  to  build  a 
medicine  lodge  this  season,  as  all  the  business  could  be 
transacted  in  a  temporary  one. 

Our  stock  of  horses  being  greatly  diminished,  we 
deemed  this  a  fitting  time  to  try  and  replenish  it,  and 
various  small  parties  sallied  out  for  that  purpose.  I 
left  with  only  seventeen  warriors  for  the  country  of  the 
Arrap-a-hos,  situated  on  the  head-waters  of  the  Arkan¬ 
sas.  On  arriving  at  their  village  we  found  a  great 
number  of  horses,  upon  which  we  made  a  descent ;  but 
we  were  discovered  before  we  could  lay  our  hands  on 
any,  and  had  to  scatter  in  all  directions  in  our  effort  to 
escape.  One  of  our  party  had  his  leg  broken  with  a 
rifle  ball,  but  he  did  not  fall  into  the  enemy’s  hands,  as 
he  crawled  away  and  secreted  himself.  Two  months 
subsequently  he  found  his  way  home,  with  his  leg  near¬ 
ly  healed.  He  stated  that,  after  receiving  his  wound, 
he  plunged  into  the  river,  which  flowed  close  by,  and 
swam  to  an  island,  there  concealing  himself  in  a  thick 
brush.  The  enemy  moved  away  the  next  day,  and 
he  swam  back  to  their  camping-ground,  where  he  found 
an  abundance  of  meat,  which  he  carried  over  to  his 
quarters;  upon  this  he  fared  sumptuously  until  he 
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was  strong  enough  to  walk;  then  he  made  his  way 
home. 

I  saw  the  village  move  the  next  morning,  and,  gath¬ 
ering  four  of  my  scattered  companions,  I  followed  the  en¬ 
emy  at  a  respectful  distance  until  they  encamped  for  the 
next  night.  We  then  made  another  descent  upon  their 
fold,  and  succeeded  in  obtaining  each  man  a  horse.  We 
saw  no  more  of  the  remains  of  our  party  until  we  re¬ 
turned  to  our  village  upward  of  a  year  subsequently. 

We  came  to  the  resolution  to  quit  the  Arrap-a-hos, 
and  pay  the  Snakes  a  visit.  On  reaching  them  we 
found  horses  in  abundance,  and  could  have  levied  upon 
them  for  any  number;  but,  being  at  peace  with  the 
tribe,  we  contented  ourselves  with  exchanging  our  jaded 
and  foot-sore  animals  for  five  fresh  ones  from  their  drove. 
Here  we  dropped  an  arrow,  and  they  recognized  it  for 
a  Crow  arrow  readily ;  we  also  put  on  new  moccasins, 
and  left  our  old  ones  behind  us.  When  the  Snakes 
fell  in  with  the  Crows  some  time  after,  they  charged 
them  with  stealing  their  horses,  which  charge  the  Crows 
strenuously  denied.  The  Snakes  persisted,  and,  to 
confirm  their  accusation,  produced  the  arrow  and  the 
abandoned  moccasins.  This  satisfied  the  Crows  that 
it -must  be  some  of  the  Arrap-a-ho  expedition,  and  hopes 
of  our  safety  were  revived. 

From  the  Snakes  we  passed  on  to  the  Flat  Head 
territory,  where  we  found  thousands  of  horses,  but  felt 
ourselves  under  the  same  moral  restrictions  as  with  the 
Snakes.  Accordingly,  we  merely  exchanged  again,  and 
again  left  five  pairs  of  moccasins.  Subsequently  they 
made  the  same  charge  against  the  Crows,  and  accused 
them  of  infringing  the  treaty.  The  Crows  again  plead¬ 
ed  innocence,  and  again  the  moccasins  convicted  them 
of  their  guilt.  They,  however,  resorted  to  diplomatic 
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finesse,  and  an  appeal  to  arras  was  averted.  Again 
their  hopes  were  rekindled  of  seeing  us  once  more. 

We  then  took  a  notion  to  pay  the  Coutnees  a  fly¬ 
ing  visit,  where  we  made  another  exchange.  We  could 
have  taken  all  the  horses  we  wanted,  but,  to  get  home 
with  them,  we  must  have  taken  a  wide  circuit,  or  have 
passed  through  the  territory  of  two  hostile  nations. 
We  next  moved  to  the  As-ne-boine  River,  which  emp¬ 
ties  into  Hudson’s  Bay.  Here  we  borrowed  one  hund¬ 
red  and  fifty  head  of  fine  horses  from  the  Blood  Indians, 
and  started  on  our  way  home.  We  arrived,  without 
accident,  at  the  Mussel  Shell  River,  within  one  day’s 
ride  of  our  own  people,  where  we  encamped,  intending 
to  reacji  home  the  next  day ;  but  that  night  the  Crows 
swept  away  every  horse  we  had,  not  even  leaving  us 
one  for  our  own  use.  W e  must  have  slept  very  sound¬ 
ly  during  the  night ;  indeed,  we  were  all  greatly  fa¬ 
tigued,  for  we  did  not  hear  a  single  movement.  In 
getting  our  horses,  they  glorified  themselves  over  hav¬ 
ing  made  a  glorious  haul  from  the  Black  Feet. 

Not  liking  to  be  foiled  in  our  resolution  to  return 
home  with  a  respectable  accompaniment  of  horses,  we 
retraced  our  steps  to  the  As-ne-boine  River,  intending 
to  start  another  drove.  On  our  return  we  found  our 
friends  had  left,  and  had  crossed  to  the  other  side  of 
the  mountain.  We  followed  on,  but  delayed  so  long 
on  the  western  slope,  that  the  heavy  snow-storms  now 
falling  cut  off  all  possibility  of  returning  home  before 
spring ;  therefore  we  built  a  comfortable  lodge  in  what 
was  called  Sweet  Mountain,  in  a  canon ,  where  we 
could  kill  a  buffalo  every  day,  the  skins  of  which,  cov¬ 
ered  entirely  over  our  lodge,  made  a  very  agreeable 
abode  for  the  winter.  We  also  killed  several  large 
wolves,  and  dressed  their  skins  in  the  nicest  manner. 


328 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF 


We  likewise  took  three  Black  Foot  scalps.  The  In¬ 
dians  whose  horses  we  had  been  in  pursuit  of,  after 
having  roamed  about  considerably,  had  gone  into  win¬ 
ter  quarters  only  twelve  or  fifteen  miles  distant ;  their 
smoke  was  visible  from  our  lodge.  On  the  return  of 
spring  we  visited  our  neighbors’  camp,  and  selected 
one  hundred  and  twenty  head  of  such  horses  as  we 
thought  would  stand  the  journey.  We  then  returned 
over  the  mountain,  and  reached  as  far  as  the  Judith  in 
safety,  which  was  within  three  days’  ride  of  the  village. 
We  were  greatly  fatigued,  and  halted  to  encamp  for  the 
night  and  rest  our  jaded  horses.  Again  the  Crows 
stripped  us  of  every  horse,  leaving  us  on  foot  once 
more.  Resolved  not  to  be  beat,  we  determined  to  try 
our  luck  a  third  time  before  we  returned  to  our  village. 
I  told  my  four  companions  that  my  medicine  promised 
me  success,  and  that  when  we  did  eventually  get  home 
we  should  be  able  to  see  what  amount  of  affection  was 
felt  toward  us  by  our  people,  by  ascertaining  how 
much  crying  had  been  done  for  us. 

I  had  no  doubt  we  had  been  mourned  as  dead,  for 
we  had  been  absent  above  a  year.  During  this  time, 
we  subsequently  learned,  there  had  been  great  mourn¬ 
ing  for  us,  and  many  had  cut  off  their  hair.  My  fa¬ 
ther,  however,  still  persisted  that  I  was  alive,  and 
would  some  day  return,  and  he  would  allow  none  of 
his  family  to  cut  off  their  fingers  for  me.  At  the  time 
the  Flat  Heads  went  in  with  their  complaint,  they 
were  about  to  elect  another  chief  to  fill  my  place ;  but 
when  they  saw  the  five  pairs  of  moccasins  produced, 
they  knew  they  must  have  had  Crow  wearers,  and 
their  hopes  were  revived  of  again  seeing  us,  and  the 
election  ceremony  was  postponed.  My  father  would 
have  no  steps  taken  toward  filling  my  vacant  place  be- 
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fore  the  erection  of  the  next  medicine  lodge.  He  said 
he  did  not  know  where  his  Calf  had  rambled,  and  it 
was  his  firm  belief  that  in  the  course  of  time  he  would 
ramble  home  again. 

When  we  reached  the  As-ne-boine  for  the  third  time, 
we  found  that  our  friends  who  had  accommodated  us 
with  the  two  previous  droves  of  horses  had  gone  over 
the  mountain,  and  passed  down  that  river  to  Fort  Row, 
one  of  the  Hudson’s  Bay  trading-posts.  By  the  ap¬ 
pearance  of  their  trail  we  judged  that  they  had  been 
joined  by  other  villages,  probably  from  the  Coutnees 
and  Pa-gans,  all  on  their  way  to  the  trading-post  for 
the  purchase  of  their  spring  supply  of  goods.  We 
followed  their  trail  for  several  days,  which  grew  fresh¬ 
er  and  fresher,  until  one  afternoon  we  came  suddenly 
upon  a  horse.  We  were  at  that  time  in  thick  timber, 
with  a  dense  growth  of  underbrush,  and  thousands  of 
wild  pea-vines  about. 

On  seeing  the  horse  we  halted  suddenly.  On  look¬ 
ing  farther  around,  we  discovered  horses  of  all  colors 
and  stripes,  ring-streaked  and  speckled.  Shortly  the 
sound  of  voices  reached  our  ears.  In  an  instant  we 
stooped  down  and  crept  under  the  almost  impenetra¬ 
ble  vines,  nor  did  we  venture  to  move  from  our  hiding- < 
place  until  night.  We  could  distinctly  hear  the  chat¬ 
ter  of  men,  women,  and  children  around  us,  and  some 
of  the  squaws  came  most  dangerously  near  when  gath¬ 
ering  fire-wood  for  their  camp-fires.  We  could  occa¬ 
sionally  peep  out,  and  we  saw  in  those  glimpses  that 
they  had  beautiful  horses,  and,  besides,  that  they  were 
in  good  traveling  condition.  We  then  felt  no  doubt 
that  the  Coutnees  were  in  company,  since  they  al¬ 
ways  prided  themselves  in  spotted  horses,  as  Jacob 
of  old  took  pride  in  spotted  cattle.  In  that  encamp- 
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ment  it  so  little  entered  into  their  heads  to  anticipate 
molestation  that  they  had  placed  no  horse-guards  to 
keep  watch. 

The  noise  of  the  horses  in  tearing  through  the  pea- 
vines  assisted  us  materially  in  our  nocturnal  enter¬ 
prise.  We  selected  two  hundred  and  eighty  of  their 
largest,  strongest*  and  handsomest  cattle,  with  which 
we  lost  no  time  in  making  direct  for  Crow-land ;  nor 
did  we  venture  to  give  rest  to  their  hoofs  until  a  jour¬ 
ney,  continued  through  three  days  and  nights,  placed 
what  we  considered  a  safe  distance  between  us.  We 
then  ventured  to  encamp  for  the  night,  to  afford  to  the 
poor  tired-out  animals  an  opportunity  to  rest  for  a 
while,  hut  starting  off  at  early  dawn  to  preclude  all 
possibility  of  recapture. 

On  the  fifth  day  we  discovered  an  Indian  a  short 
distance  from  our  trail,  who  was  coming  in  an  oblique 
direction  toward  us.  He  stopped  on  the  hill-side  at 
some  little  distance  off,  and  motioned  for  us  to  ap¬ 
proach  him.  Supposing  him  to  be  a  Crow,  I  desired 
my  companions  to  drive  on,  while  I  went  to  see  what 
he  wanted.  When  I  had  approached  within  a  few 
yards  of  him,  he  put  on  an  air  of  surprise,  and  placed 
liis  hand  to  his  shoulder  with  the  intention  of  drawing 
his  bow.  I  sprang  upon  him  instantly  and  cut  him 
down,  and  despoiled  him  of  his  scalp  and  quiver. 
When  about  to  leave  to  overtake  my  companions,  I 
perceived  the  distant  smoke  of  a  Black  Foot  village  sit¬ 
uated  immediately  in  the  direction  that  we  were  jour¬ 
neying,  and  it  was  beyond  doubt  that  the  Indian  I 
had  just  killed  was  a  spy  belonging  to  that  village. 
He  must  have  mistaken  us  for  some  of  his  own  tribe, 
and  only  discovered  his  mistake  when  I  approached 
near  enough  for  him  to  distinguish  my  features. 
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My  companions  returning  to  me,  we  altered  our 
course,  and  passed  over  a  mountain  covered  with  deep 
snow,  so  hard,  however,  that  we  passed  it  without  los¬ 
ing  a  horse.  This  was  one  of  the  spurs  of  the  Rocky 
Mountains,  and  covered  with  perpetual  snows. 

After  sixteen  days  of  almost  incessant  travel  day 
and  night,  we  came  in  sight  of  our  village  just  as  the 
sun  was  sinking  behind  the  distant  mountains.  We 
approached  within  a  mile  of  the  village,  and  encamped 
under  a  small  hill,  as  yet  unperceived  by  our  people, 
for  the  hill  in  the  shelter  of  which  we  lay  was  between 
ourselves  and  the  village.  It  was  now  the  latter  end 
of  June  (I  think),  in  the  year  1834. 

After  resting  a  while,  I  thought  to  get  some  tobac¬ 
co,  to  indulge  in  a  smoke  before  making  our  grand 
entree ,  at  the  same  time  requesting  my  companions 
to  keep  a  sharp  look-out,  and  see  that  the  Crows  did 
not  steal  our  horses  again.  Finally,  three  of  us  en¬ 
tered  incog.,  and  smoked  with  several  of  the  old  men, 
not  one  of  whom  recognized  us  or  once  thought  of  us. 
We  passed  all  through  the  village,  looking  leisurely 
about  us ;  the  streets  were  full  of  people,  yet  not  one 
bestowed  a  thought  on  us.  When  it  became  some¬ 
what  late,  and  the  inhabitants  had  principally  retired, 
I  dismissed  my  two  companions  to  the  camp,  telling 
them  I  would  get  some  tobacco,  and  rejoin  them  in  a 
short  time.  I  then  entered  the  lodge  of  one  of  my 
wives,  who  was  asleep  in  bed.  I  shook  her  by  the 
arm,  and  aroused  her. 

Waking,  she  inquired,  “  Who  is  this  in  the  lodge?” 

I  answered,  “  It  is  your  husband.” 

“I  never  had  but  one  husband,” she  replied,  “and 
he  is  dead.” 

“  No,”  said  I,  “  I  am  he.” 
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“You  are  not  dead,  then,  as  we  have  believed?” 

“No,”  I  said ;  “  I  have  been  wandering  a  long 
while,  and  have  only  just  returned.” 

“  We  all  mourned  you,”  she  continued,  “  many 
moons  ago,  and  we  all  mourn  you  now  every  day. 
We  believed  that  the  enemy  had  killed  you.” 

“  No,”  I  said,  “  I  escaped.  I  have  now  brought 
home  a  large  drove  of  beautiful  spotted  horses,  and  if 
you  will  do  as  I  wish  you,  you  shall  have  your  choice 
of  the  whole  drove,  and  you  will  become  a  medicine 
woman  also.” 

“  I  will  do  what  you  wish  me,”  she  replied. 

“Well,  I  want  you,  when  you  get  up  in  the  morn¬ 
ing,  to  request  the  village  to  refrain  from  crying  for 
one  sun.  Tell  them  that  you  dreamed  that  I  came 
home  riding  a  large  and  spotted  horse,  having  the  oth¬ 
er  four  men  with  me ;  that  we  had  nearly  three  hund¬ 
red  of  the  most  beautiful  horses  you  ever  saw,  and 
that  we  rode  with  large  wolf-skins  spread  on  our  horses’ 
backs,  mine  being  as  white  as  the  drifted  snow.” 

She  agreed  to  do  all  as  I  had  bidden  her ;  I  then 
left  her  lodge ;  but,  before  quitting  the  village,  I  called 
in  at  my  father’s  lodge.  All  was  still  around,  and,  en¬ 
tering  on  tip-toe,  I  reached  down  the  medicine  shield, 
which  no  one  but  his  wife  or  eldest  son  is  privileged 
to  handle,  and,  opening  it,  I  took  out  all  his  medicine 
tobacco,  carrying  it  back  to  the  camp  with  me,  and 
then  replaced  the  shield  upon  its  peg.  I  then  return¬ 
ed  to  our  camp,  and  enjoyed  a  good  smoke  with  my 
companions,  our  spirits  waxing  elate  at  the  surprise  we 
had  in  store. 

Early  the  next  morning,  the  woman,  true  to  her 
word,  narrated  her  dream  to  the  astonished  inhabit¬ 
ants,  with  whatever  additions  her  own  fancy  suggest- 
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ed.  My  father  and  mother  listened  attentively  to  her 
revelation  ;  and,  before  she  had  got  through  with  her 
narrative,  she  had  quite  a  numerous  auditory.  We 
were  watching  the  occurrence  from  the  brow  of  the 
hill;  and,  knowing  she  would  have  to  rehearse  her 
vision  several  times  before  it  was  generally  known 
throughout  the  village,  we  did  not  hurry  to  show  our¬ 
selves. 

My  father  and  mother,  having  heard  her  through, 
turned  and  entered  their  lodge.  Suddenly  the  medi¬ 
cine  shield  caught  my  mother’s  eye — it  had  evidently 
been  moved.  My  father  took  it  down  and  opened  it 
— the  tobacco  was  gone.  This  opened  the  “old  gen¬ 
tleman’s”  eyes.  “  It  is  well,”  he  said ;  “  my  son 
lives !  ”  and  he  believed  the  substance  of  the  dream  as 
fervently  as  the  prophetess  who  uttered  it.  The  by¬ 
standers,  seeing  his  medicine  so  strong,  and  he  be¬ 
ginning  to  sing  and  dance,  they  all  joined  in,  until  the 
noise  of  their  revelry  reached  us  on  our  distant  em¬ 
inence. 

Now  was  our  time.  We  mounted  our  caparisoned 
steeds,  and,  forming  ourselves  in  procession,  we  com¬ 
menced  our  grand  entree ,  singing  and  shouting  at  the 
top  of  our  voices.  Our  tones  are  heard,  and  the  vil¬ 
lagers  gaze  around  in  surprise.  “Hark!”  they  ex¬ 
claimed  ;  “  look  yonder !  there  are  five  men  mounted 
on  large  spotted  steeds.  Who  are  they  ?” 

All  was  hushed  as  the  grave  in  the  village,  each 
striving  to  catch  the  sound  of  our  distant  strains.  The 
five  horsemen  disappeared  as  if  by  magic,  and  reap¬ 
peared  driving  a  large  drove  of  horses  before  them  of 
all  colors.  The  horsemen  again  pause  on  the  summit. 
“  Hark !  listen !  they  sing  again !  Who  can  they  be?” 

Not  a  soul  yet  stirred  from  the  village.  We  drove 
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our  horses  down  toward  them,  and  left  them  there, 
while  we  took  a  circuit  around,  displaying  our  scalps, 
but  still  keeping  over  gunshot  distance..  The  old  men 
came  out  to  us,  carrying  drums ;  each  of  us  took  one, 
and  then  we  bounded  away  to  the  rear  of  our  horses. 
We  raised  a  well-known  song,  and  all  listened  to  the 
tones  of  the  returning  Medicine  Calf.  At  length  our 
wives  and  relatives  broke  away  from  the  throng,  and 
darted  over  the  plain  to  meet  us.  They  fairly  flew 
over  the  intervening  space  to  welcome  us  in  their  arms. 
A  tall  sister  of  mine  outstripped  the  rest,  and  arrived 
first,  and  immediately  after  my  little  wife  was  also  by 
my  side.  After  a  warm  greeting  exchanged  with  these, 
the  warriors  came  up,  and  saluted  us  with  a  shout  that 
would  have  aroused  Napoleon’s  Old  Guard  from  their 
graves.  We  were  lifted  from  our  horses,  and  almost 
denuded  of  our  clothing,  and  carried  by  the  impetuous 
throng  into  the  village.  My  father  had  painted  his 
face  into  an  exact  resemblance  of  Satan,  in  token  of 
his  joy  at  my  happy  return.  I  was  kissed  and  caress¬ 
ed  by  my  mother,  sisters,  and  wives  until  I  fairly  gasp¬ 
ed  for  breath. 

Any  person  who  has  never  beheld  a  real  downright 
rejoicing  among  savages  can  form  but  a  faint  concep¬ 
tion  of  their  unrestrained  manifestations  ;  words  can 
convey  no  adequate  idea  of  it.  Being  untutored  and 
natural,  and  not  restricted  by  any  considerations  of 
grace  or  propriety,  they  abandon  themselves  to  their 
emotions,  and  no  gesture  is  too  exaggerated,  no  dem¬ 
onstration  too  violent  for  them  to  resort  to. 

My  friend,  with  many  others,  had  given  me  up  for 
dead,  and  had  adopted  another  in  my  place;  so  that 
there  were  now  three  of  us  who  all  knew  one  anoth¬ 
er’s  secrets.  Pine  Leaf  was  overjoyed  at  my  return. 
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She  had  become  confident  of  my  death,  and  was  only 
waiting  to  ascertain  the  nation  that  had  killed  me  in 
order  to  revenge  my  loss,  or  be  sacrificed  to  my  ma¬ 
nes.  Couriers  were  immediately  dispatched  to  the  oth¬ 
er  village  to  acquaint  them  with  our  return,  and  to  in¬ 
vite  them  to  participate  in  the  celebrations  of  the  event. 
Long  Hair  returned  for  answer,  “  Tell  my  brother  I 
will  fly  to  see  him.”  They  lost  six  warriors  on  their 
way  to  our  village,  through  carelessly  straggling  in  de¬ 
tached  parties,  consequently  they  came  to  us  in  mourn¬ 
ing  for  their  loss. 

The  two  droves  of  horses  which  the  Crows  had  re¬ 
leased  us  of  were  all  religiously  returned.  Those  that 
the  captors  had  given  away  were  promptly  delivered 
up,  so  that  we  were  now  in  possession  of  a  very  nu¬ 
merous  drove.  I  distributed  my  share  among  my  rel¬ 
atives,  friends,  wives,  and  wives’  relatives,  until  I  had 
only  just  enough  for  my  own  use.  I  gave  my  father 
an  elegant  steed,  the  largest  in  the  whole  drove.  To 
the  heroine  I  gave  a  spotted  four-year-old,  a  perfect 
beauty,  one  that  I  had  intended  for  her  as  we  were 
driving  them  home.  He  proved  to  be  a  superior  war- 
horse,  and  there  were  but  few  among  the  thousands 
that  we  possessed  that  could  distance  him  with  her 
upon  his  back.  She  was  very  proud  of  him,  and  would 
suffer  no  one  but  herself  to  ride  him. 

It  took  me  a  long  time  to  rehearse  all  our  adven¬ 
tures  while  away.  I  was  required  to  do  it  very  mi¬ 
nutely  and  circumstantially — even  to  describe  all  our 
camping-grounds,  and  relate  every  minute  occurrence 
that  transpired  during  our  long  pilgrimage. 

We  had  certainly  incurred  exceeding  risk  in  the 
route  we  had  traveled;  in  recurring  to  it  I  marveled 
at  our  escape.  Any  five  men  might  start  upon  such 
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an  adventure,  and  not  one  party  in  ten  would  ever  re¬ 
turn.  I  reflected,  however,  that  I  was  a  little  more  sa¬ 
gacious  than  the  Indians,  and  that  I  had  my  physical 
faculties  as  well  developed  as  theirs.  I  could  see  fully 
as  quick  as  they  could,  and  ride  as  fast,  if  they  under¬ 
took  to  chase  me  in  the  mountains. 

I  now  found  that  I  had  thousands  of  friends,  wheth¬ 
er  attracted  by  my  fancy  horses  or  not,  and  that  I  was 
the  idol  of  my  proud  parents.  The  mother  of  Black 
Panther  always  lived  with  my  father,  and  if  both  sur¬ 
vive,  I  presume  she  does  to  this  day.  I  gave  him  the 
child  when  it  was  quite  young,  to  adopt  as  his  son, 
in  obedience  to  his  reiterated  solicitations. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

Excursion  to  the  Fort. — Great  Battle  with  the  Cheyennes  on  the 
Way. — Rejoicing  on  my  Arrival  at  the  Fort. — Horses  stolen  by  the 
Cheyennes. — Pursuit  and  Battle  with  the  Thieves. — Battle  with  the 
Black  Feet. — Return  to  our  Village. 

When  the  rejoicings  were  over,  a  council  was  call¬ 
ed  to  deliberate  on  the  future  operations  of  the  nation, 
wherein  the  resolution  was  taken  to  keep  united  until 
Leaf  Fall.  About  the  latter  end  of  August  I  started 
for  the  fort,  taking  with  me  three  hundred  and  fifty 
warriors,  with  as  many  women  and  children,  among 
whom  was  my  little  wife.  While  on  our  way  thither, 
we  encamped  one  night  on  Fallen  Creek,  and  lost  up¬ 
ward  of  fifty  horses,  stolen  by  the  Cheyennes.  We 
pursued  them  with  our  whole  force,  and,  soon  overtak¬ 
ing  them,  a  fight  ensued  between  numbers  about  equal. 
I  had  charged  in  advance  of  the  line,  and,  as  I  was  al¬ 
ways  dressed  in  full  costume  when  on  these  excur- 
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sions,  I  offered  an  excellent  mark  to  any  one  skilled 
in  shooting.  I  was  proceeding  at  an  easy  canter,  when 
my  horse  was  shot  through  the  head,  the  ball  entering 
near  the  ear,  and  he  fell,  his  last  spring  hurling  me 
head  foremost  against  a  huge  rock,  which  I  struck  with 
such  force  that  I  saw  another  dense  meteoric  shower, 
and  the  blood  gushed  from  my  mouth,  nose,  and  ears. 
When  I  recovered  my  senses  I  found  both  parties  over 
me,  each  struggling  to  obtain  me.  The  Crows  pre¬ 
vailed  eventually,  and  my  scalp  was  saved.  My  war¬ 
riors  were  fully  convinced  of  my  death,  as  I  lay  so  long 
motionless ;  but  they  were  determined  to  preserve  my 
scalp.  The  enemy,  seeing  our  women  and  children 
approach,  mistook  them  for  a  re-enforcement  of  Crow 
warriors,  and  they  gave  up  the  contest  and  fled  precip¬ 
itately,  leaving  us  masters  of  the  field,  with  all  the 
horses  they  had  just  stolen  from  us,  besides  a  great 
number  of  their  own,  which  they  had  not  time  to  drive 
off.  We  only  obtained  three  scalps  from  the  enemy, 
losing  none  ourselves,  though  we  had  several  warriors 
wounded. 

We  then  resumed  our  journey  to  the  fort,  reaching 
there  without  farther  trouble.  When  we  arrived  with¬ 
in  sight  and  hearing,  we,  as  usual,  struck  up  a  song. 
All  the  women  from  the  fort  ran  out,  exclaiming,  “Here 
comes  a  war-party  of  the  Crows ;  they  are  singing ! 
Look  at  their  scalps  :  they  come  from  the  country  of 
the  Cheyennes;  they  have  conquered  our  enemies. 
See,  they  are  all  painted !” 

I  had  long  been  supposed  dead  at  the  fort.  It  was 
conjectured  that  Big  Bowl  (my  father)  had  the  conduct 
of  the  party,  and  there  was  no  inquiry  made  for  me. 
We  entered  amid  a  thousand  How  d’ye  do’s,  and  my 
wife  and  “Little  Jim”  were  comfortably  provided  with 
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the  hest  quarters  in  the  fort.  I  was  standing  among 
the  busy  throng,  who  had  already  fallen  to  admire  the 
new  goods,  still  feeling  the  effects  of  my  severe  shake, 
when  I  saw  one  of  the  female  inmates  eye  me  very  in¬ 
quiringly.  She  inquired  of  my  wife  who  that  Indian 
was.  She  answered,  “  He  is  my  husband.” 

“  What !  are  you  married  again  ?”  the  woman  ex¬ 
claimed,  in  astonishment. 

“No,  not  again”  she  replied,  in  her  very  modest 
manner ;  “  did  you  not  know  that  the  Medicine  Calf 
was  alive  and  had  returned  ?” 

“Then  that  surely  is  the  Medicine  Calf,” the  wom¬ 
an  exclaimed,  “now  standing  in  the  fort!”  and  ran  to 
Mr.  Tulleck  to  acquaint  him  with  the  news. 

“Where  is  he?  where  is  the  Medicine  Calf?”  Mr. 
Tulleck  called  aloud,  and  looking  among  the  throng 
without  perceiving  me. 

I  addressed  him  in  English,  calling  him  by  name. 

I  thought  at  first  that  lie  would  fall  to  the  ground ; 
it  was  some  seconds  before  he  could  speak,  his  aston¬ 
ishment  was  so  overwhelming.  At  last  he  found 
tongue,  and  broke  out  in  all  kinds  of  expressions  of 
joy  and  welcome.  The  men,  too,  attached  to  the  fort, 
on  hearing  of  my  arrival,  came  running  in  with  their 
utmost  speed  to  welcome  one  whom  they  had  all  long 
since  supposed  dead.  So  heartfelt  a  welcome  I  could 
not  have  expected.  Little  Jim  had  been  taken  from  his 
mother’s  hand  before  it  was  known  that  I  was  present. 
He  was  a  general  pet  at  the  fort,  and  it  usually  took 
one  good  horse  to  carry  all  the  presents  bestowed  upon 
mother  and  child.  He  was  then  near  three  years  old, 
running  every  where,  and  was  already  looked  upon  by 
the  Crows  as  their  future  chief. 

We  tarried  at  the  fort  a  few  days,  engaged  in  hunt- 
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ing  buffalo  for  its  men  and  our  own  family.  Our  con¬ 
sumption  was  several  carcasses  a  day.  During  my 
long  absence  the  Crows  had  neglected  their  traps,  and 
they  had  not  dressed  more  than  half  the  usual  number 
of  robes,  which  caused  a  sensible  falling  off  in  the  trade 
of  the  fort,  and  diminished  very  materially  the  profits 
derived  by  the  company  from  Fort  Cass.  No  reduc¬ 
tion,  however,  was  made  in  my  salary  on  account  of 
my  absence,  which  I  considered  very  liberal  conduct 
on  the  part  of  the  company. 

My  warriors,  becoming  uneasy  at  their  inactive  life, 
desired  to  be  led  against  the  Black  Feet.  To  gratify 
them,  I  selected  one  hundred  and  six  warriors,  and 
sent  the  others  back  to  the  village  with  the  women  and 
children,  except  my  wife,  whom  I  requested  to  stay  at 
the  fort  to  await  my  return.  "VVe  marched  into  the 
enemy’s  country,  and  in  the  daytime  came  suddenly 
upon  one  of  their  villages.  There  were  lodges  enough 
to  contain  three  hundred  warriors,  but  they  were  prob¬ 
ably  gone  upon  an  expedition,  for  there  were  but  few 
present  to  receive  us.  We  unhesitatingly  assaulted  it, 
although  we  had  but  little  fighting  to  do.  We  took 
upward  of  twenty  scalps,  and  eighteen  women  and  chil¬ 
dren  prisoners.  We  captured  two  hundred  and  sixty 
horses,  besides  weapons,  clothing,  and  other  spoils. 

Here  I  succeeded  in  having  a  good  joke  at  the  he¬ 
roine’s  expense,  with  which  I  plagued  her  for  a  long 
time.  She  was  swifter  on  foot  than  any  warrior,  and 
we  were  on  foot  during  this  excursion.  On  seeing  us 
advance,  a  young  Indian,  about  sixteen,  took  to  his 
heels,  running  like  a  deer.  The  heroine  made  after 
him  with  her  antelope  speed,  certain  to  catch  him. 
The  Indian  did  his  best,  frequently  turning  his  head, 
like  a  negro  with  an  alligator  at  his  heels.  Seeing  that 
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his  pursuer  must  overtake  him,  and  not  relishing  the 
idea  of  having  her  lance  transfix  his  body — for  she  was 
preparing  to  hurl  it — he  suddenly  stopped  and  faced 
about,  at  the  same  time  throwing  his  bow  down  and 
holding  up  both  hands  to  beg  for  his  life.  She  did 
what  no  other  warrior  in  our  party  would  have  done— 
her  woman’s  heart  took  pity  on  the  poor  fellow’s  piti¬ 
able  condition — she  spared  his  life,  and  marched  him 
back  captive. 

He  being  her  prisoner,  no  one  had  authority  over  his 
life  but  herself.  He  was  a  fine-looking  young  man, 
but  when  he  was  brought  among  the  Crow  warriors 
he  trembled  in  every  joint,  expecting  nothing  less  than 
to  be  killed. 

I  thought  this  too  good  an  opportunity  for  a  joke 
not  to  make  use  of  it. 

“I  see,”  said  I,  addressing  myself  to  Pine  Leaf, 
“  you  have  refused  all  our  braves  that  you  might  win 
a  husband  from  the  enemy.” 

All  the  warriors  shouted  at  the  sally ;  but  the  poor 
girl  was  sorely  perplexed,  and  knew  not  what  to  do  or 
say.  We  rallied  her  so  much  on  her  conquest  that 
she  finally  became  quite  spunky,  and  I  did  not  know 
whether  she  would  run  her  prize  through  with  her 
lance  or  not.  One  day  I  told  her  I  had  talked  with 
her  prisoner  about  his  capture.  “Well,”  said  she, 
“  and  what  has  he  to  say  about  it  ?” 

“  Why,”  I  answered,  “  he  says  he  could  have  killed 
you  as  well  as  not,  but  that  you  promised  to  marry 
him  if  he  would  spare  your  life.” 

She  was  fully  practiced  upon,  and  she  flushed  with 
anger.  “He  lies !”  she  exclaimed.  “You  know  I  can 
not  speak  to  these  Black  Feet,  or  I  would  make  him 
tell  a  different  tale.  I  have  often  told  you,  as  well  as 
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other  warriors,  that  I  do  not  wish  to  marry ;  my  tongue 
was  straight  when  I  said  so.  I  have  told  you  often, 
and  I  have  told  your  sisters  and  your  wives,  that,  if 
ever  I  did  marry,  I  would  have  you,  and  none  other. 
So  why  do  you  trifle  with  my  feelings  ?” 

What  she  said  was  a  genuine  ebullition  of  feeling; 
for,  although  an  Indian  girl,  her  heart  was  as  proud,  as 
sensitive,  and  as  delicate  as  ever  beat  in  the  breast  of 
civilized  woman.  To  soothe  her  ruffled  temper,  I  told 
her  I  would  intrust  a  secret  to  her.  I  had  undertaken 
my  prolonged  journeying,  when  all  supposed  me  dead, 
and  she  along  with  the  rest,  solely  to  search  through 
the  Rocky  Mountains  for  a  “  red-headed  Indian.”  I 
had  been  unsuccessful  in  my  search,  and  had  returned 
with  spotted  horses. 

She  laughed  immoderately  at  my  invention. 

We  now  returned  to  the  fort  with  our  trophies, 
where  we  had  a  joyous  time.  My  warriors  gave  a  horse 
to  each  man  at  the  fort,  about  fifty  in  number,  and  ev¬ 
ery  woman  staying  there  also  received  one.  I  select¬ 
ed  the  best  one  I  had,  and  made  Little  Jim  present  it 
to  Mr.  Tulleck,  with  which  delicate  attention  he  was 
greatly  delighted.  My  boy  could  now  speak  quite 
plain.  The  men  at  the  fort  had  taught  him  to  swear 
quite  fluently  both  in  French  and  English,  much  more 
to  their  satisfaction  than  to  mine.  But  I  trusted  he 
would  soon  forget  his  schooling,  as  the  Crows  never 
drink  whisky,  nor  use  profane  language. 

We  left  the  fort,  and  reached  our  village  without  ac¬ 
cident.  On  our  arrival  we  found  the  people  in  mourn¬ 
ing  for  the  loss  of  two  warriors,  killed  in  the  village 
by  an  attack  of  the  Cheyennes ;  and,  notwithstanding 
my  recent  success,  we  had  to  take  part  in  the  crying, 
in  obedience  to  their  forms. 
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The  Cheyennes,  in  their  late  attack,  used  very  good 
generalship;  but  the  result  was  not  so  good  as  their 
design  would  seem  to  promise.  They  started  with  a 
force  of  three  thousand  warriors,  and,  dividing  their 
army,  five  hundred  marched  directly  over  the  Tongue 
Eiver  Mountain,  where  they  were  safe  from  molesta¬ 
tion,  while  their  main  body  passed  round  in  another 
direction,  placing  themselves  in  ambush  in  a  place 
agreed  upon,  so  as  to  fall  upon  the  Crows  should  they 
pursue  their  flying  division.  But  the  Crows  were  too 
wary  for  them,  and  their  bright  design  failed. 

The  division  of  five  hundred  made  a  descent  upon 
the  horses,  killing  the  two  Crows  that  were  among 
them,  and  unable  to  escape  in  time.  It  was  in  open 
day,  and  our  stock  was  so  immense  that  they  actually 
did  succeed  in  driving  off  about  twelve  hundred,  of 
which  our  family  owned  about  eighty.  Many  of  our 
choice  mares,  with  their  foals,  and  a  great  number  of 
our  war-horses,  seemed  to  have  intelligence  of  the  bus¬ 
iness  in  hand,  and  ran  with  full  speed  to  the  village, 
where  the  enemy  did  not  care  to  follow  them.  Hund¬ 
reds  of  our  warriors  were  ready  for  the  conflict,  and 
were  impatiently  awaiting  the  order  to  attack ;  but 
their  chiefs  strictly  forbade  their  advance,  and  even 
charged  my  faithful  Dog  Soldiers  with  the  duty  of  en¬ 
forcing  their  orders.  There  were  in  the  village  over 
four  thousand  warriors,  a  force  sufficient  to  repel  any 
attack;  but  the  old  heads  seemed  to  suspect  some¬ 
thing  at  the  bottom  of  their  foes’  audacity,  and  thus 
escaped  the  trap  that  was  prepared  for  them.  The 
horses  we  cared  but  little  about,  as  it  was  easy  to  re¬ 
place  them  at  any  time,  without  risking  the  lives  ot  so 
many  brave  warriors. 

On  my  return,  all  this  was  related  to  me  by  the 
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council.  They  inquired  my  opinion  of  the  policy  they 
had  acted  upon,  and  I  assented  to  the  wisdom  of  all 
they  had  done.  I  further  recommended  that  no  war-, 
party  should  leave  the  village  for  at  least  two  weeks, 
but  that  all  should  devote  themselves  to  trapping  bea¬ 
ver,  as  a  means  better  calculated  to  please  the  Great 
Spirit,  and  after  that  it  was  likely  he  would  reward 
our  excursions  with  more  constant  success. 

My  advice  was  approved  of,  and  my  medicine  was 
pronounced  powerful.  Every  trap  in  the  village  was 
accordingly  brought  to  light,  and  a  general  preparation 
made  for  an  active  season  of  trapping :  peltry-parties 
scattered  for  every  stream  containing  beaver.  My  old 
friend  and  myself,  with  each  a  wife,  composed  one 
party ;  we  took  twelve  traps,  and  in  ten  days  collect¬ 
ed  fifty-five  beaver-skins.  All  who  went  out  had  ex¬ 
cellent  success,  as  the  streams  had  been  but  little  dis¬ 
turbed  for  several  months.  Our  two  weeks’  combined 
industry  produced  quite  a  number  of  packs. 

It  was  now  about  the  1st  of  October.  I  had  prom¬ 
ised,  after  our  two  weeks’  trapping,  to  lead  a  party  hi 
a  foray  upon  the  Cheyennes.  I  selected  over  four 
hundred  warriors,  and  started  in  pursuit  of  something 
— whether  horses  or  scalps  was  a  matter  of  indiffer¬ 
ence.  After  an  easy  travel  of  twenty  days,  our  spies 
keeping  a  vigilant  look-out  on  the  way,  a  large  village 
was  reported  some  few  miles  in  advance.  Knowing 
whom  we  had  to  deal  with,  I  used  my  utmost  caution, 
for  we  were  beyond  the  reach  of  re-enforcement  if  I 
should  fall  into  any  difficulties.  We  ascended  a  hill 
which  overlooked  their  village.  We  saw  their  cheerful- 
looking  fires,  and  would  have  liked  to  warm  ourselves 
by  similar  ones;  but,  although  firewood  was  abun¬ 
dant,  it  seemed  barely  advisable  to  indulge  in  such  a 
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luxury.  By  the  size  of  the  village,  it  was  evident  we 
had  a  powerful  enemy  before  us,  and  that  he  was  brave 
.we  had  learned  by  previous  experience.  After  sur¬ 
veying  it  as  well  as  we  could  by  the  gleam  of  the  stars, 
I  determined  to  go  down  into  their  village,  and  obtain 
a  closer  observation.  I  took  three  braves  with  me, 
and,  turning  our  robes  the  hair  side  out,  we  descended 
the  hill  and  entered  the  village. 

We  found  they  had  recently  built  a  new  medicine 
lodge,  and  the  national  council  was  in  session  that 
night.  We  walked  up  to  the  lodge,  where  there  were 
a  number  of  Cheyennes  smoking  and  conversing,  but 
we  could  not  understand  a  word  they  said.  I  passed 
my  hand  inside  to  reach  for  a  pipe.  One  was  handed 
to  me  ;  and  after  all  four  of  us  had  taken  a  few  whiffs, 
I  handed  it  back  to  my  accommodating  lender.  We 
then  strolled  leisurely  through  their  town,  and  return¬ 
ed  to.  our  own  camp  somewhat  late  in  the  evening. 

About  midnight  we  visited  their  herd,  and  started 
out  quite  a  large  drove,  which  we  found  at  daylight 
consisted  of  eight  hundred  head ;  with  these  we  moved 
with  all  possible  speed  toward  home,  taking  the  di- 
rectest  route  possible.  We  drove  at  full  speed,  wher¬ 
ever  practicable,  until  the  next  day  at  noon ;  we  then 
turned  short  round  the  point  of  a  mountain,  and  await¬ 
ed  the  arrival  of  our  pursuers.  Our  animals  were  well 
rested  when  the  enemy  came  up,  and  we  had  just  trans¬ 
ferred  ourselves  to  the  backs  of  some  that  we  had  bor¬ 
rowed  from  them.  As  soon  as  they  had  rounded  the 
point — about  two  hundred  and  fifty  in  number — we 
issued  out  to  attack  them;  and,  although  they  were 
somewhat  surprised  to  behold  so  large  a  force,  they 
quickly  formed  and  awaited  the  onset.  We  were  soon 
upon  them,  killing  several,  and  having  a  few  of  our 
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own  wounded.  We  withdrew  to  form  another  charge ; 
hut,  before  we  were  ready  to  fall  on  them  again,  they 
divided  their  line,  and  one  half  made  a  daring  attempt 
to  surround  our  horses,  but  we  defeated  their  aim. 
They  then  retreated  toward  their  village,  they  finding 
it  necessary  to  re-enforce  their  numbers  before  they 
could  either  recover  their  animals  or  fight  our  party 
•with  any  show  of  success. 

I  afterward  learned,  when  a  trader  in  the  Cheyenne 
nation  for  Sublet,  that  their  main  body,  consisting  of 
two  thousand  warriors,  had  started  with  them,  but  turn¬ 
ed  back  when  within  four  miles  of  our  temporary  rest¬ 
ing-place.  The  smaller  division  traveled  back  as  fast 
as  possible  in  the  endeavor  to  reach  them,  and  bring 
them  back  to  the  attack.  After  proceeding  two  or  three 
hours  in  their  trail,  they  suddenly  came  in  sight  of 
them  as  they  were  resting  to  dress  some  buffalo.  By 
means  of  couriers  and  signals,  they  soon  had  the  whole 
army  on  the  march  again ;  but  by  this  time  we  were 
“  over  the  hills  and  far  away,”  having  resumed  our  re¬ 
treat  immediately  our  pursuers  left  us. 

Those  who  are  driving  horses  in  a  chase  such  as 
this  have  a  great  advantage  over  their  pursuers,  since 
the  pursuer  must  necessarily  ride  one  horse  all  the 
time,  but  those  that  are  driving  can  change  as  often  as 
they  please,  taking  a  fresh  horse  every  half  hour  even, 
if  occasion  requires.  In  case  there  is  great  urgency 
with  a  drove,  a  number  of  warriors  are  sent  in  advance 
to  lead  them,  while  others  are  whooping  and  yelling  be¬ 
hind.  Under  this  pressure,  the  animals  generally  get 
over  the  ground  at  a  pretty  good  rate. 

On  our  arrival  at  home  with  thirteen  scalps,  over 
eight  hundred  horses,  and  none  of  our  party  killed,  it 
may  be  judged  that  we  made  much  noise  and  shouting. 
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The  trip  ^ve  had  just  accomplished  was  a  severe  one, 
especially  for  the  wounded,  and  none  but  Indians  could 
have  lived  through  such  torment ;  but  they  all  finally 
recovered.  They  begged  to  be  left  upon  the  road,  urg¬ 
ing  that  they  must  inevitably  die,  and  it  was  a  folly 
to  impede  our  flight  and  jeopardize  our  lives ;  but  I 
was  determined,  if  possible,  to  get  them  in  alive ;  for, 
had  I  lost  but  one,  the  village  would  again  have  gone 
into  mourning,  and  that  I  was  desirous  to  avoid. 


CHAPTEE  XXV. 

Visit  of  the  whole  Crow  Nation  to  the  Fort. — Seven  Days’  Trading 
and  Rejoicing. — Separation  of  the  Villages. — Expedition  to  the  Ca- 
manches.  —  Narrow  Escape  from  their  Village.  —  Battle  with  the 
Black  Feet. — The  Whites  assist  us  with  their  Cannon. — Captured 
by  the  Black  Feet. — Recaptured  by  the  Crows. — Final  Victory. 

Having  now  quite  a  respectable  amount  of  peltry  on 
hand,  both  of  our  villages  started  for  the  fort  to  pur¬ 
chase  winter  supplies.  We  carried  upward  of  forty 
packs  of  beaver,  and  two  thousand  four  hundred  packs 
of  robes,  with  which  we  were  enabled  to  make  quite  an 
extensive  trading.  We  loitered  seven  days  in  the  vi¬ 
cinity  of  the  fort ;  then  the  villages  separated,  for  the 
purpose  of  driving  the  buffalo  back  to  the  Yellow  Stone, 
where  they  would  keep  in  good  condition  all  winter. 
This  required  a  considerable  force  of  men,  as  those  an¬ 
imals  abounded  by  the  thousand  at  that  time  where 
they  are  now  comparatively  scarce,  and  it  is  a  conclu¬ 
sion  forced  upon  my  mind  that  within  half  a  century 
the  race  of  buffaloes  will  be  extinguished  on  this  con¬ 
tinent.  Then  farewell  to  the  Bed  Man  !  for  he  must 
also  become  extinct,  unless  he  applies  himself  to  the 
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cultivation  of  the  soil,  which  is  beyond  the  bound  of 
probability.  The  incessant  demand  for  robes  has  slain 
thousands  of  those  noble  beasts  of  the  prairie,  until  the 
Indians  themselves  begin  to  grow  uneasy  at  the  man¬ 
ifest  diminution,  and,  as  a  means  of  conservation,  each 
nation  has  adopted  the  policy  of  confining  to  itself  the 
right  of  hunting  on  its  own  ground.  They  consider 
that  the  buffalo  belongs  to  them  as  their  exclusive 
property;  that  he  was  sent  to  them  by  the  Great  Spirit 
tor  their  subsistence;  and  when  he  fails  them,  what 
shall  they  resort  to  ?  Doubtless,  when  that  time  ar¬ 
rives,  much  of  the  land  which  they  now  roam  over  will 
be  under  the  white  man’s  cultivation,  which  will  ex¬ 
tend  inland  from  both  oceans.  Where  then  shall  the 
Indian  betake  himself?  There  are  no  more  Missis- 
sippis  to  drive  him  beyond.  Unquestionably  he  will 
be  taken  in  a  surround,  as  he  now  surrounds  the  bul- 
falo ;  and  as  he  can  not  assimilate  with  civilization, 
the  Red  Man’s  doom  is  apparent.  It  is  a  question  of 
time,  and  no  very  long  time  either ;  but  the  result,  as 
I  view  it,  is  a  matter  of  certainty. 

The  territory  claimed  by  the  Crows  would  make  a 
larger  state  than  Illinois.  Portions  of  it  form  the  choic¬ 
est  land  in  the  world,  capable  of  producing  any  thing 
that  will  grow  in  the  Western  and  Middle  States.  In¬ 
numerable  streams,  now  the  homes  of  the  skillful  bea¬ 
ver,  and  clear  as  the  springs  of  the  Rocky  Mountains, 
irrigate  the  plains,  and  would  afford  power  for  any 
amount  of  machinery.  Mineral  springs  of  every  de¬ 
gree  of  temperature  abound  in  the  land.  The  coun¬ 
try  also  produces  an  inconceivable  amount  of  wild 
fruit  of  every  variety,  namely,  currants,  of  every  kind ; 
raspberries,  black  and  red  ;  strawberries,  blackberries, 
cherries  ;  plums,  of  delicious  flavor  and  in  great  abun- 
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dance ;  grapes,  and  numberless  other  varieties  proper 
to  the  latitude  and  fertile  nature  of  the  soil. 

I  am  fully  convinced  that  this  territory  contains 
vast  mineral  wealth ;  but,  as  I  was  unacquainted  with 
the  properties  of  minerals  during  my  residence  with  the 
Crows,  I  did  not  pay  much  attention  to  the  investiga¬ 
tion  of  the  subject.  One  thing,  however,  I  am  con¬ 
vinced  of,  that  no  part  of  the  United  States  contains 
richer  deposits  of  anthracite  coal  than  the  territory  I 
am  speaking  of,  and  my  conviction  is  thus  founded. 
I  one  night  surrounded  a  small  mountain  with  a  large 
force  of  warriors,  thinking  I  had  observed  the  fires  of 
the  enemy,  and  that  I  should  catch  them  in  a  trap. 
But,  to  my  great  surprise,  it  proved  to  be  a  mountain 
of  coal  on  fire,  which  had,  I  suppose,  spontaneously  ig¬ 
nited.  I  immediately  drew  off  my  forces,  as  I  was 
fearful  of  an  explosion.  I  could  readily  point  out  the 
place  again. 

It  would  be  extremely  hazardous  to  attempt  any 
scientific  explorations  without  first  gaining  the  consent 
of  the  Crows.  They  have  been  uniformly  friendly 
with  the  whites;  still,  they  would  be  jealous  of  any  en¬ 
gineering  operations,  as  they  would  be  ignorant  of  their 
nature.  The  Crows  are  a  very  reserved  people,  and 
it  would  be  difficult  to  negotiate  a  treaty  with  them 
for  the  cession  of  any  portion  of  their  land.  They  have 
always  refused  to  send  a  deputation  to  Washington,  al¬ 
though  repeatedly  invited.  Indeed,  when  I  was  their 
chief,  I  always  opposed  the  proposition,  as  I  foresaw 
very  clearly  what  effect  such  a  visit  would  produce 
upon  their  minds.  The  Crows,  as  a  nation,  had  never 
credited  any  of  the  representations  of  the  great  wealth, 
and  power,  and  numbers  of  their  white  brethren.  In 
the  event  of  a  deputation  being  sent  to  Washington, 
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the  perceptions  of  the  savages  would  be  dazzled  with 
the  display  and  glitter  around  them.  They  would  re¬ 
turn  home  dejected  and  humiliated ;  they  would  con¬ 
found  the  ears  of  their  people  with  the  rehearsal  of  the 
predominance  and  magnificence  of  the  whites ;  feeling 
their  own  comparative  insignificance,  they  would  lose 
that  pride  in  themselves  that  now  sustains  them,  and, 
so  far  from  being  the  terror  of  their  enemies,  they 
would  grow  despondent  and  lethargic ;  they  would  ad¬ 
dict  themselves  to  the  vices  of  the  weaker  nations,  and 
in  a  short  time  their  land  would  be  ingulfed  in  the  in¬ 
satiable  government  vortex,  and,  like  hundreds  of  oth¬ 
er  once  powerful  tribes,  they  would  be  quickly  exterm¬ 
inated  by  the  battle-axes  of  their  enemies.  These 
are  the  considerations  that  influenced  me  while  I  ad¬ 
ministered  their  affairs. 

From  the  fort  I  started  on  foot  with  two  hundred 
and  sixty  trusty  warriors  for  the  Camanche  territory. 
We  had  reached  their  ground,  and  were  traveling  leis¬ 
urely  along  upon  a  high,  open  prairie,  when  our  spies 
suddenly  telegraphed  to  us  to  lie  flat  down — an  order 
which  we  promptly  obeyed.  We  soon  learned  that 
there  was  a  number  of  Indians,  some  distance  beyond, 
engaged  in  running  buffalo  and  antelope  as  far  as  we 
could  see.  There  appeared  to  be  an  outlet  to  the  prai¬ 
rie,  through  which  we  could  see  them  emerging  and 
disappearing  like  bees  passing  in  and  out  of  a  hive. 
We  found  at  night  that  it  was  a  wide  canon ,  in  which 
their  village  was  encamped,  extending  over  three  miles, 
and  must  have  contained  several  thousand  warriors. 
They  had  just  driven  a  host  of  horses  into  it,  to  have 
them  ready,  most  probably,  for  the  next  day’s  chase. 
There  were  still  thousands  of  horses  scattered  in  every 
direction  over  the  prairie,  but  I  preferred  to  take  those 
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already  collected.  The  Camanches,  being  seldom  troub¬ 
led  by  the  incursions  of  their  neighbors  (as  most  of  the 
tribes  hold  them  in  dread),  take  no  precaution  for  the 
safety  of  their  animals,  for  which  reason  they  feU  an 
easy  prey  to  us. 

At  the  usual  time  of  night  we  paid  a  visit  to  their 
immense  herd,  and  started  an  innumerable  drove ;  we 
found  it  larger  than  we  could  successfully  drive,  and 
were  therefore  obliged  to  leave  several  hundreds  of 
them  on  the  prairie.  We  then  placed  a  sufficient  num¬ 
ber  of  horse-guides  ahead,  and,  whipping  up  our  rear, 
we  soon  had  an  immense  drove  under  full  speed  for  our 
own  country,  making  the  very  earth  tremble  beneath 
their  hoofs.  We  continued  this  pace  for  three  days 
and  nights,  closely  followed  by  our  enemies,  who,  hav¬ 
ing  discovered  their  loss  the  next  morning,  started 
after  us  in  pursuit.  They  kept  in  sight  of  us  each 
day,  but  we  had  the  advantage  of  them,  as  we  could 
change  horses  and  they  could  not,  unless  they  hap¬ 
pened  to  pick  up  a  few  stragglers  on  the  road. 

On  the  third  day  I  happened  to  be  leading,  and  just 
as  I  rose  to  look  over  the  summit  of  a  hill  on  the  Ar¬ 
kansas,  I  discovered  a  large  village  of  the  Cheyennes 
not  far  in  advance,  and  lying  directly  in  our  course. 
In  an  instant  we  turned  to  the  left,  and  continued  on 
through  a  hollow  with  all  our  drove,  the  Camanches 
not  more  than  two  or  three  miles  in  our  rear. 

On  our  pursuers  arriving  at  the  spot  where  we  had 
diverged  to  the  left,  they  held  their  course  right  on, 
and,  pouncing  upon  the  astonished  Cheyennes,  con¬ 
ceived  they  were  the  party  they  were  in  pursuit  of. 
We  could  distinctly  hear  the  report  of  the  guns  of  the 
contending  parties,  but  did  not  slacken  our  pace,  as 
our  desire  to  get  home  in  safety  outweighed  all  curios- 
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ity  to  see  the  issue  of  the  conflict.  We  afterward 
learned  that  the  Cheyennes  inflicted  a  severe  beating 
upon  their  deluded  assailants,  and  chased  them  back, 
with  the  loss  of  many  of  their  warriors,  to  their  own 
country.  This  was  fine  fun  for  us,  and  Fortune  aided 
us  more  than  our  own  skill,  for  we  were  saved  any 
farther  trouble  of  defending  our  conquest,  and  event¬ 
ually  reached  home  without  the  loss  of  a  single  life. 

Our  pursuers  being  disposed  of,  we  allowed  our¬ 
selves  a  little  more  ease.  On  the  fifth  day  of  our  re¬ 
treat  we  crossed  the  Arkansas,  and,  arriving  on  the 
bank  of  the  Powder  River  (a  branch  of  the  south  fork 
of  the  Platte),  we  afforded  ourselves  a  rest.  We  drove 
all  our  horses  into  a  canon,  and  fortified  the  entrance, 
so  that,  in  case  of  molestation,  we  could  have  repulsed 
five  times  our  number.  There  was  excellent  pasture, 
affording  our  wearied  and  famishing  horses  the  means 
of  satisfying  their  hunger,  and  refreshing  themselves 
with  rest.  We  also  needed  repose,  for  we  had  eaten 
nothing  on  the  way  except  what  we  happened  to  have 
with  us,  in  the  same  manner  as  our  horses  would  crop 
an  occasional  mouthful  of  grass  while  pursuing  their 
flight. 

After  refreshing  ourselves  we  resumed  our  journey, 
and,  striking  the  Laramie  River,  we  passed  on  through 
the  Park,  and  then  crossed  the  Sweet  Water  River  into 
our  own  territory,  where  we  were  safe.  We  fell  in 
with  Long  Hair’s  village  before  we  entered  our  own, 
with  whom  we  had  a  good  time.  Before  parting  we 
gave  them  five  hundred  horses.  From  thence  we  went 
down  to  the  fort  in  quest  of  our  own  village,  but  learn¬ 
ed  they  were  about  twenty  miles  out,  encamped  on  the 
Rose  Bud.  The  inmates  of  the  fort  thought  it  must 
have  rained  horses,  for  such  a  prodigious  drove  they 
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never  saw  driven  in  before.  We  made  them  a  pres¬ 
ent  of  a  Camanche  horse  all  round,  and,  having  staid 
one  night  with  them,  the  next  morning  we  journeyed 
on  to  our  village. 

We  found  them  all  dancing  and  rejoicing  over  the 
success  of  the  other  war-parties,  who  had  reached  home 
before  us,  and  our  arrival  increased  their  joy  to  such 
an  extreme  that  there  was  no  limit  to  their  extrava¬ 
gant  manifestations. 

We  had  not  parted  from  the  fort  more  than  two  or 
three  hours  when  Big  Bowl  called  there,  also  in  quest 
of  the  village,  bringing  two  thousand  seven  hundred 
horses,  which  he  had  taken  from  the  Coutnees. 

Tulleck  informed  him  that  his  son  had  but  just  left 
for  the  village  with  a  large  drove. 

“Yes,”  said  the  old  man,  “but  I  can  laugh  at  him 
this  time.” 

“No,  no,”  replied  Tulleck,  “he  has  beat  you;  he 
has  twice  as  many  as  you.” 

“  Ugh !”  exclaimed  the  old  brave ;  “his  medicine  is 
always  powerful.” 

We  must  have  started  with  five  thousand  horses,  for 
many  gave  out  on  the  way  and  were  left  behind,  be¬ 
sides  a  number  that  must  have  straggled  off,  for  the 
Cheyennes  afterward  informed  me  that  they  picked  up 
a  considerable  number  which  had  undoubtedly  belong¬ 
ed  to  our  drove. 

My  father,  after  presenting  them  with  a  horse  all 
round  at  the  fort,  whipped  his  drove  up,  saying  that  he 
would  yet  overtake  the  Medicine  Calf  before  he  reach¬ 
ed  the  village. 

He  arrived  just  before  sunset,  when  the  joy  was  at 
its  height. 

We  had  horses  enough  now  to  eat  us  out  of  house  and 
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Lome,  about  eight  thousand  head  having  been  brought 
in  during  the  last  ten  days. 

When  the  rejoicing  was  through,  I  divided  my  vil¬ 
lage,  sending  two  hundred  lodges  round  to  start  the 
buffalo  toward  the  mountain,  while  I  took  one  hund¬ 
red  and  seventy  lodges,  and  made  a  circuit  in  the  di¬ 
rection  of  the  fort,  encamping  in  the  bottom  close  by. 
I  had  with  me  eight  or  nine  hundred  warriors,  besides 
my  division  of  the  women  and  children. 

While  staying  in  the  vicinity  of  the  fort  we  were 
usually  very  careless,  never  apprehending  any  attack ; 
but  on  the  third  day  of  our  encampment  here  we  were 
suddenly  assailed  by  nearly  fifteen  hundred  Black  Foot 
warriors,  who  were  probably  aware  that  we  had  divided 
our  village,  and  had  followed  us  as  the  smallest  party. 
Myself  and  several  other  warriors  were  in  the  fort  when 
the  attack  was  made,  but  we  soon  hastened  to  join  our 
warriors.  The  contest  became  severe.  The  Black 
Feet  fought  better  than  I  had  ever  seen  them  fight  be¬ 
fore.  The  Crows,  being  outnumbered  by  their  enemies, 
were  sorely  pressed,  and  every  man  had  to  exert  him¬ 
self  to  the  utmost  to  withstand  the  assault.  The  men 
at  the  fort,  seeing  our  situation,  brought  out  to  our  aid 
a  small  cannon  on  a  cart.  The  enemy,  seeing  them 
bring  it  up,  charged  on  it  and  carried  it,  the  French¬ 
men  who  had  it  in  charge  running  back  to  the  fort  with 
all  possible  speed.  The  Crows,  seeing  what  had  hap¬ 
pened,  made  a  furious  charge  on  the  captors  of  the 
cannon,  and  succeeded  in  retaking  it,  though  not  with¬ 
out  the  loss  of  several  killed  and  wounded  in  the  con¬ 
flict.  The  gun  was  loaded  with  musket-balls,  and, 
when  finally  discharged,  did  no  damage  to  the  en¬ 
emy. 

I  was  in  another  quarter,  encouraging  my  warriors 
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to  protect  our  lodges,  and  we  at  length  succeeded  in 
beating  them  off,  although  they  drove  away  over  twelve 
hundred  head  of  our  horses  with  them,  without  any  pos¬ 
sibility  of  our  wresting  them  from  them,  at  least  at 
that  time.  We  lost  thirteen  warriors  killed,  twelve  of 
whom  were  scalped,  and  about  thirty  wounded.  It  is 
a  wonder  we  did  not  suffer  a  loss  three  times  more  se¬ 
vere.  But  the  Black  Feet  are  not  steady  warriors ; 
they  become  too  much  excited  in  action,  and  lose  many 
opportunities  of  inflicting  mischief.  If  bluster  would 
defeat  a  foe,  their  battles  would  be  a  succession  of  vic¬ 
tories.  Had  we  in  the  least  mistrusted  an  attack,  by 
being  in  readiness  we  could  have  repulsed  them  with¬ 
out  the  least  effort.  But  they  caught  us  totally  un¬ 
prepared  ;  there  was  not  a  man  at  his  post  until  they 
were  about  to  fall  upon  us.  The  enemy  lost  forty- 
eight  scalps  in  the  encounter,  besides  a  number  of  dead 
and  wounded  they  carried  away  with  them  without  our 
being  able  to  lay  hands  upon  them.  They  had  also 
over  one  hundred  horses  shot  under  them. 

We  suffered  a  severe  loss  in  the  death  of  the  veteran 
brave  Red  Child,  the  hero  of  a  hundred  fights,  who 
was  killed  and  scalped  at  his  lodge  door.  His  wife, 
who  was  by,  struck  the  Indian  who  scalped  him  with 
a  club,  but  she  did  not  strike  him  hard  enough  to  dis¬ 
able  him.  The  loss  of  the  old  brave  was  severely  felt 
by  the  whole  nation.  The  crying  and  mourning  which 
ensued  pained  me  more  than  the  loss  of  our  horses. 
After  spending  the  night  in  mourning,  we  moved  on  to 
the  other  division,  to  carry  the  woful  tidings  of  our  re¬ 
verse.  When  we  rejoined  them  there  was  a  general 
time  of  crying.  I  took  a  great  share  of  the  blame  to 
myself,  as  it  was  upon  my  proposition  that  the  village 
had  been  divided  and  the  disaster  sustained.  I  sug- 
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gested  it  with  a  view  to  facilitate  business,  never 
dreaming  of  an  attack  by  such  an  overwhelming  force. 

When  the  excitement  had  subsided,  I  determined 
to  wash  their  faces  or  perish  in  the  attempt.  I  order¬ 
ed  every  one  that  could  work  to  engage  in  the  erection 
of  a  fort  in  the  timber,  sufficiently  large  to  hold  all  our 
lodges,  laying  out  the  work  myself,  and  seeing  it  well 
under  way.  I  directed  them,  when  they  had  finished 
the  construction,  to  move  their  lodges  into  it,  and  re¬ 
main  there  till  my  return,  for,  thus  protected,  they  could 
beat  off  ten  times  their  number. 

I  then  took  nearly  seven  hundred  of  our  best  war¬ 
riors,  and  started  for  the  Black  Feet,  resolved  upon 
revenge,  and  careless  how  many  I  fell  in  with. 

A  small  party  had  recently  come  in  with  two  scalps, 
which  they  had  obtained  near  the  head  of  Lewis’s 
Fork,  Columbia  Kiver.  They  reported  a  large  village 
of  eight  hundred  lodges,  from  which  numerous  war- 
parties  had  departed,  as  they  had  crossed  their  trails 
in  coming  home.  They  knew  the  direct  road  to  the 
village,  how  it  was  situated,  and  all  about  it,  which 
was  of  great  service  to  me.  I  therefore  took  them  with 
me,  and  employed  them  as  scouts.  Every  warrior 
was  well  provided  for  hard  service ;  each  man  had  a 
riding-horse,  and  led  his  war-horse  by  his  side. 

On  the  seventh  day  we  came  in  view  of  their  village, 
but  we  deferred  our  attack  till  the  next  day.  The  en¬ 
emy  had  chosen  a  very  good  position ;  they  were  en¬ 
camped  on  a  large  bend  of  the  river,  at  that  time  shal¬ 
low  and  fordable  every  where.  I  detached  fifty  of  my 
warriors  for  a  feint,  while  I  stole  round  with  the  main 
body  to  the  high  ground,  taking  care  to  keep  out  of 
sight  of  the  enemy.  Having  gained  my  position,  I 
signaled  to  the  light  division  to  feign  an  attack,  while 
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my  men  were  so  excited  I  could  hardly  restrain  them 
from  rushing  out  and  defeating  my  purpose.  My  plan 
succeeded  admirably.  The  Black  Feet,  having  suf¬ 
fered  themselves  to  be  decoyed  from  their  position  by 
the  flight  of  the  fifty  warriors,  I  sounded  a  charge,  and 
my  men  rushed  upon  the  unprotected  village  like  a 
thunderbolt.  We  swept  every  thing  before  us ;  the 
women  took  to  the  bush  like  partridges ;  the  warriors 
fled  in  every  direction.  They  were  so  paralyzed  at 
our  unexpected  descent  that  no  defense  was  attempt¬ 
ed.  I  threw  myself  among  the  thickest  group  I  could 
see,  and  positively  hacked  down  seventeen  who  pretend¬ 
ed  to  be  warriors  without  receiving  a  scratch,  although 
my  shield  was  pretty  well  cut  with  arrows.  If  my 
warriors  had  all  come  to  their  work  according  to  the 
example  that  even  the  heroine  set  them,  not  one  of  the 
Black  Feet  who  ventured  to  show  fight  would  have 
escaped.  The  heroine  killed  three  warriors  with  her 
lance,  and  took  two  fine  little  boys  prisoners.  We 
found  but  about  a  thousand  warriors  to  oppose  us, 
while  there  were  lodges  enough  to  contain  three  times 
the  number.  We  only  took  sixty-eight  scalps  after 
all  our  trouble — a  thing  I  could  not  account  for.  We 
took  thirty  women  and  children  prisoners,  and  drove 
home  near  two  thousand  head  of  horses,  among  which 
were  many  of  our  own. 

As  I  had  never  seen  the  Black  Feet  fight  so  well 
as  at  the  fort,  I  expected  an  equal  display  of  valor  on 
this  occasion,  but  they  offered  nothing  worthy  the  name 
of  defense.  I  learned  from  my  prisoners  that  my  old 
father-in-law  was  in  that  village,  whose  daughter  I  had 
nearly  killed  for  dancing  over  the  scalps  of  the  white 
men.  We  had  only  one  warrior  wounded,  who  was 
shot  through  the  thigh;  but  it  was  not  broken,  and, 
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like  all  Indian  wounds,  it  soon  got  well.  "We  reached 
home  in  less  than  four  days ;  and,  after  our  arrival, 
singing  and  dancing  were  kept  up  for  a  week. 

In  taking  prisoners  from  an  enemy  we  gain  much 
useful  information,  as  there  are  always  more  or  less 
of  their  tribe  domiciliated  with  us,  to  whom  the  cap¬ 
tives  impart  confidence ;  these  relate  all  that  they  hear 
to  the  chiefs,  thus  affording  much  serviceable  informa¬ 
tion  that  could  not  otherwise  be  obtained.  The  wom¬ 
en  seem  to  care  but  little  for  their  captivity,  more  par¬ 
ticularly  the  young  women,  who  have  neither  husbands 
nor  children  to  attach  them  to  their  own  tribe.  They 
like  Crow  husbands,  because  they  keep  them  painted 
most  of  the  time  with  the  emblems  of  triumph,  and 
do  not  whip  them  like  their  Black  Foot  husbands. 
Certain  it  is  that,  when  once  captured  by  us,  none  of 
them  ever  wished  to  return  to  their  own  nation.  In 
our  numerous  campaigns  that  winter  we  also  took  an 
unusual  number  of  boys,  all  of  whom  make  excellent 
Crow  warriors,  so  that  our  numbers  considerably  in¬ 
creased  from  our  prisoners  alone.  Some  of  the  best 
warriors  in  the  Crow  nation  had  been  boys  taken  from 
the  surrounding  tribes.  They  had  been  brought  up 
with  us,  had  played  with  our  children,  and  fought  their 
miniature  sham-battles  together,  had  grown  into  men, 
become  warriors,  braves,  and  so  on  to  the  council,  un¬ 
til  they  were  far  enough  advanced  to  become  expert 
horse-thieves. 

That  winter  was  an  exceedingly  fortunate  one  for 
the  Crow  nation ;  success  crowned  almost  every  ex¬ 
pedition.  Long  Hair’s  warriors  achieved  some  great 
triumphs  over  the  Black  Feet,  and  in  one  battle  took 
nearly  a  hundred  scalps. 

"Wlien  Long  Hair  heard  of  our  misfortune  at  the 
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fort,  he  sent  a  messenger  to  our  village  to  offer  some 
of  his  warriors  to  assist  us  in  retrieving  our  reverse. 
But  before  the  arrival  of  the  messenger  we  had  been 
and  returned,  and  were  all  in  the  height  of  rejoicing. 
He  hastened  back  to  his  village  to  impart  the  glad 
tidings,  in  order  that  they  might  rejoice  with  us. 

We  then  engaged  in  trapping  beaver  and  hunting 
buffalo  for  the  next  three  weeks,  during  which  time  we 
suffered  no  molestation  from  any  of  our  enemies. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

Deputation  from  the  As-ne-boines. — Characteristic  Speech  of  Yellow 
Belly. — Visit  to  the  Fort. — Visit  to  Fort  Union. — Rescue  of  Five 
White  Men  from  Starvation. — Arrival  at  Fort  Cass. — Departure  for 
the  Village. — Visit  of  the  Snakes  to  the  Crows. 

We  received  another  deputation  from  the  As-ne- 
boines  to  sue  for  a  renewal  of  peace.  We  had  lost  a 
warrior  and  two  women,  who  had  been  massacred  when 
away  from  the  village,  and  on  discovery  of  the  bodies 
we  followed  the  trail  of  the  perpetrators  in  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  the  Black  Foot  country.  We  eventually  dis¬ 
covered  that  many  petty  outrages,  which  we  had 
charged  upon  the  Black  Feet,  were  in  reality  commit¬ 
ted  by  the  treacherous  As-ne-boines.  On  their  return 
from  their  thievish  inroads  they  were  in  the  habit  of 
proceeding  very  near  to  a  Black  Foot  village,  with 
which  they  were  at  peace,  and  then,  turning  obliquely, 
would  cross  the  Missouri  into  their  own  country.  Be¬ 
coming  acquainted  with  this  oft-repeated  ruse,  we  de¬ 
termined  to  chastise  them.  I  accordingly  crossed  the 
Missouri  with  a  force  of  eight  hundred  and  fifty  men, 
and  invaded  their  territory  with  the  determination  to 
inflict  upon  them  such  a  chastisement  as  should  recall 
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them  to  a  sense  of  decency.  We  encountered  a  small 
village,  only  numbering  forty  lodges,  on  their  way  to 
Fort  Union,  and  within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  the 
fort.  Seeing  our  approach,  they  intrenched  them¬ 
selves  in  a  hollow,  rendering  our  assault  a  work  of 
danger.  But  we  stormed  their  position,  and  killed 
twenty-six  warriors  (all  of  whom  we  scalped) ;  the  re¬ 
mainder  we  could  not  get  at,  as  we  found  their  posi¬ 
tion  impregnable. 

Admonished  by  this  chastisement,  they  sent  another 
deputation  to  us  to  treat  for  the  re-establishment  of 
peace.  But  their  propositions  were  unfavorably  re¬ 
ceived,  and  Yellow  Belly  favored  them  with  his  senti¬ 
ments  in  the  following  rather  unpalatable  and  charac- 
.  teristic  strain : 

“No,”  said  he,  in  answer  to  their  representations, 
“we  make  peace  with  you  no  more.  You  are  dogs — 
you  are  women-slayers — you  are  unworthy  of  the  con¬ 
fidence  or  notice  of  our  people.  You  lie  when  you 
come  and  say  that  you  want  peace.  You  have  crook¬ 
ed  and  forked  tongues :  they  are  subtle  like  the  tongue 
of  the  serpent.  Your  hearts  are  corrupt:  they  are  of¬ 
fensive  in  our  nostrils.  We  made  peace  with  you  be¬ 
fore  because  we  pitied  you ;  we  looked  upon  you  with 
contempt,  as  not  even  worthy  to  be  killed  by  the  Spar- 
rowhawks.  We  did  not  wish  for  your  scalps:  they 
disgrace  our  others ;  we  never  mix  them  even  with 
those  of  the  Black  Feet.  When  we  are  compelled  to 
take  them  from  you  on  account  of  your  treachery,  we 
give  them  to  our  pack-dogs,  and  even  they  howl  at 
them.  Before,  we  gave  you  horses  to  carry  you  home, 
and  guns  to  kill  your  buffalo ;  we  gave  you  meat  and 
drink ;  you  ate,  and  drank,  and  smoked  with  us.  After 
all  this,  you  considered  yourselves  great  braves  in 
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scalping  two  of  our  women.  Our  women  would  rub 
out  your  nation  and  put  out  all  your  fires  if  we  should 
let  them  loose  at  you.  Come  and  steal  our  horses 
when  you  think  best,  and  get  caught  at  it  if  you  want 
to  feel  the  weight  of  our  tomahawks.  Go !  we  will  not 
make  peace  with  you ;  go !” 

After  this  very  cordial  reception,  we  had  no  more 
intercourse  with  the  As-ne-boines  for  some  time. 

Shortly  after  the  departure  of  this  delegation,  we  set 
out  for  the  fort  to  trade  away  our  peltry,  which  amount¬ 
ed  to  a  considerable  number  of  packs.  On  arriving 
there,  I  found  a  letter  from  a  Mr.  Halsey,  who  then  had 
charge  of  Fort  Union,  the  head-quarters  of  the  Amer¬ 
ican  Fur  Company.  The  letter  was  couched  in  rather 
strong  terms,  and  was  evidently  written  when  he  was 
under  the  influence  of  temper.  The  company  had  their 
trading-posts  among  every  tribe  with  which  the  #Crows 
were  at  war,  and  for  many  months  past  there  had  been 
a  great  falling  off  in  trade.  The  Indians  had  brought 
in  but  little  peltry,  and  the  universal  complaint  among 
all  was  that  it  took  all  their  time  to  defend  themselves 
against  the  Crows.  The  Crows  had  killed  scores  of 
their  warriors ;  the  Crows  had  stolen  all  their  horses ; 
the  Crows  had  captured  their  women  and  children; 
the  Crows  had  kept  them  mourning  and  crying;  their 
trappers  dare  not  go  out  to  trap  for  fear  of  the  Crows ; 
their  hunters  dare  not,  and  could  not,  kill  buffalo  for 
fear  of  the  Crows ;  in  short,  by  this  letter  it  appeared 
that  the  poor  Crows  were  the  constant  terror  of  all  the 
surrounding  tribes. 

He  concluded  his  epistle,  “For - ’s  sake,  do  keep 

your  d— d  Indians  at  home,  so  that  the  other  tribes 
may  have  a  chance  to  work  a  little,  and  the  company 
may  drive  a  more  profitable  business.” 
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I  knew  perfectly  well  that  these  incessant  wars  were 
very  prejudicial  to  the  company’s  interest,  but  it  was 
impossible  for  me  to  remedy  the  evil.  Other  tribes 
were  continually  attacking  the  Crows,  killing  their 
braves,  and  stealing  their  horses,  and,  of  course,  they 
were  bound  to  make  reprisals.  In  justice  to  the  Crows 
I  must  say,  that  other  tribes  were  generally  the  ag¬ 
gressors,  until  the  policy  was  forced  upon  me  of  en¬ 
deavoring  to  “conquer  a  peace.”  I  thought,  if  I  could 
make  the  Crow  nation  a  terror  to  all  their  neighbors, 
that  their  antagonists  would  be  reduced  to  petition  for 
peace,  and  then  turn  their  battle-axes  into  beaver-traps, 
and  their  lances  into  hunting-knives. 

Our  villages,  having  made  their  purchases,  left  the 
fort,  but  staid  in  the  vicinity,  engaged  in  trapping  and 
making  robes.  The  letter  I  had  just  received  from 
Halsey  requested  my  attendance  on  him  that  spring. 
I  left  my  people,  and  went  down  the  river  to  Fort 
Union.  On  arriving,  I  found  a  large  body  of  the  As- 
ne-boines  encamped  near  the  fort.  Their  chiefs  imme¬ 
diately  came  to  me,  wishing  me  to  conclude  peace  with 
them  as  representative  of  the  Crow  nation.  They  at¬ 
tempted  to  palliate  their  late  misdeeds  by  throwing 
the  blame  on  a  few  As-ne-boine  desperadoes,  who  had 
acted  without  the  authority  or  the  cognizance  of  the 
national  council,  and  that  they  had  been  severely  pun¬ 
ished  by  the  tribe  for  their  excesses. 

In  answer,  I  told  them  that  I  had  no  authority  to 
conclude  peace ;  that,  even  if  I  had,  they  would  not  ob¬ 
serve  a  peace  longer  than  one  moon ;  that  I  thought 
the  Crows  would  throw  difficulties  in  the  way  of  enter¬ 
taining  their  propositions,  but  that  they  could  apply 
to  the  council  again,  and  learn  how  they  were  inclined. 

Mr.  Halsey  and  all  the  sub-traders  present  inter- 
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ceded  with  me  to  exert  myself  in  establishing  a  peace 
between  the  two  nations,  which  request  I  promised  to 
comply  with.  The  chiefs  inquired  whether  we  would 
take  their  lives  in  the  event  of  their  visiting  us  on  such 
a  mission.  I  assured  them  that  the  Crows  would  hold 
their  lives  sacred ;  that  they  were  not  dogs,  as  many 
nations  were,  but  that  they  were  a  great  and  magnan¬ 
imous  nation,  whose  power  was  predominant,  and  who 
killed  no  enemies  but  in  battle. 

I  remained  at  the  fort  about  three  weeks,  and,  as 
most  of  the  sub-traders,  clerks,  and  interpreters  were 
in,  we  had  a  glorious  time.  It  was  at  least  three  or 
four  years  since  I  had  last  visited  there ;  for,  though  I 
fought  a  battle  outside  its  walls  lately,  I  did  not  see  fit 
at  that  time  to  make  them  a  call. 

The  boats  being  ready  to  return,  I  started  with  them, 
but  their  progress  was  so  slow  and  wearisome  on  their 
way  up  to  the  Yellow  Stone  that  I  leaped  ashore,  in¬ 
tending  to  make  my  way  over  dry  land.  I  have  al¬ 
ways  rejoiced  that  I  was  prompted  to  take  that  step, 
for  I  became  instrumental  thereby  in  performing  a  mer¬ 
ciful  deed  among  so  many  that  might  be  termed  un¬ 
merciful. 

I  had  not  traveled  more  than  three  miles  when  I 
came  across  a  white  man,  named  Fuller,  in  a  famish¬ 
ing  condition.  I  had  a  companion  with  me,  whom  I 
started  off  to  the  boats  to  bid  them  prepare  something 
suitable  to  recover  the  poor  fellow,  and  to  order  them 
to  touch  on  shore  when  they  came  to  where  he  lay. 
Fuller  was  quite  delirious.  I  had  discovered  him  just 
in  the  nick  of  time,  as  he  could  not  have  survived  many 
hours  longer.  My  companion  was  not  long  in  per¬ 
forming  his  errand,  and,  when  the  boat  touched  for 
him,  we  carried  him  on  board,  and  gave  him  tea  and 
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warm  restoratives.  He  shortly  revived,  and  then  gave 
me  to  understand,  in  a  very  incoherent  manner,  that 
he  had  four  companions  in  a  similar  condition  near  to 
where  I  had  found  him. 

At  this  intelligence  we  went  on  shore  again  to  suc¬ 
cor  them  also.  We  had  a  long  hunt  before  we  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  finding  them,  and  when  we  at  last  discover¬ 
ed  them,  we  found  them  picking  and  eating  rosebuds, 
or,  rather,  the  pods  containing  seed  of  last  year’s 
growth.  When  they  saw  Us  approaching  they  at¬ 
tempted  to  run,  supposing  us  to  be  Indians  ;  but,  their 
strength  failing  them,  they  sought  to  conceal  them¬ 
selves  in  the  bushes.  We  made  known  our  errand  to 
them,  and  invited  them  on  board  the  boat.  Our  op¬ 
portune  offer  of  service  seemed  so  providential,  that  the 
fortitude  of  the  poor  famishing  fellows  could  not  sus¬ 
tain  them,  and  they  all  gave  way  to  a  plentiful  flood 
of  tears.  We  conveyed  them  on  board  the  boat,  and 
furnished  them  with  food  adapted  to  their  emaciated 
condition. 

When  in  some  measure  restored,  they  informed  us 
that  they  had  been  trapping  in  the  mountains,  their 
party  originally  consisting  of  eleven  men ;  that  they 
were  on  their  road  to  Fort  Cass,  with  their  pack-horses 
and  four  packs  of  beaver,  when  they  were  set  upon  by 
the  Black  Feet,  who  killed  six  of  their  party,  and  de¬ 
spoiled  them  of  every  article  they  had,  and  it  was  by 
a  miracle  that  they  escaped  from  their  hands.  When 
they  had  supposed  themselves  near  the  fort,  they  saw 
a  great  number  of  Indians,  whom  they  took  for  Black 
Feet ;  to  avoid  them,  they  took  a  wide  circuit  through 
the  prairie.  The  Indians  whom  they  mistook  for 
Black  Feet  were  a  party  of  Crows,  and  if  they  had 
gone  up  to  them  and  made  their  case  known,  the  Crows 
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would  have  escorted  them  to  the  fort,  and  probably 
have  pursued  the  Black  Feet,  and  have  retaken  their 
property.  On  returning  from  their  circuit,  they  struck 
the  river  a  great  distance  below  the  fort,  and  were  still 
traveling  down  the  river  in  search  of  it.  They  had 
nothing  tp  eat,  and  nothing  to  kill  game  with  to  re¬ 
lieve  their  wants.  They  went  on  with  the  boats,  while 
I  and  my  companion  resumed  our  “  over-land  route.” 

We  reached  the  fort  several  days  in  advance  of  the 
boats.  I  only  rested  one  night  there,  and  then  pro¬ 
ceeded  directly  on  to  my  Indian  home.  Shortly  after 
my  arrival  there,  the  villages  moved  on  up  the  river, 
proceeding  leisurely,  and  killing  buffalo  and  dressing 
robes  on  the  way.  We  finally  reached  the  mountain" 
streams,  and,  as  it  was  now  near  September,  the  bea¬ 
ver  were  getting  to  be  in  fine  condition  for  trapping. 

We  had  at  this  time  a  visit  from  eight  hundred  lodg¬ 
es  of  the  Snakes,  who  came  for  the  purpose  of  trading, 
as  they  had  no  trading-post  of  their  own.  They  re¬ 
mained  with  us  several  weeks,  and  we  had  a  very- 
agreeable  time  together.  This  furnished  me  with  an 
opportunity  of  enlarging  to  the  Crows  upon  the  supe¬ 
rior  delights  of  peace.  We  could  visit  the  lodges  of 
our  Snake  friends,  and  they  could  visit  ours  without 
cutting  each  other’s  throats.  Our  women  could  chat¬ 
ter  together,  our  children  gambol  and  have  their  sham- 
battles  together,  while  the  old  veterans  could  talk  over 
their  achievements,  and  smile  at  the  mimic  war-hoops 
of  their  children.  They  could  also  trade  together,  and 
derive  mutual  benefit  from  the  fair  exchange  of  com¬ 
modities.  I  contrasted  this  with  the  incessant  butch¬ 
eries  that  distinguished  their  intercourse  with  some 
tribes,  and  asked  them  which  relation  was  the  more  de¬ 
sirable. 
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The  Crows  had  many  things  to  trade  away  which 
they  had  no  need  for,  or,  if  they  had  needed  them,  they 
could  replace  them  with  a  fresh  supply  from  the  fort. 
The  nation  was  desirous  that  their  guests  should  see 
the  trading-post,  where  all  their  goods  were  stored  be¬ 
yond  the  reach  of  their  enemies,  and  whence  they  drew 
their  supplies  as  often  as  they  had  need  of  them ;  for 
the  simple  Crows  supposed  that  the  posts,  with  their 
contents,  were  the  property  of  the  nation,  and  that 
the  whites  who  were  in  charge  there  were  their  own 
agents.  To  gratify  their  natural  pride,  I  led  a  party 
to  the  fort,  among  whom  were  two  hundred  of  our  Snake 
visitors.  On  entering  the  fort,  and  looking  over  the 
store-house,  they  were  struck  dumb  with  astonishment ; 
they  could  not  comprehend  the  vastness  of  the  wealth 
that  was  displayed  before  them.  They  had  never  be¬ 
fore  seen  a  depot  of  goods,  and  this  exceeded  all  they 
had  any  previous  experience  of.  The  rows  of  guns 
highly  polished,  the  battle-axes,  lance-blades,  scarlet 
cloth,  beads,  and  many  curiosities  they  had  never  seen 
before,  filled  them  with  admiration ;  they  could  not 
gaze  sufficiently  at  these  indications  of  our  wealth. 

They  inquired  of  the  Crows  whether  our  nation  made 
all  those  articles  there.  They  told  them  that  they  did 
not ;  that  they  were  made  at  our  great  fort  below,  in 
comparison  with  which  this  was  but  a  small  lodge ; 
that  all  our  supplies  were  manufactured  there,  and 
brought  up  the  river  in  great  boats  by  our  white  friends. 

They  then  inquired  by  what  means  they  had  gained 
the  alliance  of  the  whites ;  that,  instead  of  killing  them 
and  banishing  them  from  their  hunting-ground,  as  they 
did  to  many  nations,  they  should  give  themselves  the 
great  trouble  to  serve  them  with  their  boats,  and  bring 
them  such  immense  supplies. 
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The  Crows  informed  them  that  their  great  chief,  the 
Medicine  Calf,  had  been  instrumental  in  accomplishing 
all  this.  By  his  long  residence  with  the  whites,  after 
his  sale  to  them  by  the  Cheyennes  when  he  had  be¬ 
come  a  great  brave,  he  had  gained  surprising  influence 
with  the  great  white  chief,  who  loved  the  Medicine 
Calf,  and  had  taught  him  to  make  forts,  and  had  suf¬ 
fered  him  to  come  back  to  his  people  in  order  to  teach 
them  to  become  great,  and  overcome  all  their  enemies. 

The  Snakes  were  wonder-stricken  at  such  marvels. 
The  unassailable  fort  (which  a  single  bomb-shell  would 
have  blown  to  atoms),  filled  with  an  inexhaustible  store 
of  rich  goods ;  our  great  fort  down  the  river,  in  com¬ 
parison  with  which  this  was  but  a  small  lodge,  and 
where  all  these  marvelous  products  of  our  ingenuity 
were  manufactured ;  our  mysterious  connection  with 
the  whites,  which  procured  us  the  advantage  of  their 
unremunerated  services,  and  shielded  us  with  the  irre¬ 
sistible  succor  of  the  great  white  chief — all  this  over¬ 
powered  their  imagination.  The  wealth  and  power  of 
the  Crow  nation  exceeded  all  conception,  and  to  op¬ 
pose  them  in  war  was  to  incur  unavoidable  destruc¬ 
tion. 

After  the  Snakes  had  traded  off  their  stock  of  pel¬ 
try,  obtaining  large  supplies  in  exchange,  we  returned 
to  the  village.  They  had  wonderful  narratives  of  the 
big  fort  and  wealth  of  the  Crow  nation  to  spin  to  their 
fellow-villagers.  In  fact,  they  were  so  impressed  with 
the  idea  of  our  superiority  that  two  hundred  lodges  of 
the  Snakes  joined  our  nation,  and  never  separated  from 
them.  They  had  a  chief  of  their  own,  but  conformed 
to  our  laws  and  regulations,  proving  themselves  faith¬ 
ful  fellow-citizens,  and  emulating  our  best  warriors  in 
battle.  This  coalition  increased  our  force  to  the  num- 
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ter  of  five  hundred  warriors — more  than  we  had  lost 
in  battle  for  four  years  preceding.  They  intermarried 
with  our  women,  and  in  a  few  years  were  so  complete¬ 
ly  transformed  that  they  had  quite  forgotten  their  Snake 
origin.  On  our  return,  the  remainder  of  our  friends 
left  us. 

During  our  absence  the  Black  Feet  had  invaded  our 
dominion,  and  made  off  with  upward  of  three  thousand 
of  our  horses,  very  greatly  to  our  detriment.  The 
Snakes  were  anxious  to  pursue  them,  or,  at  least,  to  as¬ 
sist  their  hosts  in  recapturing  their  stolen  property,  but 
Long  Hair  declined  their  proffered  service.  He  said, 
“  No,  I  am  too  old  to  run  after  them,  and  the  warriors 
must  have  some  one  to  direct  them.  Should  any  ac¬ 
cident  befall  my  people,  the  medicine  chief  would  be 
grieved.  We  must  wait  his  return  from  the  fort ;  if 
he  then  deems  it  proper  to  punish  them,  he  will  not  be 
long  without  the  means.” 

Our  villages  still  remained  together,  and  we  moved 
on  to  the  head- waters  of  the  Yellow  Stone.  We  had 
several  war-parties  out,  and  some  endeavoring  to  re¬ 
trieve  our  equine  losses,  while  those  who  remained  in 
the  village  applied  themselves  to  trapping  and  hunting. 
The  Snake  women  were  very  skillful  in  dressing  robes 
— far  superior  to  our  own,  as  they  had  been  more  en¬ 
gaged  in  it. 

My  warriors  were  again  burning  with  the  desire  for 
war  and  horse-raids,  although  our  prairies  were  alive 
with  animals.  Inaction  seemed  to  consume  them.  In 
spite  of  my  prohibition,  they  would  steal  away  in  par¬ 
ties  during  the  night.  When  convicted,  I  would  inflict 
severe  floggings  upon  them  by  my  Dog  Soldiers  (who 
did  not  spare  the  lash) ;  but  it  was  to  little  purpose. 
In  fact,  they  took  it  as  honorable  distinction  to  receive 
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a  lashing,  inasmuch  as  it  indicated  their  overruling  ar¬ 
dor  for  war ;  and  the  culprit  who  received  a  flogging 
this  morning  for  disobedience  of  orders,  was  sure  to  be 
off  at  night  again.  An  old  warrior  despises  the  sight 
of  a  trap ;  hunting  buffalo,  even,  does  not  afford  him 
excitement  enough.  Nothing  but  war  or  a  horse-raid 
is  a  business  worth  their  attending  to,  and  the  chief 
who  seeks  to  control  this  predilection  too  far  loses  pop¬ 
ularity. 

Accordingly,  I  gave  way  to  the  general  desire  of  my 
warriors.  I  selected  one  hundred  and  sixty  trusty 
braves,  intending  “  to  lay  alongside”  my  old  friends  the 
Black  Feet,  and  wipe  out  one  or  two  old  scores  I  had 
marked  against  them.  I  invaded  their  territory  with 
my  little  force,  and  marched  on,  admonishing  my  spies 
to  extreme  vigilance.  We  came  in  sight  of  a  village, 
and  secreted  ourselves  till  the  proper  hour  of  night. 
On  our  march  we  discovered  a  single  Indian.  Some 
of  the  party  called  him  to  them,  and  clubbed  him  down 
and  scalped  him.  He  had  mistaken  us  for  his  own 
people. 

At  midnight  we  visited  their  herd,  and  drove  out  six 
hundred  and  forty  head.  A  number  of  their  best  cat¬ 
tle  were  tied  at  the  doors  of  their  lodges  and  in  their 
corrals.  I  arrived  home  safe  with  my  booty,  and,  as 
I  had  taken  one  scalp,  we  had  a  great  dance.  All  our 
other  parties  were  very  successful,  excepting  one.  That 
was  one  that  had  gone  on  an  expedition  against  the 
Arrap-a-hos.  Pine  Leaf  was  in  the  number.  They 
had  taken  about  a  thousand  horses,  and,  haying  reach¬ 
ed  a  distance  that  they  supposed  safe,  they  slackened 
their  pace,  and  were  proceeding  carelessly  along.  Sud¬ 
denly  their  pursuers  came  in  sight — a  strong  posse 
comitatus — and  retook  all  their  animals  except  those 
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that  bore  the  fugitives,  and  killed  three  of  their  com¬ 
rades.  The  heroine  came  back  in  mourning,  looking 
like  the  last  of  her  race. 

One  of  our  victorious  parties  brought  back  fifty  boys 
and  girls  whom  they  had  captured  while  gathering 
fruit.  Since  the  loss  of  our  three  thousand  horses  to 
the  Black  Feet  we  had  captured  six  thousand,  two  thou¬ 
sand  five  hundred  of  which  had  been  recovered  from 
the  Black  Feet. 

We  now  moved  on  to  the  Yellow  Stone,  and  cross¬ 
ed  it,  the  villages  still  keeping  together.  We  then 
journeyed  on  slowly  in  the  direction  of  the  fort,  trap¬ 
ping  and  hunting  all  the  way.  We  kept  a  vigilant  eye 
upon  our  prisoners,  for  fear  they  might  attempt  an  es¬ 
cape  to  their  own  tribes,  and  thus  bring  upon  us  a  foe 
when  we  had  no  time  to  attend  to  him. 

This  was  a  very  productive  fall  for  peltry,  and  we 
sent  in  great  quantities  to  the  fort  in  advance  of  our  ar¬ 
rival.  I  remained  at  the  trading-post  nearly  the  whole 
of  the  winter.  In  the  early  spring  the  Crows  sent  for 
me  to  rejoin  them.  I  went,  accordingly,  and  found  that 
their  long-continued  good  fortune  had  suffered  a  re¬ 
verse.  They  had  grown  careless  in  their  expeditions, 
and  had  lost  some  of  their  warriors.  They  wished  my 
aid  to  revenge  their  deaths  and  wash  their  faces. 

I  required  them  to  defer  their  retaliation  until  their 
robes  were  dressed  and  sent  to  the  fort.  They  took 
hold  of  the  business  in  good  earnest,  and  every  robe 
was  soon  ready  for  market. 

It  was. now  time  to  plant  our  tobacco,  and  we  all 
moved  in  the  direction  of  our  planting-ground.  The 
seed  was  put  in,  and  the  attending  ceremonial  gone 
through  with.  Our  pacific  business  thus  completed, 
the  warriors  began  to  prepare  for  war.  Our  horses  had 
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been  but  little  used  during  tbe  winter,  and  they  were 
all  fat  and  in  high  condition. 

I  took  three  hundred  and  sixty  warriors  and  went 
against  the  Cheyennes.  We  discovered  a  moving  vil¬ 
lage  of  sixty  lodges,  charged  on  it,  and  bore  away  nine 
scalps,  with  considerable  booty,  without  losing  one  drop 
of  blood.  Pine  Leaf  was  in  my  party,  and  being  so 
unfortunate  as  not  to  count  one  coo,  she  was  greatly 
out  of  humor,  and  blamed  me  for  depriving  her  of  the 
opportunity  of  killing  an  enemy.  The  truth  is,  we 
had  no  time  to  favor  her,  as  I  was  desirous  to  secure 
our  booty  and  get  off  without  endangering  the  loss  of 
a  man. 

Her  young  Black  Foot  prisoner  had  become  quite  a 
warrior;  he  went  to  war  constantly,  and  bid  fair  to 
equal  his  captor  in  valor.  He  was  already  a  match 
for  an  ordinary  Sioux  warrior,  and  took  great  pride  in 
his  sister  Pine  Leaf. 

All  our  war-parties  returned  without  loss,  and  the 
nation  resumed  its  customary  good  spirits.  I  then 
returned  to  the  fort,  where  I  rested  all  the  summer. 

My  thoughts  had  for  a  long  time  past  reverted  to 
home.  Year  after  year  had  rolled  away,  and  now  that 
I  had  attained  middle  life,  they  seemed  to  pass  me  with 
accelerated  pace,  and  the  question  would  intrude  upon 
my  mind,  What  had  I  done?  When  I  abandoned  my¬ 
self  seriously  to  reflection,  it  seemed  as  if  I  had  slum¬ 
bered  away  the  last  twelve  years.  Others  had  accom¬ 
plished  the  same  toils  as  myself,  and  were  now  enjoying 
the  fruits  of  their  labor,  and  living  in  luxury  and  ease. 

But  what  had  been  my  career  ?  and  what  advance 
had  I  made  toward  this  desirable  consummation  ?  I 
had  just  visited  the  Indian  territory  to  gratify  a  youth¬ 
ful  thirst  for  adventure;  I  had  narrowly  escaped  starv- 
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ation  in  a  service  in  which  I  had  no  interest ;  I  had 
traversed  the  fastnesses  of  the  far  Rocky  Mountains 
in  summer  heats  and  winter  frosts ;  I  had  encountered 
savage  beasts  and  wild  men,  until  my  deliverance  was 
a  prevailing  miracle.  By  the  mere  badinage  of  a  fel¬ 
low-trapper  I  had  been  adopted  among  the  savages, 
and  had  conformed  my  superior  habits  to  their  ruth¬ 
less  and  untutored  ways  ;  I  had  accompanied  them  in 
their  mutual  slaughters,  and  dyed  my  hand  crimson 
with  the  blood  of  victims  who  had  never  injured  me ; 
I  had  distinguished  myself  in  my  barbarian  seclusion, 
and  had  risen  to  supreme  command  in  the  nation  I  had 
devoted  myself  to.  And  what  had  I  to  show  for  so 
much  wasted  energy,  and  such  a  catalogue  of  ruthless 
deeds  ? 

I  had  been  the  means  of  saving  many  a  fellow-creat¬ 
ure’s  life.  Did  they  still  owe  me  gratitude  ?  Possi¬ 
bly  some  few  did,  while  others  had  forgotten  my  name. 
In  good  truth,  when  I  sought  the  results  of  my  pro¬ 
longed  labors,  I  found  I  had  simply  wasted  my  time. 
I  had  bestowed  years  upon  others,  and  only  moments 
upon  myself. 

However,  I  still  lived,  and  there  was  yet  time  to 
take  more  heed  unto  my  ways.  I  resolved  to  go  home 
and  see  my  friends,  and  deliver  myself  from  this  pres¬ 
ent  vagabond  life.  The  attachments  I  had  formed  dur¬ 
ing  my  savage  chieftainship  still  retained  some  hold 
upon  my  affections,  and  it  was  barely  possible  I  might 
return  to  them,  and  end  my  days  among  my  trusty 
braves.  There  at  least  was  fidelity,  and,  when  my 
sotfl.  should  depart  for  the  spirit  land,  their  rude  faith 
would  prompt  them  to  paint  my  bones,  and  treasure 
them  until  I  should  visit  them  from  my  ever-flowering 
hunting-ground,  and  demand  them  at  their  hands. 
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Such  sober  thoughts  as  these  occupied  my  mind 
during  my  summer  residence  at  the  fort.  I  had  brought 
with  me  all  the  peltry  we  had  accumulated,  in  order 
’to  be  in  season  for  the  boats,  which  were  soon  to  start 
for  the  lower  fort.  I  had  directed  the  village  to  follow 
along  with  whatever  peltry  they  might  collect  before 
the  departure  of  the  boats. 

In  obedience  to  this  instruction,  about  two  hundred 
and  fifty  warriors  came  down,  bringing  their  commod¬ 
ities  with  them ;  but  the  boats  had  gone,  and  I  still 
was  waiting  at  the  fort. 

One  day  a  party  of  my  men  were  out  to  hunt  buf¬ 
falo  for  our  own  use,  when  they  accidentally  scared  up 
eleven  Black  Feet,  who  were  lurking  about  on  the 
look-out  for  horses.  They  chased  them  into  our  old 
camping-ground,  and  the  fugitives  had  taken  refuge  in 
our  old  temporary  fort.  I  was  sitting  at  the  fort  the 
while,  busily  conversing  with  persons  present ;  I  heard 
the  report  of  their  guns,  and  supposed,  if  the  affair 
proved  serious,  I  should  be  promptly  sent  for.  Bad 
Hand,  one  of  my  leaders,  finally  said,  “They  are  fight¬ 
ing  out  yonder,  and  I  don’t  suppose  they  can  do  any 
thing  without  we  are  with  them.  Let  us  go.” 

We  each  threw  on  a  chief’s  coat,  and  went  down  to 
see  how  matters  stood.  I  found  the  Black  Feet  forti¬ 
fied  in  their  position,  and  our  men  ineffectually  firing 
upon  them.  I  ordered  an  immediate  assault,  placing 
myself  at  their  head.  We  advanced  a  few  paces  at  a 
rapid  rate,  when  I  fell  senseless,  with  the  blood  gush¬ 
ing  from  my  mouth  in  a  stream.  All  supposed  me 
mortally  wounded,  and  I  was  carried  into  the  for?  to 
breathe  my  last. 

The  boats  had  left,  and  Tulleck  happened  to  be 
starting  after  them  just  as  I  was  carried  in.  Seeing 
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my  wounded  condition,  and  every  one  pronouncing  me 
in  a  dying  state,  he  reported  me  as  being  dead  at  the 
lower  fort,  whence  the  news  traveled  to  my  friends  in 
St.  Louis  that  I  had  been  killed  in  a  fight  with  the 
Indians. 

In  an  hour  or  two  it  was  discovered  that  there  was 
still  life  in  me,  and  that  I  was  reviving.  I  was  exam¬ 
ined:  there  was  no  bullet- wound  on  my  body,  and 
again  it  was  proved  that  my  broad-bladed  hunting- 
knife  (though  not  the  same  one)  had  averted  the  blow. 
It  had  been  struck  with  an  ounce  of  lead  impelled  with 
the  full  force  of  gunpowder.  I  speedily  recovered,  but 
continued  sore  for  a  long  time. 

Every  Black  Foot  was  killed  by  my  men,  who  scaled 
their  defense  and  leaped  upon  them  in  such  numbers 
that  they  almost  smothered  them.  Only  four  of  my 
warriors  were  wounded.  Intelligence  of  my  injury  was 
sent  to  the  village,  which  was  three  weeks  in  reaching 
them.  One  thousand  warriors  instantly  set  out  for  the 
fort,  all  my  wives  accompanying  them ;  but  I  had  re¬ 
covered  before  their  arrival. 

Our  party  had  scarcely  encamped  outside  the  fort, 
when  the  Black  Feet,  who  were  always  haunting  us, 
stole  about  eight  hundred  head  of  horses.  On  discov¬ 
ering  the  theft,  a  large  party  started  on  their  trail  up 
the  river.  The  depredators  would  have  to  cross  the 
river  to  get  home,  and  there  was  no  crossing  for  horses 
nearer  than  fifteen  miles,  after  which  they  had  to  go  on 
to  the  Mussel  Shell,  a  distance  of  twenty  miles  far¬ 
ther,  and  only  ten  from  the  fort.  I  knew  that  this 
would  be  the  route  of  the  fugitives,  because  it  was  their 
regular  beat.  I  had  had  no  thought  of  going  until  it 
suddenly  occurred  to  me  that  the  party  in  pursuit 
would  most  likely  fail  to  overtake  the  thieves,  while 
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I  had  so  admirable  an  opportunity  to  catch  them  on 
the  Mussel  Shell.  I  took  a  party,  therefore,  forded 
the  river  near  the  fort,  and  went  on  straight  to  the 
Mussel  Shell,  where  I  posted  my  men.  Our  unsus¬ 
pecting  victims  came  up,  singing  in  great  merriment, 
and  driving  our  horses  before  them,  all  of  which  were 
jaded.  I  suffered  them  to  approach  close  upon  us, 
and  then  gave  the  word  to  charge.  Never  was  a  party 
taken  more  by  surprise ;  they  were  too  dumbfoundered 
to  offer  resistance,  and  all  we  had  to  do  was  to  chop 
them  down.  We  had  their  twenty-four  scalps  in  little 
more  than  the  same  number  of  seconds. 

"yVhen  the  other  party  came  up  and  found  the  work 
done,  they  thought  we  had  been  rained  down  there. 
They  knew  they  had  left  us  at  the  fort,  and  we  had 
not  passed  them  on  the  way,  and  where  did  we  come 
from? 

Pine  Leaf  was  with  the  party,  and  she  was  ready  to 
blow  me  off  my  horse.  It  was  unfair  to  take  the  job 
out  of  their  hands,  after  they  had  almost  run  their  horses 
off  their  legs  in  the  chase.  I  expressed  my  regret  at 
the  fortunate  turn  affairs  had  taken,  and  promised  nev¬ 
er  to  offend  in  the  same  manner  again ;  but  it  was  a 
long  while  before  I  could  banter  her  into  good  humor. 

I  remained  at  the  fort  all  the  summer  (as  before 
stated),  intending  to  go  down  the  river  on  my  way  to 
St.  Louis  with  the  last  boats  in  the  fall.  While  idling 
there,  I  found  the  five  men  whom  I  had  rescued  from 
starvation  in  a  penniless  condition,  and  unable  to  go 
to  work  again.  It  seemed  the  company  had  issued  or¬ 
ders  to  their  agents  to  tumish  no  more  outfits  to  free 
trappers  on  their  personal  credit,  as  the  risk  was  too 
great,  from  their  extreme  liability  to  be  killed  by  the 
Indians.  To  engage  to  work  for  the  company  at  the 
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price  they  were  paying  hands  was  only  perpetuating 
their  poverty ;  for  they  were  running  the  same  risk  of 
their  lives  as  if  trapping  for  themselves,  and  their  re¬ 
muneration  was  but  as  one  to  ten.  They  were  down¬ 
hearted,  and  knew  not  what  to  do.  Considering  their 
sad  condition,  I  determined  to  befriend  them,  and  risk 
the  chances.  I  therefore  offered  to  give  them  an  ex¬ 
cellent  outfit,  and  direct  them  to  the  best  beaver-ground 
in  the  Crow  nation,  where  they  would  be  protected  from 
all  harm  by  my  Crow  warriors  as  my  friends,  my  in¬ 
terest  to  be  one  half  of  the  proceeds. 

This  offer  was  cheerfully  accepted  by  the  five  men, 
and  they  were  highly  elated  at  the  prospect.  I  then 
acquainted  the  Crows  that  those  men  were  my  friends; 
that  they  were  the  remains  of  a  party  of  eleven,  of 
whom  six  had  been  killed  by  the  Black  Feet,  who  had 
despoiled  them  of  every  thing  they  had,  and  that  I  had 
found  these  in  the  prairie  almost  famished  to  death.  I 
had  engaged  them  to  stay  in  the  nation  and  trap  for 
me,  and  I  wished  my  faithful  Crow  braves  to  protect 
them  in  their  pursuit,  and  suffer  none  to  offer  them  mo¬ 
lestation.  This  they  all  readily  promised  to  do,  and 
were  even  pleased  with  the  trust ;  for  it  was  a  belief 
with  the  Crows  that  the  beavers  in  their  streams  were 
too  numerous  ever  to  be  diminished.  My  bosom  friend 
offered  to  remain  with  them,  to  show  them  the  best 
streams,  and  render  them  all  the  assistance  in  his  pow¬ 
er.  He  was  a  most  valuable  auxiliary,  as  his  skill  in 
trapping  I  never  saw  excelled.  They  went  to  work, 
and  met  with  extraordinary  success ;  my  share  of  their 
labors  of  less  than  three  months  amounted  to  five  thou¬ 
sand  dollars. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

Departure  for  St.  Louis. — Visit  Fort  Union. — Fort  Clarke. — Descend 
to  the  A-rick-a-ra  Country. — Am  taken  Prisoner. — Extraordinary 
Means  of  Release. — Reach  St.  Louis. — Scarcely  recognized  by  my 
Sisters. — Changes. — Estrangement  of  Friends. — Sigh  for  my  In¬ 
dian  Home. 

The  Sparrowhawk  nation  was  all  assembled  at  the 
fort,  to  take  leave  of  the  Medicine  Calf  for  several  moons. 
The  boats  had  arrived  filled  with  a  fresh  stock  of  goods, 
and  the  nation  made  purchases  to  the  amount  of  many 
thousands  of  dollars.  The  boats  being  now  ready  to 
return  again,  I  made  a  short  address  to  my  people  be¬ 
fore  I  bade  them  adieu. 

“  Sparrowhawks !”  I  said,  “lam  going  to  leave  you 
for  a  few  moons,  to  visit  my  friends  among  the  white 
men.  I  shall  return  to  you  by  Green  Grass,  when  the 
boats  come  back  from  the  country  of  the  whites.  While 
I  am  away,  I  desire  you  to  remember  the  counsel  I 
have  often  given  you.  I  wish  you  to  send  out  no  war- 
parties,  because  you  want  for  nothing,  and  your  nation 
is  feared  by  all  the  neighboring  tribes.  Keep  a  good 
look-out  over  your  horses,  so  as  to  afford  the  enemy  no 
opportunity  of  stealing  them.  It  is  through  careless¬ 
ness  in  the  horse-guards  that  one  half  the  horses  are 
lost,  and  it  is  the  loss  of  horses  that  leads  to  half  the 
battles  that  you  fight.  It  is  better  not  to  have  your 
horses  stolen  in  the  first  place,  than  to  steal  more  in 
the  place  of  those  you  have  lost. 

“  I  also  commend  Mr.  Tulleck  to  your  care,  as  well 
as  all  the  inmates  of  the  fort.  Visit  them  often,  and 
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see  that  they  are  not  besieged  or  starved  out  by  their 
enemies.  Do  not  let  the  Black  Feet  or  any  other  bad 
Indians  harm  them.  Behave  yourselves  as  becomes 
my  faithful  Crows.  Adieu!” 

They  all  promised  obedience  to  my  instructions,  and 
I  was  soon  on  board.  The  boats  were  cast  loose,  and 
we  were  borne  rapidly  down  stream  by  the  swift  cur¬ 
rent  of  the  Yellow  Stone. 

We  called  at  Fort  Union,  and  I  staid  there  three 
days.  Here  I  had  a  fine  canoe  built,  and  two  oarsmen 
furnished  me  to  carry  me  to  St.  Louis.  I  was  bearer 
of  a  large  package  of  letters  ;  and  when  my  little  craft 
was  finished,  I  stepped  on  board  and  launched  out  upon 
the  swift-rolling  current  of  the  Missouri.  After  the 
brilliant  opportunities  I  had  had  of  realizing  a  princely 
fortune,  my  only  wealth  consisted  of  an  order  upon  the 
company  for  seven  thousand  eight  hundred  dollars. 

Arriving  at  Fort  Clarke,  we  made  another  short  stay. 
The  A-rick-a-ras,  whose  country  was  some  hundred 
and  fifty  miles  farther  down,  had  just  stolen  nearly  all 
the  horses  belonging  to  the  fort.  Bellemaire,  the  in¬ 
terpreter  of  the  fort,  proposed  to  me  to  go  after  them, 
and  see  if  we  could  recover  some  of  the  horses.  I  con¬ 
sented,  and  we  went  down  to  their  village  in  my  canoe, 
and  on  our  arrival  there  found  them  all  dancing.  An¬ 
toine  Garro,  with  two  relatives,  were  in  the  number. 
On  seeing  our  approach,  one  shouted,  “  Here  come 
white  men!”  and  Garro  and  his  brother  instantly  sprang 
toward  us  and  pushed  us  into  a  lodge,  where  we  were 
apparently  prisoners.  A  council  was  summoned  to  <^p- 
dde  upon  our  fate,  and  I  had  but  slight  hopes  of  ever 
seeing  St.  Louis.  A  young  Indian  came  at  that  mo¬ 
ment,  and  mentioned  in  a  whisper  to  Peter  that  there 
was  a  large  boat  approaching.  He  made  a  long  ha- 
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rangue  before  the  others,  in  which  he  earnestly  and  en¬ 
ergetically  declaimed  against  taking  the  lives  of  white 
men.  He  concluded  his  oration  by  saying,  “You  have 
now  my  opinion,  and  remember,  if  you  decide  upon  tak¬ 
ing  these  white  men’s  lives,  I  stay  with  you  no  lon¬ 
ger.”  He  then  left  the  council  and  went  down  to  the 
boat,  where  he  advised  the  occupants  to  cross  to  the 
other  side  of  the  river,  as  the  Indians  were  at  that  mo¬ 
ment  deliberating  upon  the  fate  of  Bellemaire  and  three 
others.  Garro’s  father  happened  to  be  on  board,  who 
was  a  great  man  among  the  Indians,  and,  on  learning 
what  business  was  in  hand,  he  provided  himself  with  a 
club,  and  entered  the  village  with  his  son  Peter.  He 
then  set  about  the  council,  and  administered  to  all  the 
members  such  a  hearty  thrashing,  laying  about  him  as 
if  fighting  wild  bulls,  that  I  thought  he  must  surely 
slay  some  of  them. 

“There!”  exclaimed  the  old  man,  after  having  be¬ 
labored  them  till  he  was  out  of  breath,  “I’ll  teach  you 
to  deliberate  on  the  lives  of  white  men,  dogs  as  ye  are !” 

The  Indians  offered  no  resistance,  and  said  not  a 
word.  We  remained  all  night  with  old  Garro’s  com¬ 
pany,  and  returned  to  the  fort  in  the  morning.  Belle¬ 
maire  recovered  his  own  horses,  but  could  obtain  none 
belonging  to  the  fort.  We  called  at  all  the  forts  that 
lay  in  our  way,  to  collect  what  dispatches  they  had  to 
send,  making  but  brief  stay,  however,  as  I  was  impa¬ 
tient  to  be  getting  on.  At  Fort  Canaille  I  obtained  a 
passenger,  a  son  of  Mr.  Pappen,  who  was  going  to  St. 
Lguis,  and  I  received  reiterated  charges  to  be  very  care¬ 
ful  of  him. 

Soon  after  our  departure  from  the  fort  there  came 
on  a  cold  rain-storm,  which  lasted  several  hours  ;  the 
storm  raged  fiercely,  and  we  had  to  make  fast  to  a 
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snag  in  the  middle  of  the  river  to  save  ourselves  from 
driving  ashore.  I  had  my  Indian  fire-striker,  and,  amid 
all  the  wind  and  rain,  I  repeatedly  lit  my  pipe.  My 
young  passenger  was  astonished  at  the  performance. 
“  If  you  can  strike  a  fire,”  he  exclaimed,  “  in  such  a 
storm  as  this,  I  do  not  fear  perishing.” 

When  the  storm  had  somewhat  abated,  we  landed 
to  encamp.  I  shot  two  fat  wild  turkeys,  which  were 
quite  a  rarity  to  me,  after  having  lived  so  many  years 
on  buffalo-meat,  there  being  no  turkeys  in  the  Crow 
country.  On  arriving  at  Jefferson  City  I  felt  quite 
sick,  and  showed  symptoms  of  fever ;  but  I  was  anx¬ 
ious  to  reach  home  without  laying  up.  A  steamboat 
coming  down  the  river,  I  went  on  board,  canoe  and 
all,  and  was  soon  landed  on  the  dock  of  St.  Louis. 

It  was  fourteen  years  since  I  had  last  seen  the  city, 
and  what  a  difference  was  observable  in  those  few 
years!  But  I  was  too  sick  to  take  much  notice  of 
things,  and  hastened  to  my  sister’s  house,  accompanied 
by  the  carpenter  of  the  boat. 

He  rapped ,  the  door  was  opened  by  my  younger  sis¬ 
ter;  I  was  supporting  myself  against  the  wall.  Greet¬ 
ings  passed  between  them,  for  my  companion  was  ac¬ 
quainted  with  my  family ;  and  he  then  informed  her 
that  he  was  the  bearer  of  sad  news — her  brother  James 
was  dead. 

My  sister  Louise  began  to  cry,  and  informed  him 
they  had  learned  the  news  some  weeks  since. 

Then  turning  to  me,  he  said,  “Come  in,  Jim,  and 
see  your  sister  cry  for  you.” 

I  advanced,  and  addressed  her  in  my  old  familiar 
manner,  “  How  do  you  do,  Lou  ?” 

I  must  have  been  a  curious  looking  object  for  an  af¬ 
fectionate  sister  to  recognize.  All  my  clothing  consist- 
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ed  of  dressed  antelope,  deer,  and  the  skins  of  mount¬ 
ain  sheep,  highly  ornamented  by  my  Indian  wives.  My 
long  hair,  as  black  as  the  raven’s  wing,  descended  to 
my  hips,  and  I  presented  more  the  appearance  of  a 
Crow  than  that  of  a  civilized  being. 

She  gazed  at  me  for  a  moment  with  a  searching  look, 
and  then  exclaiming,  “My  God,  it  is  my  brother!”  she 
flew  into  my  arms,  and  was  for  some  time  unable  to 
speak. 

At  length  she  said,  “We  received  a  letter  informing 
us  of  your  death,  and  that  Mr.  Tulleck  had  seen  you 
borne  into  Fort  Cass  dead.” 

My  elder  sister,  Matilda,  was  up  stairs,  entertaining 
a  few  female  friends,  and  Lou  bounded  up  stairs  to 
acquaint  her  that  her  brother  James  wished  to  speak 
to  her. 

Thinking  her  to  be  jesting,  she  said,  “Are  you  not 
ashamed  of  yourself  to  jest  on  such  a  subject?”  and  she 
shed  tears  at  thus  having  me  recalled  to  remembrance. 

Louise  asseverated  her  earnestness,  and  Matilda  re¬ 
proved  her  for  her  wantonness,  but  would  not  budge  to 
go  and  see  for  herself.  At  length  a  Mrs.  Le  Fevre  said, 

“  Matilda,  I  believe  she  is  in  earnest,  and  if  you  do 
not  go  and  see,  I  will.” 

She  had  been  a  child  with  me,  and  we  used  to  re¬ 
peat  our  catechism  together;  now  she  was  married, 
and  the  mother  of  several  children. 

She  came  tripping  down  stairs  into  my  sister’s  apart¬ 
ment,  making  a  ceremonious  courtesy  as  she  entered. 
My  sister  introduced  her  to  me,  asking  me  if  I  did  not 
recollect  my  commere  (for  we  were  baptized  together). 
I  had  forgotten  her,  but  the  mention  of  this  circum¬ 
stance  recalled  her  to  my  mind,  and  there  was  an¬ 
other  embracing. 
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Her  faith  being  thus  confirmed,  my  sister  Matilda 
was  called  down,  and  my  reception  from  her  was  even 
more  cordial  than  from  the  preceding  friends.  She  was 
a  woman  of  great  warmth  of  feeling,  and  her  heart  was 
full  to  overflowing  with  the  emotions  my  name  had 
called  up.  She  was  the  eldest  of  the  family,  and  since 
our  mother’s  death  she  had  been  at  once  mother  and 
sister  to  us  all.  Although  I  was  the  vagrant  of  the 
family,  I  still  lived  in  her  sisterly  heart,  and  the  sup¬ 
position  that  my  earthly  career  was  closed  had  only 
hallowed  my  memory  in  her  affections. 

This  was  my  second  reception  by  my  relatives  after 
I  had  been  supposed  dead.  One  by  my  savage  friends, 
who,  in  welcoming  me  as  their  long-lost  child,  exhib¬ 
ited  all  the  genuine  emotions  of  untutored  nature ;  and 
this  second  by  my  civilized  friends,  who,  if  less  ener¬ 
getic  in  their  demonstrations  of  attachment,  showed 
equal  heartfelt  joy,  equal  sincerity,  and  far  superior  de¬ 
corum. 

The  following  morning  I  visited  the  company’s  office 
and  delivered  my  letters.  I  became  too  weak  to  walk 
home,  and  Mr.  Chouteau  very  obligingly  drove  me  back 
in  his  carriage.  I  was  compelled  to  take  to  my  bed, 
where  I  was  confined  for  several  days, under  good  med¬ 
ical  attendance,  and  most  assiduously  attended  by  my 
relatives. 

Their  answers  to  my  many  inquiries  confounded  me 
entirely. 

“  Where  is  my  father  ?” 

“  He  went  back  to  Virginia,  and  died  there  many 
years  ago.” 

“  Where  are  my  brothers  ?” 

“  They  are  scattered  about  the  country.” 

“  Where  is  such  and  such  a  friend 
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“In  his  grave.” 

“Where  is  Eliza?” 

“  She  was  married  a  month  ago,  after  receiving  in¬ 
telligence  of  jour  certain  death.” 

I  ceased  mj  querying,  and  averted  my  eyes  from  my 
sister’s  gaze. 

And  this,  I  mused,  is  my  return  home  after  years  of 
bright  anticipations  of  welcome !  This  is  my  secure 
and  sunshiny  haven,  after  so  long  and  dangerous  a 
voyage !  My  father  dead,  my  brothers  dispersed,  my 
friends  in  their  graves,  and  my  loved  one  married !  She 
did  well — I  have  no  right  to  complain — she  is  lost  to 
me  forever !  If  a  man’s  home  exists  in  the  heart  of  his 
friends,  with  the  death  and  alienation  of  those  friends 
his  cherished  home  fades  away,  and  he  is  again  a  wan¬ 
derer  upon  the  earth. 

I  do  not  know  whether  it  was  disappointment  at  so 
much  death,  mutation,  and  estrangement,  or  whether  I 
bore  the  disease  immediately  in  my  own  heart,  but  I 
was  disappointed  in  my  return  home ;  the  anticipations 
I  had  formed  were  not  realized — a  feeling  of  cynicism 
passed  over  me.  I  thought  of  my  Indian  home,  and 
of  the  unsophisticated  hearts  I  had  left  behind  me. 
Their  lives  were  savage,  and  their  perpetual  animosi¬ 
ties  repulsive,  but  with  this  dark  background  there  was 
much  vivid  coloring  in  relief.  If  the  Indian  was  unre¬ 
lenting,  and  murdered  with  his  lance,  his  battle-axe,  and 
his  knife,  his  white  brother  was  equally  unfeeling,  and 
had  ways  of  torturing  his  victim,  if  less  violent,  not 
the  less  certain.  The  savage  is  artless,  and  when  you 
win  his  admiration  there  is  no  envious  reservation  to 
prompt  him  to  do  injustice  to  your  name.  You  live 
among  them  honored ;  and  on  your  death,  your  bones 
are  stored  religiously  in  their  great  cave  along  with 
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others  of  preceding  generations,  to  he  each  year  visit¬ 
ed,  and  painted,  and  reflected  on  by  a  host  of  devoted 
companions.  There  is  not  the  elegance  there,  the  lux¬ 
ury,  the  refined  breeding,  but  there  is  rude  plenty, 
prairies  studded  with  horses,  and  room  to  wander  with¬ 
out  any  man  to  call  your  steps  in  question.  My  child 
was  there,  and  his  mother,  whom  I  loved ;  a  return 
there  was  in  no  way  unnatural.  I  had  acquired  their 
habits,  and  was  in  some  manner  useful  to  them.  I  had 
no  tie  to  hold  me  here,  and  I  already  almost  determ¬ 
ined  upon  returning  to  my  Indian  home. 

Such  thoughts  as  these,  as  I  lay  on  my  sick-bed, 
passed  continuously  through  my  mind.  A  few  of  my 
early  friends,  as  they  heard  of  my  return,  came  one 
after  the  other  to  visit  me ;  but  they  were  all  changed. 
The  flight  of  time  had  wrought  furrows  upon  their 
smooth  brows,  and  the  shadow  of  the  wings  of  Time 
was  resting  upon  the  few  fair  cheeks  I  had  known  in 
my  younger  days. 


CHAPTER  XXVm. 

Disagreeable  Rencounters  in  St.  Louis. — Messenger  arrives  from  Fort 
Cass. — Imminent  Peril  of  the  Whites  from  the  Infuriated  Crows. — 
The  Cause. — Immediate  Return. — Incidents  of  my  Arrival. — Pine 
Leaf  substituted  for  Eliza. — Last  Battle  with  the  Black  Feet. — 
Final  Adieu  to  the  Crows. 

It  now  comes  in  the  order  of  relation  to  describe  two 
or  three  unpleasant  rencounters  I  had  with  various  par¬ 
ties  in  St.  Louis,  growing  out  of  the  misunderstanding 
(already  related)  between  the  Crows  and  Mr.  Fitzpat¬ 
rick’s  party.  I  had  already  heard  reports  in  the  mount¬ 
ains  detrimental  to  my  character  for  my  supposed  ac- 
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tion  in  the  matter,  but  I  had  never  paid  much  attention 
to  them.  Friends  had  cautioned  me  that  there  were 
large  sums  of  money  offered  for  my  life,  and  that  sev¬ 
eral  men  had  even  undertaken  to  earn  the  rewards.  I 
could  not  credit  such  friendly  intimations;  still  I 
thought,  on  the  principle  that  there  is  never  smoke  but 
there  is  fire,  that  it  would  be  as  well  to  keep  myself  a 
little  on  my  guard. 

I  had  recovered  from  my  sickness,  and  I  spent  much 
of  my  time  about  town.  My  friends  repeatedly  in¬ 
quired  of  me  if  I  had  seen  Fitzpatrick.  Wondering 
how  so  much  interest  could  attach  to  my  meeting  with 
that  man,  I  asked  one  day  what  reason  there  was  for 
making  the  inquiry.  My  friend  answered,  “  I  don’t 
wish  you  to  adduce  me  as  authority;  but  there  are 
strong  threats  of  taking  your  life  for  an  alleged  rob¬ 
bery  of  Fitzpatrick  by  the  Crow  nation,  in  which  you 
were  deeply  concerned.” 

I  saw  now  what  to  prepare  for,  although  I  still  in¬ 
clined  to  doubt  that  any  man,  possessed  of  ordinary 
perceptions,  could  charge  me  with  an  offense  of  which 
I  was  so  manifestly  innocent.  True,  I  had  met  Fitz¬ 
patrick  several  times,  and,  instead  of  his  former  cordial 
salutation,  it  was  with  difficulty  he  addressed  a  civil 
word  to  me. 

Shortly  after  this  conversation  with  my  friend  I  went 
to  the  St.  Louis  Theatre.  Between  the  pieces  I  had 
stepped  to  the  saloon  to  obtain  some  refreshments,  and 
I  saw  Fitzpatrick  enter,  with  four  other  not  very  re¬ 
spectable  citizens.  They  advanced  directly  toward 
me.  Fitzpatrick  then  pointed  me  out  to  them,  saying, 
“  There’s  the  Crow.” 

“  Then,”  said  the  others,  “  we  are  Black  Feet,  and 
let  us  have  his  scalp.” 
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They  immediately  drew  their  knives  and  rushed  on 
me. 

I  then  thought  of  my  friend’s  salutary  counsel  to  be 
on  my  guard,  but  I  had  no  weapon  about  me.  With 
the  agility  of  a  cat  I  sprung  over  the  counter,  and  com¬ 
menced  passing  tumblers  faster  than  they  had  been  in 
the  habit  of  receiving  them.  I  had  felled  one  or  two 
of  my  assailants,  and  I  saw  I  was  in  for  a  serious  dis¬ 
turbance. 

A  friend  (and  he  is  still  living  in  St.  Louis,  wealthy 
and  influential)  stepped  behind  the  bar,  and,  slapping 
me  on  the  shoulder,  said,  “  Look  out,  Beckwourth,  you 
will  hurt  some  of  your  friends.” 

I  replied  that  my  friends  did  not  appear  to  be  very 
numerous  just  then. 

“You  have  friends  present,”  he  added;  and,  pass- 
•ing  an  enormous  bowie-knife  into  my  hand,  stepped  out 
again. 

Now  I  was  all  right,  and  felt  myself  a  match  for  the 
five  ruffians.  My  practice  with  the  battle-axe,  in  a 
case  where  the  quickness  of  thought  required  a  corre¬ 
sponding  rapidity  of  action,  then  came  into  play. 

I  made  a  sortie  from  my  position  on  to  the  open  floor, 
and  challenged  the  five  bullies  to  come  on ;  at  the  same 
time  (which,  in  my  excited  state,  was  natural  enough) 
calling  them  by  the  hardest  names. 

My  mind  was  fully  made  up  to  kill  them  if  they  had 
only  come  at  me ;  my  arm  was  nervous ;  and  my 
friends,  who  knew  me  at  that  time,  can  tell  whether  I 
was  quick-motioned  or  not.  I  had  been  in  situations 
where  I  had  to  ply  my  battle-axe  with  rapidity  and 
precision  to  redeem  my  own  skull.  I  was  still  in  full 
possession  of  my  belligerent  powers,  and  I  had  the  feel¬ 
ing  of  justice  to  sustain  me. 
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I  stood  at  bay,  with  my  huge  bowie-knife  drawn, 
momentarily  hesitating  whether  to  give  the  Crow  war- 
hoop  or  not,  when  Sheriff  Buzby  laid  hands  on  me,  and 
requested  me  to  be  quiet.  Although  boiling  with  rage,  I 
respected  the  officer’s  presence,  and  the  assassins  march¬ 
ed  off  to  the  body  of  the  theatre.  I  followed  them  to 
the  door,  and  defied  them  to  descend  to  the  street  with 
me ;  but  the  sheriff  becoming  angry,  and  threatening 
me  with  the  calaboose,  I  straightway  left  the  theatre. 

I  stood  upon  the  steps,  and  a  friend  coming  up,  I 
borrowed  a  well-loaded  pistol  of  him,  and  moved  slow¬ 
ly  away,  thinking  that  five  men  would  surely  never  al¬ 
low  themselves  to  be  cowed  by  one  man.  Shortly  aft¬ 
er,  I  perceived  the  whole  party  approaching,  and,  step¬ 
ping  back  on  the  side-walk  in  front  of  a  high  wall,  I 
waited  their  coming  up.  On  they  came,  swaggering 
along,  assuming  the  appearance  of  intoxication,  and, 
talking  with  drunken  incoherency. 

When  they  had  approached  near  enough  to  suit  me, 

I  ordered  them  to  halt,  and  cross  over  to  the  other  side 
of  the  street. 

“Who  are  you?”  inquired  one  of  them. 

“  I  am  he  whom  you  are  after,  Jim  Beckwourth ;  and 
if  you  advance  one  step  farther,  I  will  blow  the  tops  of 
your  heads  off.” 

“  You  are  drunk,  ar’n’t  you  ?”  said  one  of  the  party. 

“No,  I  am  not  drunk,”  I  replied;  “I  never  drink 
any  thing  to  make  a  dog  of  me  like  yourselves.” 

I  stood  during  this  short  colloquy  in  the  middle  of 
the  side-walk,  with  my  pistol  ready  cocked  in  one  hand 
and  my  huge  bowie-knife  in  the  other;  one  step  for¬ 
ward  would  have  been  fatal  to  any  one  of  them. 

“  Oh,  he’s  drunk,”  said  one ;  “  let’s  cross  over  to  the 
other  side.”  And  all  five  actually  did  pass  over,  which, 


JAMES  P.  BECKWOURTH. 


387 


if  any  of  them  is  still  living  and  has  any  regard  for 
truth,  he  must  admit  to  this  day. 

I  then  proceeded  home.  My  sister  had  been  inform¬ 
ed  of  the  rencounter,  and  on  my  return  home  I  found 
her  frightened  almost  to  death ;  for  Forsyth  (one  of  the 
party)  had  long  been  the  terror  of  St.  Louis,  having 
badly  maimed  many  men,  and  the  information  that  he 
was  after  me  led  her  to  the  conclusion  that  I  would 
surely  be  killed. 

A  few  days  after  I  met  two  of  the  party  (Forsyth 
and  Kinney),  when  Forsyth  accosted  me,  “Your  name 
is  Beckwourth,  I  believe  ?” 

I  answered,  “  That  is  my  name.” 

“  I  understand  that  you  have  been  circulating  the 
report  that  I  attempted  to  assassinate  you?” 

“I  have  told  that  you  and  your  gang  have  been  en¬ 
deavoring  to  murder  me,”  I  replied,  “  and  I  repeat  it 
here.” 

“  I  will  teach  you  to  repeat  such  tales  about  me,” 
he  said,  fiercely,  and  drew  his  knife,  which  he  called 
his  Arkansas  tooth-pick,  from  his  pocket. 

The  knife  I  had  provided  myself  with  against  any 
emergency  was  too  large  to  carry  about  me  convenient¬ 
ly,  so  I  carried  it  at  my  back,  having  the  handle  within 
reach  of  my  finger  and  thumb.  Seeing  his  motion,  I 
whipped  it  out  in  a  second. 

“Now,”  said  I,  “you  miserable  ruffian,  draw  your 
knife  and  come  on !  I  will  not  leave  a  piece  of  you 
big  enough  to  choke  a  dog.” 

“  Come,”  interposed  Kinney,  “let  us  not  make  black¬ 
guards  of  ourselves  ;  let  us  be  going.”  And  they  act¬ 
ually  did  pass  on  without  drawing  a  weapon. 

I  was  much  pleased  that  this  happened  in  a  public 
part  of  the  city,  and  in  open  day ;  for  the  bully,  whom 
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it  was  believed  the  law  could  not  humble,  was  visibly 
cowed,  and  in  the  presence  of  a  large  concourse  of  men. 
I  had  no  more  trouble  from  the  party  afterward. 

In  connection  with  this  affair,  it  is  but  justice  to  my¬ 
self  to  mention  that,  when  Captain  Sublet,  Fitzpatrick, 
and  myself  happened  to  meet  in  the  office  of  Mr.  Chou¬ 
teau,  Captain  Sublet  interrogated  Fitzpatrick  upon  the 
cause  of  his  hostility  toward  me,  and  represented  to 
him  at  length  the  open  absurdity  of  his  trumping  up 
a  charge  of  robbery  of  his  party  in  the  mountains 
against  me. 

Being  thus  pressed,  Fitzpatrick  used  the  following 
words :  “I  never  believed  the  truth  of  the  charge  my¬ 
self;  but  when  I  am  in  the  company  of  sundry  per¬ 
sons,  they  try  to  persuade  me  into  the  belief  of  it,  in 
order  to  raise  trouble.  I  repeat,  it  is  not  my  belief  at 
this  present  moment,  and  I  will  not  be  persuaded  into 
believing  it  again.”  Then  turning  to  me,  he  said, 
“Beckwourth,  I  have  done  you  a  great  injustice  by 
ever  harboring  such  a  thought.  I  acknowledge  it  free¬ 
ly,  and  I  ask  your  forgiveness  for  the  same.  Let  us  be 
as  we  formerly  were,  friends,  and  think  no  more  about 
it.” 

Friends  we  therefore  mutually  pledged  ourselves, 
and  friends  we  have  since  remained  up  to  this  day. 

While  in  town  I  called  on  General  Ashley,  but  he 
happened  to  be  away  from  home.  I  was  about  leaving 
the  house,  when  a  melodious  voice  invited  me  in  to 
await  the  general’s  return. 

“  My  husband  will  soon  be  back,”  the  lady  said, 
“and  will  be,  doubtless,  pleased  to  see  you.” 

I  turned,  and  really  thought  I  was  looking  on  an 
angel’s  face.  She  moved  toward  me  with  such  grace, 
and  uttered  such  dulcet  and  harmonious  sounds,  that  I 
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was  riveted  to  the  spot.  It  was  the  first  time  I  had 
seen  the  lady  of  General  Ashley. 

I  accepted  her  invitation,  and  was  shown  into  a  neat 
little  parlor,  the  lady  taking  a  seat  at  the  window  to  act 
as  my  entertainer  until  the  return  of  the  general. 

“  If  I  mistake  not,”  she  said,  “  you  are  a  mount¬ 
aineer  ?” 

I  put  on  all  the  airs  possible,  and  replied,  “Yes, 
madam,  I  was  with  General  Ashley  when  he  first  went 
to  the  mountains.” 

Her  grace  and  affability  so  charmed  me  that  I  could 
not  fix  my  ideas  upon  all  the  remarks  she  addressed 
to  me.  I  was  conscious  I  was  not  showing  myself  off 
to  advantage,  and  she  kept  me  saying  “Yes,  madam” 
and  “No,  madam,”  without  any  correct  understanding 
of  the  appropriateness,  until  she  espied  the  general  ap¬ 
proaching. 

“Here  comes  the  general,”  the  lady  said;  “I  knew 
he  would  not  be  long  away.” 

Shortly  the  general  entered  the  lodge,  and  fixed  his 
eye  upon  me  in  an  instant,  at  the  same  time  whipping 
his  pantaloons  playfully  with  his  riding-whip. 

Rising  from  a  better  chair  than  the  whole  Crow  na¬ 
tion  possessed,  I  said,  without  ceremony,  “  How  do  you 
do,  general  ?” 

“Gracious  heavens!  is  this  you, Beckwourth ?”  and 
he  seized  my  hand  with  the  grip  of  a  vice,  and  nearly 
shook  off  my  scalp,  while  his  lady  laughed  heartily  at 
the  rough  salutation  of  two  old  mountaineers. 

“  My  dear,”  said  the  general,  “  let  me  introduce  you 
to  Mr.  Beckwourth,  of  whom  you  have  heard  me  so 
often  make  mention.  This  is  the  man  that  saved  my 
life  on  three  different  occasions  in  the  Rocky  Mount¬ 
ains  ;  had  it  not  been  for  our  visitor,  you  would  not 
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have  been  Mrs.  Ashley  at  this  moment.  But  you  look 
sickly,  James  ;  what  is  the  matter?” 

I  replied,  “I  had  been  confined  to  my  bed  since  my 
arrival  in  St.  Louis.” 

We  had  a  long  conversation  about  the  mountains  and 
my  residence  with  the  Crow  nation.  I  was  very  hos¬ 
pitably  entertained  by  my  former  commander  and  his 
amiable  lady,  and  when  I  left,  the  promise  was  ex¬ 
torted  from  me  to  make  repeated  calls  upon  them  so 
long  as  I  remained  in  the  city. 

About  the  latter  end  of  March  a  courier  arrived  from 
Fort  Cass,  bringing  tidings  of  a  most  alarming  charac¬ 
ter.  He  had  come  alone  through  all  that  vast  extent 
of  Indian  territory  without  being  molested.  It  seemed 
as  though  a  special  providence  had  shielded  him. 

He  found  me  in  the  theatre,  and  gave  me  a  hasty  re¬ 
hearsal  of  the  business.  It  seems  that  a  party  of  trap¬ 
pers,  who  had  heard  of  my  departure  for  St.  Louis,  hav¬ 
ing  fallen  in  with  a  number  of  Crows,  had  practiced 
upon  them  in  regard  to  me. 

“  Your  great  chief  is  gone  to  the  white  nation,”  said 
the  trapper  spokesman. 

“  Yes,  he  has  gone  to  see  his  friend,  the  great  white 
chief.” 

“And  you  will  never  see  him  again.” 

“Yes,  he  will  come  back  in  the  season  of  green 
grass.” 

“  No,  the  great  white  chief  has  killed  him.” 

“  Killed  him !” 

“Yes.” 

“  What  had  he  done  that  he  should  kill  him  ?” 

“  He  was  angry  because  he  left  the  whites  and  came 
to  live  with  the  Indians — because  he  fought  for  them.” 

It  is  the  greatest  wonder  in  the  world  that  every  one 
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of  the  trapper  party  did  not  lose  their  scalps  on  the 
spot.  If  the  Indians  had  had  any  prominent  leader 
among  them,  they  infallibly  would  have  been  all  killed, 
and  have  paid  the  penalty  of  their  mischievous  lying. 
Unfortunately  for  the  Crows,  they  believe  all  the  words 
of  a  white  man,  thinking  that  his  tongue  is  always 
straight.  These  trappers,  by  their  idle  invention,  had 
jeopardized  the  lives  of  all  the  white  men  in  the  mount¬ 
ains. 

The  Indians  said  no  more,,  but  dashed  off  to  the  vil¬ 
lage,  and  carried  the  news  of  my  death. 

“  How  do  you  know  that  he  is  dead  ?”  they  inquired. 

“  Because  the  whites  told  us  so,  and  their  tongues 
are  not  forked.  The  great  white  chief  was  angry  be¬ 
cause  he  staid  with  our  people,  and  he  killed  him.” 

A  council  was  immediately  held  to  decide  upon  meas¬ 
ures  of  vengeance.  It  was  determined  to  proceed  to 
the  fort  and  kill  every  white  man  there,  and  divide  all 
the  goods,  guns,  and  ammunition  among  themselves ; 
then  to  send  out  parties  in  every  direction,  and  make 
a  general  massacre  of  every  white  man.  Innumerable 
fingers  were  cut  off,  and  hair  without  measure,  in 
mourning  for  me ;  a  costly  sacrifice  was  then  made  to 
the  Great  Spirit,  and  the  nation  next  set  about  carry¬ 
ing  out  their  plans  of  vengeance. 

The*village  moved  toward  the  fort.  Many  were  op¬ 
posed  to  being  too  hasty,  but  all  agreed  that  their  de¬ 
cisions  should  be  acted  upon.  The  night  before  the 
village  reached  the  fort,  four  women  ran  on  in  advance 
of  the  village  to  acquaint  Mr.  Tulleck  of  the  sanguin¬ 
ary  intention  of  the  Crows.  Every  precaution  was 
taken  to  withstand  them — every  gun  was  loaded.  The 
village  arrived,  and,  contrary  to  all  precedent, ‘the  gates 
of  the  fort  were  closed. 
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The  savages  were  infuriated.  The  whites  had  heard 
of  the  death  of  the  Medicine  Calf,  and  had  closed  the 
gates  to  prevent  the  anticipated  vengeance.  The  in¬ 
mates  of  the  fort  were  in  imminent  peril ;  horror  was 
visible  on  their  countenances.  They  might  hold  their 
position  for  a  while,  but  an  investment  by  from  ten  to 
fifteen  thousand  savages  must  reduce  it  eventually. 
Tulleck  was  seated  on  the  fort  in  great  perplexity. 
Many  of  the  veteran  Crow  warriors  were  pacing  to  and 
fro  outside  the  inclosure.  Yellow  Belly  was  provi¬ 
sional  head  chief  during  my  absence.  Tulleck  called 
him  to  him. 

He  rode  up  and  inquired,  “What  is  the  matter? 
Why  are  your  gates  shut  against  us  ?” 

“I  had  a  dream  last  night,”  replied  Tulleck,  “and  my 
medicine  told  me  I  had  to  fight  my  own  people  to-day.” 

“Yes,  your  bird  told  you  truth;  he  did  not  lie. 
Your  chief  has  killed  the  Medicine  Calf,  and  we  are 
going  to  kill  you  all.” 

“But  the  Medicine  Calf  is  not  dead;  he  will  cer¬ 
tainly  come  back  again.” 

“  Yes,  he  is  dead.  The  whites  told  us  so,  and  they 
never  lie.  You  need  not  try  to  escape  by  saying  he  is 
not  dead,  for  we  will  not  believe  your  words.  You 
can  not  escape  us;  you  can  neither  dig  into  the  ground, 
nor  fly  into  the  air;  if  you  attempt  to  run,  I -will  put 
five  thousand  warriors  upon  your  trail,  and  follow  you 
to  the  white  chief :  even  there  you  shall  not  escape  us. 
We  have  loved  the  whites,  but  we  now  hate  them,  and 
we  are  all  angry.  You  have  but  little  meat  in  the 
fort,  and  I  know  it  ;  when  that  is  gone,  you  die.” 

My  son,  “little  Jim,”  was  standing  near  the  fort,  and 
Mr.  Tulleck  called  him  to  him.  The  child’s  answer 
was,  “Away!  you  smell  bloody !” 
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Mr.  Tulleck,  however,  induced  him  to  approach,  and 
said,  “Black  Panther,  I  have  always  loved  your  father, 
and  you,  and  all  the  warriors.  Have  I  ever  told  you 
a  lie  ?” 

“No.” 

“They  have  told  you  that  your  father  is  dead,  but 
they  have  lied ;  he  lives,  and  will  come  back  to  you. 
The  white  chief  has  not  killed  him.  My  words  are 
true.  Do  you  believe  your  friend,  and  the  friend  of 
your  father  ?” 

“Yes.  I  love  my  father;  he  is  a  great  chief.  When 
he  is  here,  I  feel  happy — I  feel  strong ;  but  if  he  is 
dead,  I  shall  never  feel  happy  any  more.  My  mother 
has  cried  four  suns  for  him,  and  tells  me  I  shall  see 
him  no  more,  which  makes  me  cry.” 

“Your  father  shall  come  back,  my  son,  if  you  will 
listen  to  what  I  now  say  to  you.” 

“I  will  listen.” 

“  Go,  then,  and  ask  Yellow  Belly  to  grant  me  time 
to  send  for  your  father  to  the  country  of  the  white  men, 
and  if  he  be  not  here  by  the  time  the  cherries  shall 
have  turned  red,  I  will  then  lay  down  my  head,  and 
you  may  cut  it  off,  and  the  warriors  may  kill  us  all, 
for  we  will  not  fight  against  them.  Go  and  tell  the 
chief  that  he  must  grant  what  I  have  told  you  for  your 
sake,  and  if  he  does  not  listen  to  you,  you  will  never 
see  your  father  any  more.  Go!” 

The  child  accordingly  went  to  Yellow  Belly,  and 
begged  him  to  grant  one  request.  The  chief,  suppos¬ 
ing  that  he  was  about  to  request  permission  to  kill  a 
particular  man  at  the  fort,  said,  “  Certainly,  my  son ; 
any  request  you  make  shall  be  granted.  Speak !  what 
is  it  ?” 

The  child  then  informed  Yellow  Belly  what  the 
R  2 
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Crane  had  said — that  he  would  have  his  father  back 
by  the  time  the  cherries  turned  red,  or  that  he  would 
suffer  his  head  to  be  cut  off,  and  deliver  up  his  whites 
to  the  Crows,  and  would  not  fight. 

“It  shall  be  so,  my  son,”  Yellow  Belly  assented; 
“  go  and  tell  the  Crane  to  send  for  your  father,  for  not 
a  warrior  shall  follow  the  trail  of  the  white  runner,  or 
even  look  upon  it.  If  he  does  as  he  says,  the  whites 
shall  all  live ;  if  he  fails,  they  shall  all  die.  Now  go 
and  harangue  the  people,  and  tell  all  the  warriors  that 
the  Crane  is  going  to  send  for  your  father,  and  the  war¬ 
rior  who  follows  the  runner’s  trail  shall  die.  Yellow 
Belly  has  said  it.” 

He  mounted  a  horse,  and  did  as  the  chief  had  di¬ 
rected. 

Joseph  Pappen  volunteered  to  deliver  the  message  to 
me:  it  was  encountering  a  fearful  hazard.  His  induce¬ 
ment  was  a  bonus  of  one  thousand  dollars. 

The  morning  following  the  receipt  of  this  intelli¬ 
gence  I  saw  Mr.  Chouteau,  who  was  in  receipt  of  a  let¬ 
ter  from  Mr.  Tulleck  by  the  same  messenger.  He  was 
in  great  uneasiness  of  mind.  There  was  over  one  hund¬ 
red  thousand  dollars’  worth  of  goods  in  the  fort,  and  he 
urged  me  to  start  without  delay.  The  distance  from 
St.  Louis  was  estimated  at  two  thousand  seven  hund¬ 
red  and  fifty  miles,  and  the  safety  of  the  men  rendered 
the  greatest  expedition  necessary.  Any  sum  I  might 
ask  would  be  willingly  paid  me. 

“Go!”  said  he;  “engage  as  many  men  as  you  wish; 
purchase  all  the  horses  you  require :  we  will  pay  the 
bills.”  He  also  furnished  me  with  instructions  to  all 
the  agents  on  the  way  to  provide  me  with  whatever  I 
inquired  for.  The  price  I  demanded  for  my  services 
was  five  thousand  dollars,  which  was,  without  scruple, 
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allowed  me.  I  hired  two  men  to  accompany  me  (Pap- 
pen  being  one),  to  whom  I  gave  fifteen  hundred  and 
one  thousand  dollars  respectively. 

Our  horses  being  procured,  and  every  necessary 
supplied  us,  away  we  started  upon  our  journey,  which 
occupied  us  fifty-three  days,  as  the  traveling  was  bad. 
Our  last  resting-place  was  Fort  Clarke.  Thence  we 
struck  directly  across  through  a  hostile  Indian  coun¬ 
try,  arriving  in  safety  within  hailing  distance  of  the 
fort  before  the  cherries  were  ripe,  although  they  were 
very  near  it. 

I  rested  on  a  gentle  rise  of  ground  to  contemplate 
the  mass  of  people  I  saw  before  me.  There  they  lay, 
in  their  absorbing  devotedness  to  their  absent  chief; 
day  and  night,  for  long  months,  they  had  staid  by 
that  wooden  inclosure,  watching  for  my  return,  or  to 
take  fearful  vengeance  upon  their  prey.  They  had 
loved  the  whites,  but  those  whites  had  now  killed  their 
chief  because  he  had  returned  to  his  own  people  to 
fight  for  his  kindred  and  nation — the  chief  who  had 
loved  them  much,  and  made  them  rich  and  strong. 
They  were  now  feared  by  their  enemies,  and  respected 
by  all ;  their  prairies  were  covered  with  thousands  of 
horses,  and  their  lodges  were  full  of  the  wealth  derived 
from  the  whites.  For  this  the  white  chief  had  killed 
him,  and  a  war  of  extermination  was  denounced  against 
them.  The  fort  and  its  inmates  were  within  their 
grasp;  if  the  Crane  would  redeem  his  pledge  and  pro¬ 
duce  their  missing  chief,  all  were  well ;  but  if  the  ap¬ 
pointed  time  passed  by,  and  he  were  not  forthcoming, 
it  was  fearful  to  contemplate  the  vengeance  they  would 
inflict. 

When  I  thought  of  those  contemptible  wretches, 
who,  merely  to  wanton  with  the  faith  that  the  artless 
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savages  reposed  in  them,  could  fabricate  a  lie,  and 
arouse  all  this  impending  danger,  I  felt  that  a  death  at 
the  stake  would  not  transcend  their  deserts. 

I  put  my  horse  into  speed,  and  rode  in  among  the 
Indians.  I  made  the  usual  salutation  on  arriving  be¬ 
fore  them,  and,  riding  through  their  ranks  sullenly, 
I  repeated  two  or  three  times,  “ I  am  angry!”  Every 
eye  was  turned  on  me,  but  not  a  warrior  stirred ;  the 
women  seized  their  children  and  ran  into  lodges.  The 
Medicine  Calf  had  arrived,  but  he  was  angry. 

I  advanced  to  the  strong  and  well-secured  gate  of 
the  fort,  and  struck  it  a  heavy  blow  with  my  battle- 
axe.  ‘  ‘  Halloo,  boys !  ”  I  shouted ;  ‘  ‘  open  your  gate,  and 
admit  a  friend.” 

‘  ‘  Jim  Beckwourth !  By  heavens,  Jim  Beckwourth !  ” 
was  repeated  from  tongue  to  tongue.  The  gates  flew 
open  upon  their  massive  hinges,  and,  as  I  rode  through, 
I  said,  “Leave  the  gates  open, boys;  there  is  no  longer 
danger.” 

I  exchanged  but  a  few  words  with  Mr.  Tulleck,  as 
I  had  a  difficult  business  before  me.  The  people  I 
had  to  mollify  were  subject  to  strange  caprices,  and  I 
had  not  resolved  what  policy  to  adopt  toward  them. 

I  went  and  sat  down  sullenly,  hanging  my  head  so 
low  that  my  chin  rested  upon  my  breast :  this  was  a  to¬ 
ken  of  my  great  displeasure.  The  braves  came  round 
me  slowly.  My  wives  all  formed  themselves  in  a  cir¬ 
cular  line,  and  marched  round  me,  each  one  pausing  as 
she  passed  to  place  her  hand  on  the  back  of  my  neck. 

The  brave  old  Yellow  Belly  was  the  first  one  to 
speak,  and  what  he  said  was  to  the  purpose. 

“  What  is  the  matter  with  our  chief?”  he  inquired ; 
“  who  has  angered  the  Medicine  Calf?” 

“Did  I  not  tell  you,”  I  said,  “that  I  left  you  in 
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charge  of  the  Crane  and  these  other  whites  during  my 
absence  ?  And  what  do  I  behold  on  my  return  ?” 

“Yes,  I  told  you  I  would  take  care  of  the  Crane 
and  these  other  whites  while  you  were  gone,  and  I  have 
done  so.  My  warriors  have  killed  buffalo  for  them  to 
eat,  and  our  women  have  brought  them  wood  and  wa¬ 
ter  for  their  use,  and  they  are  all  alive.  Look !  Yon¬ 
der  is  the  Crane ;  and  his  white  people  are  all  with 
him — are  they  dead  ?” 

“  No ;  but  you  intended  to  kill  them.” 

“  Yes ;  but  listen :  if  you  had  not  returned  before 
the  cherries  turned  red,  we  should  have  killed  them  all, 
and  every  other  white  man  besides  that  we  could  have 
found  in  the  Am-ma-ha-bas  (Rocky  Mountains).  Now 
hear  what  I  have  to  say  : 

“  Suppose  I  am  now  going  to  war,  or  I  am  going  to 
die.  I  come  to  you  and  say,  ‘  My  friend,  I  am  going 
to  die  yonder ;  I  want  you  to  be  a  kind  friend  to  my 
children,  and  protect  them  after  I  depart  for  the  land 
of  the  Great  Spirit.’  I  go  out  and  die.  My  wives 
come  to  you  with  their  fingers  cut  off,  their  hair  gone, 
and  the  warm  blood  pouring  from  their  bodies.  They 
are  crying  mournfully,  and  your  heart  pities  them. 
Among  the  children  is  a  son  in  whom  you  behold  the 
image  of  your  friend  who  is  no  more.  The  mother  of 
that  child  you  know  to  be  good  and  virtuous.  You 
have  seen  her  triumphant  entry  into  the  medicine  lodge, 
where  you  have  beheld  so  many  cut  to  pieces  in  at¬ 
tempting  the  same.  You  say,  Here  is  the  virtuous 
wife  of  my  friend;  she  is  beloved  and  respected  by 
the  whole  nation.  She  asks  you  to  revenge  her  loss 
— the  loss  that  has  deprived  her  of  her  husband  and 
the  child  of  its  father.  In  such  a  case,  what  would  you 
do?  Speak!” 
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“  I  should  certainly  take  my  warriors,”  I  replied, 
“and  go  and  avenge  your  loss.” 

“  That  is  just  what  I  was  going  to  do  for  your  rel¬ 
atives,  friends,  and  nation.  Now  punish  me  if  I  have 
done  wrong.” 

I  had  nothing  to  say  in  answer,  and  my  head  again 
fell — the  spell  was  not  yet  broken.  The  Crow  Belt, 
an  old  and  crafty  brave,  whispered  to  a  young  warrior, 
who  rose  in  silence,  and  immediately  left  the  fort. 

Mrs.  Tulleck  shortly  presented  herself,  and  com¬ 
menced  tantalizing  the  Crows. 

“  What  are  your  warriors  waiting  for,  who  have  been 
thirsting  so  many  suns  to  kill  the  whites  ?  You  have 
been  brave  for  a  long  while ;  where  is  all  your  bravery 
now?  The  gates  are  set  wide  open,  and  only  three 
have  joined  the  few  whites  whom  you  thirsted  to  kill ; 
why  don’t  you  begin  ?  What  are  you  afraid  of?” 

She  continued  in  this  aggravating  strain,  the  war¬ 
riors  hearing  it  all,  although  they  did  not  appear  to  no¬ 
tice  her.  The  woman’s  voice  was  agreeably  relieved 
by  tones  uttered  outside  the  gate,  which  at  that  mo¬ 
ment  fell  upon  my  ear,  and  which  I  readily  recognized 
as  the  voice  of  Pine  Leaf.  She  was  haranguing  her 
warriors  in  an  animated  manner,  and  delivering  what, 
in  civilized  life,  would  be  called  her  valedictory  ad¬ 
dress. 

“Warriors!”  she  said,  “I  am  now  about  to  make 
a  great  sacrifice  for  my  people.  For  many  winters  I 
have  been  on  the  war-path  with  you ;  I  shall  tread  that 
path  no  more ;  you  have  now  to  fight  the  enemy  with¬ 
out  me.  When  I  laid  down  my  needle  and  my  beads, 
and  took  up  the  battle-axe  and  the  lance,  my  arm  was 
weak  ;  but  few  winters  had  passed  over  my  head.  My 
brother  had  been  killed  by  the  enemy,  and  was  gone 
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to  the  hunting-ground  of  the  Great  Spirit.  I  saw  him 
in  my  dreams.  He  would  beckon  for  his  sister  tp 
come  to  him.  It  was  my  heart’s  desire  to  go  to  him* 
but  I  wished  first  to  become  a  warrior,  that  I  might 
avenge  his  death  upon  his  foes  before  I  went  away. 

“  I  said  I  would  kill  one  hundred  foes  before  I  mar¬ 
ried  any  living  man.  I  have  more  than  kept  my  word, 
as  our  great  chief  and  medicine  men  can  tell  you.  As 
my  arm  increased  in  strength,  the  enemy  learned  to 
fear  me.  I  have  accomplished  the  task  I  set  before 
me ;  henceforward  I  leave  the  war-paths  of  my  people ; 
I  have  fought  my  last  battle,  and  hurled  my  last  lance ; 
I  am  a  warrior  no  more. 

“  To-day  the  Medicine  Calf  has  returned.  He  has 
returned  angry  at  the  follies  of  his  people,  and  they 
fear  that  he  will  again  leave  them.  They  believe  that 
he  loves  me,  and  that  my  devotion  to  him  will  attach 
him  to  the  nation.  I  therefore  bestow  myself  upon 
him  ;  perhaps  he  will  be  contented  with  me,  and  will 
leave  us  no  more.  Warriors,  farewell!” 

She  then  entered  the  fort,  and  said,  “  Sparrowhawks, 
one  who  has  followed  you  for  many  winters  is  about 
to  leave  your  war-path  forever.  When  have  you  seen 
Bar-chee-am-pe  shrink  from  the  charge  ?  You  have  seen 
her  lance  red  with  the  blood  of  the  enemy  more  than 
ten  times  ten.  You  know  what  her  vow  was,  and  you 
know  she  has  kept  her  word.  Many  of  you  have  tried 
to  make  her  break  her  word,  which  you  knew  she  had 
passed  to  the  Great  Spirit  when  she  lost  her  brother. 
But  you  found  that,  though  a  woman,  she  had  the 
heart  of  a  warrior. 

“  Do  not  turn  your  heads,  but  listen.  You  have 
seen  that  a  woman  can  keep  her  word.  During  the 
many  winters  that  I  have  followed  you  faithfully  in 
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the  war-path,  you  have  refused  to  let  me  into  the  war¬ 
path  secret,  although  you  tell  it  to  striplings  on  their 
second  excursion.  It  was  unfair  that  I  could  not  know 
it ;  that  I  must  be  sent  away  with  the  women  and  chil¬ 
dren,  when  the  secret  was  made  known  to  those  one- 
battle  braves.  If  you  had  seen  fit  to  tell  it  to  me,  it 
would  have  been  secret  until  my  death.  But  let  it  go ; 
I  care  no  farther  for  it. 

“Iam  about  to  sacrifice  what  I  have  always  chosen 
to  preserve — my  liberty.  The  back  of  my  steed  has 
been  my  lodge  and  my  home.  On  his  back,  armed 
with  my  lance  and  battle-axe,  I  knew  no  fear.  The 
medicine  chief,  when  fighting  by  my  side,  has  display¬ 
ed  a  noble  courage  and  a  lofty  spirit,  and  he  won  from 
my  heart,  what  no  other  warrior  has  ever  won,  the 
promise  to  marry  him  when  my  vow  was  fulfilled.  He 
has  done  much  for  our  people ;  he  has  fought  their  en¬ 
emies,  and  spilled  his  blood  for  them.  When  I  shall 
become  his  wife,  I  shall  be  fond  and  faithful  to  him. 
My  heart  feels  pure  before  the  Great  Spirit  and  the  sun. 
When  I  shall  be  no  more  on  the  war-path,  obey  the 
voice  of  the  Medicine  Calf,  and  you  will  grow  strong¬ 
er  and  stronger ;  we  shall  continue  a  great  and  a  hap¬ 
py  people,  and  he  will  leave  us  no  more.  I  have  done.” 

She  then  approached  me,  every  eye  being  intently 
fixed  upon  her.  She  placed  her  hand  under  my  chin, 
and  lifted  my  head  forcibly  up.  “  Look  at  me,”  she 
said ;  “I  know  that  your  heart  is  crying  for  the  fol¬ 
lies  of  the  people.  But  let  it  cry  no  more.  I  know 
you  have  ridden  day  and  night  to  keep  us  from  evil. 
You  have  made  us  strong,  and  your  desire  is  to  pre¬ 
serve  us  strong.  Now  stay  at  home  with  us ;  you  will 
not  be  obliged  to  go  to  war  more  than  twice  in  twelve 
moons.  And  now,  my  friend,  I  am  yours  after  you 
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have  so  long  been  seeking,  me.  I  believe  you  love  me, 
for  you  have  often  told  me  you  did,  and  I  believe  you 
have  not  a  forked  tongue.  Our  lodge  shall  be  a  hap¬ 
py  one ;  and  when  you  depart  to  the  happy  hunting- 
ground,  I  will  be  already  there  to  welcome  you.  This 
day  I  become  your  wile — Bar-chee-am-pe  is  a  warrior 
no  more.” 

This  relieved  me  of  my  melancholy.  I  shook  the 
braves  by  the  hand  all  round,  and  narrated  much  of 
my  recent  adventures  to  them.  When  I  came  to  my 
danger  in  the  A-rick-a-ra  country,  they  were  almost 
boiling  with  wrath,  and  asked  my  permission  to  go  and 
exterminate  them. 

Pine  Leaf  left  the  fort  with  my  sisters  to  go  and 
dress  for  the  short  marriage  ceremony.  She  had  so 
long  worn  the  war  costume  that  female  apparel  seem¬ 
ed  hardly  to  become  her ;  she  returned  so  transformed 
in  appearance  that  the  beholder  could  scarcely  recog¬ 
nize  her  for  the  same  person. 

When  I  visited  her  lodge  in  the  evening  I  found  her 
dressed  like  a  queen,  with  a  lodge  full  of  her  own  and 
my  relatives  to  witness  the  nuptials.  She  was  natural¬ 
ly  a  pensive,  deep-thinking  girl ;  her  mind  seemed  ab¬ 
sorbed  in  some  other  object  than  worldly  matters.  It 
might  be  that  her  continual  remembrance  of  her  broth¬ 
er’s  early  fall  had  tinged  her  mind  with  melancholy, 
or  it  might  be  constitutional  to  her ;  but  for  an  Indian 
girl  she  had  more  of  that  winning  grace,  more  of  those 
feminine  blandishments — in  short,  she  approached  near¬ 
er  to  our  ideal  of  a  woman  than  her  savage  birth  and 
breed  would  seem  to  render  possible. 

This  was  my  last  marriage  in  the  Crow  nation.  Pine 
Leaf,  the  pride  and  admiration  of  her  people,  was  no 
longer  the  dauntless  and  victorious  warrior,  the  aveng- 
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er  of  the  fall  of  her  brother. .  She  retired  from  the  field 
of  her  glory,  and  became  the  affectionate  wife  of  the 
Medicine  Calf. 

The  difficulty  being  now  entirely  removed,  we  quit¬ 
ted  our  encampment,  and  went  on  a  hunting  excursion. 
We  were  away  but  a  few  days,  and  then  returned  to 
the  fort.  One  morning  it  was  discovered  a  large  drove 
of  horses  was  missing.  A  party  was  dispatched  along 
the  trail,  which  conducted  them  precisely  the  same  route 
they  took  before.  I  raised  a  party,  and  again  struck 
across  the  Mussel  Shell,  and,  finding  I  was  before  the 
fugitives,  I  secreted  my  warriors  as  before.  We  had 
waited  but  a  few  moments,  when  I  saw  the  enemy 
emerge  from  the  pines,  not  more  than  a  mile  distant. 
Pine  Leaf  and  my  little  wife  were  with  me.  My  new 
bride,  as  she  saw  the  enemy  approach,  lost  all  recollec¬ 
tion  of  her  new  character ;  her  eye  assumed  its  former 
martial  fire,  and,  had  she  had  her  former  war  equip¬ 
ments,  beyond  all  doubt  she  would  have  joined  in  the 
dash  upon  the  foe. 

The  pursued,  which  was  a  party  of  Black  Feet,  were 
hard  pressed  by  their  pursuers  in  the  rear,  but  very 
shortly  they  were  harder  pushed  in  the  van.  When 
within  proper  distance,  I  gave  the  word  Hoo-ki-hi 
(charge),  and  every  Black  Foot  instantly  perished.  So 
sudden  was  our  attack,  they  had  not  time  to  fire  a  gun. 
I  struck  down  one  man,  and,  looking  round  for  another 
to  ride  at,  I  found  they  were  all  dead.  The  pursuers 
did  not  arrive  in  time  to  participate  in  the  fight.  We 
took  thirty-eight  scalps,  and  recovered  one  thousand 
horses,  with  which  we  returned  to  the  fort.  This  was 
my  last  battle  in  the  Crow  nation;  the  scalp  I  relieved 
the  Black  Foot  of  was  the  last  I  ever  took  for  them. 

Before  my  sudden  recall  from  St.  Louis  I  had  enter- 
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ed  into  negotiations  which  I  now  felt  I  would  like  to 
complete.  I  had  informed  the  Crows,  after  my  mar¬ 
riage  with  Pine  Leaf,  that  I  must  return  to  the  coun¬ 
try  of  the  whites,  as  they  had  called  me  away  before  I 
had  had  time  to  finish  my  business.  When  the  boats 
were  ready  to  go  down  stream  I  stepped  on  board,  and 
proceeded  as  far  as  Port  Union.  Previous  to  depart¬ 
ing,  I  informed  the  Crows  that  I  should  be  back  in  four 
seasons,  as  I  at  that  time  supposed  I  should.  I  told 
them  to  credit  no  reports  of  my  death,  for  they  were 
all  false;  the  whites  would  never  kill  me.  Pine  Leaf 
inquired  if  I  would  certainly  come  back.  I  assured  her 
that,  if  life  was  preserved  to  me,  I  would.  I  had  been 
married  but  five  weeks  when  I  left,  and  I  have  never 
seen  her  since. 

I  was  disappointed  in  my  expectation  of  entering  into 
a  satisfactory  engagement  to  the  agent  of  the  company, 
so  I  kept  on  to  St.  Louis.  In  good  truth,  I  was  tired 
of  savage  life  under  any  aspect.  I  knew  that,  if  I  re¬ 
mained  with  them,  it  would  be  war  and  carnage  to  the 
end  of  the  chapter,  and  my  mind  sickened  at  the  rep¬ 
etition  of  such  scenes.  Savage  life  admits  of  no  re¬ 
pose  to  the  man  who  desires  to  retain  the  character  of 
a  great  brave ;  there  is  no  retiring  upon  your  laurels. 
I  could  have  become  a  pipe-man,  but  I  did  not  like  to 
descend  to  that ;  and,  farther,  I  could  not  reconcile  my¬ 
self  to  a  life  of  inactivity.  Pine  Leaf  and  my  little  wife 
would  have  excited  their  powers  of  pleasing  to  procure 
me  happiness ;  but  I  felt  I  was  not  doing  justice  to  my¬ 
self  to  relapse  irretrievably  into  barbarism. 

It  certainly  grieved  me  to  leave  a  people  who  reposed 
so  much  trust  in  me,  and  with  whom  I  had  been  asso¬ 
ciated  so  long ;  and,  indeed,  could  I  have  made  an  en¬ 
gagement  with  the  American  Fur  Company,  as  I  had 
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hoped  to  do,  I  should  have  redeemed  my  promise  to 
the  Crows,  and  possibly  have  finished  my  days  with 
them.  But,  being  mistaken  in  my  calculations,  I  was 
led  on  to  scenes  wilder  and  still  more  various,  yet  dig¬ 
nified  with  the  name  of  greater  utility,  because  asso¬ 
ciated  with  the  interests  of  civilization. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

Return  to  St.  Louis. — Interview  with  General  Gaines. — The  Mule¬ 
teers’  Company. — Departure  for  Florida. — Wreck  of  the  “  Maid  of 
New  York.” — Arrival  at  Fort  Brooke. — Tampa  Bay. — Bearer  of  Dis¬ 
patches  to  General  Jessup. — Battle  of  O-ke-cho-be. — Anecdotes  and 
Incidents. 

I  had  speedy  passage  to  St.  Louis,  and  arrived  there 
after  an  absence  of  five  months.  I  mentioned  that  I 
had  left  some  business  unsettled  at  the  time  of  my  sud¬ 
den  leave.  This  was  none  other  than  an  affair  matri¬ 
monial  ;  but  on  my  return  I  had  some  misunderstand¬ 
ing  with  my  fair  dulcinea,  and  the  courtship  dropped  * 
through. 

At  this  time  the  Florida  war  was  unfinished.  Gen¬ 
eral  Gaines  was  in  St.  Louis  for  the  purpose  of  rais¬ 
ing  a  company  of  men  familiar  with  Indian  habits. 
Mr.  Sublet  had  spoken  to  him  about  me,  and  had.  rec¬ 
ommended  me  as  being  particularly  well  acquainted 
with  Indian  life.  The  general  sent  a  request  that  I 
would  call  upon  him  at  his  quarters.  I  went  accord¬ 
ingly,  and  was  introduced  by  Sublet. 

The  general  inquired  of  me  how  I  would  like  to  go  to 
Florida  to  fight  the  Indians.  I  replied  that  I  had  seen 
so  much  of  Indian  warfare  during  the  last  sixteen 
years  that  I  was  about  tired  of  it,  and  did  not  want  to 
engage  in  it  again,  at  least  for  the  present.  He  re- 
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marked  that  there  was  a  good  opportunity  there  for 
renovm.  He  wished,  he  said,  to  raise  a  company  which 
would  go  down  as  muleteers ;  that  their  duties  would 
be  light,  and  so  on  through  the  stereotyped  benefits  pe¬ 
culiar  to  a  soldier’s  life. 

Sublet  recommended  me  to  engage.  Florida,  he 
said,  was  a  delightful  country,  and  I  should  find  a  wide 
difference  between  the  cold  region  of  the  Rocky  Mount¬ 
ains  and  the  genial  and  salubrious  South. 

The  general  then  inquired  if  I  could  not  raise  a  com¬ 
pany  of  mountain-boys  to  go  with  me.  I  replied  that 
I  thought  I  could,  or  that,  at  any  rate,  I  would  make 
the  effort. 

The  trapping  business  was  unusually  dull  at  that 
time,  and  there  were  plenty  of  unoccupied  men  in  the 
city  ready  to  engage  in  any  enterprise.  I  went  among 
my  acquaintance,  and  soon  collected  a  company  of  six¬ 
ty-four  men.  I  went  and  reported  my  success  to  the 
general.  He  wished  to  see  the  men.  I  brought  them 
all  forward,  and  had  their  names  enrolled.  I  was  ap¬ 
pointed  captain  of  the  company,  with  three  lieutenants 
elected  from  the  men. 

On  the  ninth  day  of  my  stay  in  St.  Louis,  we  went 
on  board  a  steamer  going  down  stream,  and  were  quick¬ 
ly  on  our  way  to  the  Seminole  country.  We  had  a 
delightful  journey  to  New  Orleans,  where  we  were  de¬ 
tained  five  days  in  waiting  for  a  vessel  to  transport  us 
to  the  fields  of  “renown.”  While  waiting  in  New 
Orleans  I  fell  in  with  several  old  acquaintances,  who 
gave  me  an  elegant  parting  dinner.  I  then  sported  the 
commission  of  captain  in  the  service  of  Uncle  Sam. 

Our  vessel,  the  Maid  of  New  York,  Captain  Can-, 
being  at  length  ready  for  sea,  my  soldiers,  with  their 
horses,  were  taken  on  board,  and  we  set  sail  for  Tam- 
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pa  Bay.  I  now,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  saw  salt 
water,  and  the  sickness  it  produced  in  me  led  me  to 
curse  General  Gaines,  and  the  trappings  of  war  to  boot. 
Our  vessel  stranded  on  a  reef,  and  there  she  remained 
snug  enough,  all  efforts  to  dislodge  her  proving  fruit¬ 
less.  There  was  one  small  island  in  sight  to  leeward; 
in  every  other  direction  there  was  nothing  visible  but 
the  heaving  ocean.  Wreckers,  who  seemed  to  rise  from 
the  sea-foam,  flocked  instantly  around  us,  and  were  re¬ 
ceived  by  our  captain  with  a  ready  volley  of  nautical 
compliment.  The  vessel  had  settled  deeply  into  a  bed 
of  sand  and  rock ;  the  water  was  rapidly  gaining  in 
her  hold,  and  my  commission,  together  with  my  gal¬ 
lant  companions  in  arms,  seemed,  at  that  moment,  to 
have  a  slim  chance  of  ever  serving  our  respected  uncle 
in  the  “fields  of  renown.”  I  ascended  the  rigging  to 
take  a  survey  of  the  country.  Many  a  time  an  eleva¬ 
ted  prospect  had  delivered  me  from  difficulties,  if  dis¬ 
similar,  yet  not  less  imminent,  than  those  that  now 
menaced  me.  Still  I  felt  that,  could  those  ratlines  I 
was  now  ascending  be  transformed  into  the  back  of 
my  Indian  war-steed,  this  ocean  be  replaced  with  a 
prairie,  and  that  distant  speck  which  they  called  an 
island  be  transmuted  into  a  buffalo,  I  would  give  my 
chance  of  a  major-generalship  in  purchase  of  the  change ; 
for  the  sensations  of  hunger  I  began  to  feel  were  un¬ 
comfortably  acute,  and  I  saw  no  immediate  prospect 
of  alleviating  the  pain.  Suddenly  I  saw  a  long  line 
of  black  smoke,  which  I  thought  must  be  from  a  prai¬ 
rie  fire.  I  reported  my  discovery  to  the  captain,  and 
he  hoisted  our  colors  at  half-mast,  to  signal  for  assist¬ 
ance.  A  small  steamer  came  in  sight,  and  made  to¬ 
ward  us,  and  finally  ranged  up  under  our  stem.  She 
took  off  all  my  men  except  myself  and  twelve  others. 
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I  wrote  to  the  commandant  at  Tampa  Bay  to  inform 
him  of  our  situation,  and  asking  him  for  immediate  as¬ 
sistance.  After  twelve  days’  stay  on  the  reef,  two 
small  brigs  came  out  to  us,  and  received  on  board  our¬ 
selves,  with  our  horses  and  forage,  conveying  us  to 
Tampa  Bay,  where  they  cast  anchor.  Major  Bryant 
sent  for  me  to  his  quarters,  and  I  forthwith  presented 
myself  before  him. 

This  officer  gave  me  a  very  cordial  welcome,  congrat¬ 
ulating  the  service  on  having  an  experienced  mount¬ 
aineer,  and  saying  several  other  very  complimentary 
things.  At  length  he  said,  “  Captain  Beckwourth,  I 
wish  to  open  a  communication  between  this  port  and 
the  head-quarters  of  Colonel  Jessup,  distant  about  one 
hundred  miles.  I  have  received  no  dispatches  from 
there,  although  nine  couriers  have  been  dispatched  by 
Colonel  Taylor.” 

I  replied,  “  Sir,  I  have  no  knowledge  of  the  coun¬ 
try  ;  I  know  nothing  of  its  roads  or  trails,  the  situa¬ 
tion  of  its  posts,  nor  do  I  so  much  as  know  the  posi¬ 
tion  of  Colonel  Jessup’s  command.  To  attempt  to 
convey  dispatches  while  so  little  prepared  to  keep  out 
of  harm’s  way,  I  very  much  fear,  would  be  to  again 
disappoint  the  service  in  the  delivery  of  its  messages, 
and  to  afford  the  Seminoles  an  additional  scalp  to  those 
they  have  alrekdy  taken.” 

He  pooh-poohed  my  objections.  “  A  man,  ”  said  Ma¬ 
jor  Bryant,  “  who  has  fought  the  Indians  in  the  Rocky 
Mountains  the  number  of  years  that  you  have,  will  find 
no  difficulty  here  in  Florida.” 

“  Well,”  I  assented,  “  furnish  me  with  the  bearings 
of  the  country,  and  direct  me  to  the  colonel’s  camp, 
and  I  will  do  my  best  to  reach  there.” 

Accordingly,  the  major  furnished  me  with  all  the 
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necessary  instructions,  and  I  started  alone  on  my  er¬ 
rand. 

It  was  my  acquired  habit  never  to  travel  along  any 
beaten  path  or  open  trail,  but  rather  to  give  such  road 
a  wide  berth,  and  take  the  chances  of  the  open  coun¬ 
try.  I  observed  my  invariable  custom  on  this  occa¬ 
sion,  merely  keeping  in  view  the  bearings  of  the  posi¬ 
tion  I  was  steering  for.  I  started  from  Major  Bry¬ 
ant’s  post  about  sunrise,  and  reached  the  colonel’s 
head-quarters  at  nightfall  the  following  day.  I  pass¬ 
ed  through  the  camp  without  seeing  it ;  but  the  sound 
of  a  bugle  falling  on  my  ear,  I  tacked  about,  and  final¬ 
ly  alighted  upon  it. 

As  I  rode  up  I  was  hailed  by  a  sentinel, 

“  Who  come  dere  ?” 

“An  express.” 

“  Vat  you  vant  in  dish  camp?” 

“  I  wish  to  see  Colonel  Jessup.  Call  the  officer  of 
the  guard.” 

“Vat  for  you  come  from  dat  way  vere  ish  de  Schimy- 
noles  ?” 

“  Call  your  officer  of  the  guard,”  said  I,  impatiently. 

The  officer  of  the  guard  at  length  appeared. 

“  What  are  you  here  again  for  ?”  he  inquired  of  me. 

“I  wish  to  see  the  commanding  officer,”  I  replied. 

“Yes,  you  are  always  wishing  to  sed  the  command¬ 
ing  officer,”  he  said ;  “  but  he  will  not  be  troubled 
with  you  much  longer ;  he  will  soon  commence  hang- 
ing  you  all.” 

“  I  demand  to  be  shown  to  the  commanding  officer, 
sir,”  I  reiterated. 

“  Who  are  you,  then  ?” 

“Iam  a  bearer  of  dispatches.” 

“  Give  them  to  me.” 
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“  I  was  not  instructed  to  give  them  to  you.  I  shall 
not  do  it,  sir.” 

“  I  believe  you  came  from  the  Seminoles ;  you  came 
from  that  direction.” 

“  You  believe  wrong,  sir.  Will  you  show  me  to 
Colonel  Jessup,  or  will  you  not  ?” 

This  very  cautious  officer  of  the  guard  then  went  to 
the  marquee  of  the  colonel,  and  addressed  him:  “  Here 
is  another  of  those  Seminoles,  sir,  who  says  he  has  dis¬ 
patches  for  you.  What  shall  I  do  with  him  ?” 

The  colonel  came  out,  and  eyed  me  scfutinizingly. 

“  Have  you  brought  dispatches  for  me  ?”  he  inquired. 

“  I  have,  sir.” 

“  From  where  ?” 

“From  Tampa  Bay,  sir.” 

“  He  came  from  the  Seminoles,  colonel,”  interposed 
the  officer  of  the  guard. 

“  You  are  mistaken  again,  sir,”  I  said,  giving  him 
the  look  of  a  Crow  in  the  midst  of  a  battle  ;  for  I  was 
not  yet  hireling  enough  not  to  feel  aggravated  at  being 
called  by  implication  a  liar. 

“  Let  me  see  your  dispatches,”  said  the  colonel. 

I  handed  him  the  documents ;  he  took  them,  and 
passed  into  his  tent. 

This  did  not  suit  me.  I  resolved  to  return  instant¬ 
ly.  I  had  not  been  treated  with  common  civility ;  no 
inquiries  had  been  made  about  my  appetite ;  I  was 
not  even  invited  to  alight  from  my  horse.  I  had  nei¬ 
ther  eaten  nor  slept  since  I  left  Tampa  Bay.  I  was 
on  the  point  of  turning  my  horse’s  head,  secretly  re¬ 
solving  that  these  were  the  last  dispatches  I  would 
bear  in  that  direction,  when  the  colonel  called, 

“Captain  Beckwourth,  alight!  alight,  sir,  and  come 
into  my  quarters.  Orderly,  have  Captain  Beckwourth's 
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horse  taken  immediate  care  of.  You  must  he  hungry, 
captain.” 

“  What  I  need  most  now  is  sleep,”  I  said;  “  let  me 
have  a  little  repose,  and  then  I  shall  feel  refreshed,  and 
will  not  refuse  to  sit  down  to  a  meal.” 

The  colonel  bowed  assent,  and,  raising  a  canvas 
door,  pointed  out  to  me  a  place  for  repose,  at  the  same 
time  promising  me  I  should  not  be  disturbed.  When 
I  awoke,  I  presented  myself,  and  was  regaled  with  a 
good  substantial  supper.  This  recruited  me,  and  I  was 
again  fit  for  service. 

The  colonel  made  many  inquiries  of  my  past  serv¬ 
ice.  Major  Bryant  had  made  very  favorable  mention 
of  me  in  his  dispatches,  which  seemed  to  have  inspired 
quite  an  interest  in  the  colonel’s  mind.  He  asked  me 
if  I  was  a  native  of  Florida,  where  I  had  spent  my  ear¬ 
ly  days,  and  my  reason  for  entering  the  army.  I  an¬ 
swered  all  his  questions  as  briefly  as  possible,  men¬ 
tioning  that  I  had  been  tempted  among  the  Seminoles 
by  the  promise  held  out  by  General  Gaines  of  my  gain¬ 
ing  “  renown.”  The  colonel  thought  my  company  of 
mountaineers  a  valuable  acquisition  to  the  service,  and 
he  made  no  doubt  we  should  achieve  great  credit  in 
ferreting  out  the  hiding-places  of  the  Indians. 

He  soon  had  his  papers  ready ;  they  were  delivered 
to  me,  and  I  departed.  On  the  way  I  stopped  at  a 
fort,  the  name  of  which  I  forget,  and  took  a  fresh  horse. 
I  finally  arrived  at  the  Bay  without  seeing  an  Indian. 

I  staid  with  my  company  for  two  or  three  weeks 
at  Fort  Brooke,  during  which  time  we  were  engaged  in 
breaking-in  mules.  We  were  then  placed  under  the 
command  of  Colonel  Taylor,  afterward  General,  and 
President  of  the  United  States,  whose  force  was  com¬ 
posed  of  United  States  troops  and  volunteers,  some  of 
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the  latter  being  from  Missouri.  The  colonel  advanced 
southward  with  sixteen  hundred  men,  erecting,  as  we 
advanced,  a  fort  at  the  interval  of  every  twenty-five 
miles. 

On  the  morning  of  Christmas-day  (1837)  our  camp 
was  beleaguered  by  a  large  force  of  Indians,  and  Col¬ 
onel  Taylor  ordered  an  advance  upon  them.  The  spot 
was  thickly  grown  with  trees,  and  numbers  of  our  as¬ 
sailants  were  concealed  among  the  branches ;  as  our 
line  advanced,  therefore,  many  were  singled  out  by  the 
enemy,  and  we  lost  fearfully  in  killed  and  wounded. 
The  yelling  was  the  most  deafening  I  ever  heard,  for 
there  were  many  negroes  among  the  enemy,  and  their 
yells  drowned  those  of  the  Red  Men.  I  soon  found 
we  had  a  different  enemy  from  the  Black  Feet  to  fight, 
and  different  ground  to  fight  On.  The  country  lost 
several  valuable  lives  through  this  slight  brush  with 
the  Indians.  The  gallant  Colonel  Gentry,  of  the  Mis¬ 
souri  volunteers,  was  shot  through  the  head ;  Col¬ 
onel  Thompson,  and  several  other  officers,  were  also 
among  the  slain.  The  enemy  had  made  an  excellent 
choice  of  ground,  and  could  see  our  troops  while  re¬ 
maining  concealed  themselves. 

I  placed  myself  behind  a  tree,  and  Captain  Morgan, 
of  the  Missouri  Spies,  was  similarly  sheltered  close  by. 
We  were  surrounded  with  Indians,  and  one  was  watch¬ 
ing,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  tree  that  protected  me, 
for  a  chance  to  get  my  scalp.  A  Missourian  picked  off 
a  fine  fat  negro  who  had  ensconced  himself  in  a  live- 
oak  tree.  As  he  fell  to  the  ground  it  shook  beneath 
him  :  the  fruit  was  ripe,  but  unfit  for  food. 

Seeing  the  men  dropping  around,  Major  Price  ordered 
a  retreat.  The  order  was  instantly  countermanded  by 
Colonel  Davenport,  who,  by  so  doing,  saved  many  lives. 
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Colonel  Foster  had  taken  a  very  exposed  position 
on  the  bough  of  a  tree,  where  he  was  visible  to  all.  He 
ordered  his  men  to  lie  low  and  load  their  muskets;  he 
waited  till  he  saw  a  favorable  opportunity,  and  then 
shouted,  “Fire,  boys,  and  pour  it  into  the  red  and 
black  rascals !” 

A  charge  with  bayonets  was  finally  ordered,  and  the 
Indians,  not  relishing  the  look  of  the  sharp  steel,  retreat¬ 
ed;  however,  not  before  they  had  seized  a  sergeant-major 
and  a  private  from  our  line,  and  scalped  them  alive. 

This  was  the  battle  of  O-ke-cho-be,  which  lasted  four 
hours.  We  lost  over  a  hundred  in  killed  and  wound¬ 
ed  ;  the  enemy  left  nine  Indians  and  a  negro  dead  upon 
the  field.  Sam  Jones,  the  half-breed,  was  only  eight 
miles  distant,  with  a  force  of  a  thousand  warriors ;  most 
providentially  he  had  been  dissuaded  by  the  negroes 
from  advancing,  who  assured  him  that  the  whites  would 
not  fight  on  Christmas-day. 

It  was  reported  that  Colonel  Taylor  was  uncontrol¬ 
lably  angry  during  the  battle,  and  that  his  aids  and 
other  officers  had  to  hold  him  by  main  force  to  prevent 
him  from  rushing  among  the  enemy,  and  meeting  cer¬ 
tain  death.  I  do  not  know  what  truth  there  was  in 
this,  for  I  saw  nothing  of  it,  nor,  indeed,  did  I  see  the 
colonel  during  the  whole  of  the  four  hours’  fighting. 

On  the  conclusion  of  the  action  Colonel  Taylor  wish¬ 
ed  to  send  dispatches  to  Tampa  Bay.  He  request¬ 
ed  Captain  Lomax  to  take  his  company  and  go  with 
them.  The  captain  refused,  for  the  reason  that  he  and 
his  men  would  infallibly  be  massacred.  The  colonel 
remarked  then,  “  Since  you  are  all  afraid,  I  will  go 
myself.”  He  sent  for  me,  and  demanded  if  I  could 
raise  a  sufficient  number  of  brave  men  among  my 
mountaineers  to  carry  dispatches  to  the  Bay. 
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I  answered,  certainly,  if  I  could  have  his  favorite 
horse,  which  was  the  fleetest  one  in  the  whole  army, 
and  such  excellent  bottom  that  he  was  as  fresh  after  a 
journey  as  before.  I  considered  that,  if  I  had  to  run 
the  gauntlet  through  a  host  of  Seminoles  and  infuri¬ 
ated  negroes,  the  best  horse  was  none  too  good,  and 
was,  indeed,  my  only  means  of  salvation. 

When  ready  to  start,  I  applied  for  the  dispatches. 

“  Where  are  your  men  ?”  asked  the  colonel. 

“My  men  are  in  their  quarters,  colonel,”  I  said. 
“I  am  going  to  carry  those  dispatches  by  myself.” 

“  They  must  go  through,”  he  remarked,  “  and  I 
want  them  to  go  well  guarded.” 

“  I  am  not  going  to  fight,  colonel,”  I  replied,  “I  am 
going  to  run ;  and  one  man  will  make  less  noise  than 
twenty.  If  I  am  not  killed  the  dispatches  shall  arrive 
safe ;  my  life  is  certainly  worth  as  much  to  me  as  the 
charge  I  am  intrusted  with,  and  for  personal  safety  I 
prefer  going  alone.” 

In  our  progress  out  the  troops  had  cut  their  way 
through  several  hummocks ,  and  had  thrown  the  bush¬ 
es  up  on  both  sides.  I  had  to  pass  through  some  of 
these  lanes.  It  was  night  when  I  started,  and  as  I 
was  riding  through  one  of  these  excavations  at  a  good 
pace,  I  heard  a  sudden  noise  in  the  brush.  I  saw  my¬ 
self  in  a  trap,  and  my  hair  bristled  up  with  affright.  1 
was  greatly  relieved,  however,  by  the  speedy  discovery 
that  it  was  only  a  deer  I  had  scared,  and  which  was 
scampering  away  at  its  utmost  speed.  I  continued  on, 
resting  a  short  time  at  each  fort,  until  I  arrived  in  sight 
of  Fort  Brooke.  As  soon  as  I  arrived  within  hailing 
distance,  I  shouted  “Victory!  victory!”  which  brought 
out  officers  and  men,  impatient  to  hear  the  news.  I 
could  not  see  that  O-ke-cho-be  was  much  of  a  victory : 
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indeed,  I  shrewdly  suspected  that  the  enemy  had  the 
advantage ;  but  it  was  called  a  victory  by  the  soldiers, 
and  they  were  the  best  qualified  to  decide. 

On  my  return,  I  found  Colonel  Taylor,  soon  after 
the  battle,  had  retrograded  to  Fort  Bassinger.  We 
lay  at  that  fort  a  long  while ;  spies  were  vigilantly  on 
the  look-out,  hut  nothing  very  encouraging  was  report¬ 
ed.  I  and  my  company  of  mountaineers  did  not  en¬ 
camp  with  the  other  troops,  hut  took  up  our  quarters 
at  a  considerable  distance  from  the  main  guard.  We 
were  quite  tired  of  inactivity,  and  wanted  to  go  some¬ 
where  or  do  something.  Being  quartered  by  ourselves, 
we  were  not  subjected  to  the  restrictions  and  military 
regulations  of  the  camp  ;  we  had  our  own  jollifications, 
and  indulged  in  some  little  comforts  which  the  camp 
did  not  enjoy.  We  always  would  have  a  large  fire 
when  there  was  need  for  it,  for  it  destroyed  the  mill¬ 
ions  of  musquitoes  and  other  vermin  that  annoyed  us ; 
and,  as  some  of  our  company  were  always  about,  the 
Indians  never  molested  us. 

There  was  a  large  hummock  about  four  miles  dis¬ 
tant  from  the  fort  which  the  Indians  infested  in  great 
numbers,  but,  as  they  could  not  be  dislodged  without 
great  loss,  our  colonel  was  constrained  to  content  him¬ 
self  with  closely  watching  them.  One  day  I  proposed 
to  my  men  to  take  a  stroll,  and  they  fell  with  great  alac¬ 
rity  into  the  proposition.  We  passed  down  to  the  in¬ 
terdicted  hummock,  where  we  shot  two  deer,  and  found 
quite  an  assortment  of  stock.  We  drove  them  all  to 
the  camp  before  us,  to  the  great  admiration  of  the  offi¬ 
cers  and  men  present.  We  had  captured  quite  a  drove 
of  hogs,  several  head  of  cattle,  and  a  good  sprinkling 
of  Seminole  ponies.  We  saw  no  Indians  at  the  hum¬ 
mock,  though  certainly  we  did  not  search  very  dili¬ 
gently  for  them. 
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During  our  stay  at  the  fort,  the  communication  be¬ 
tween  that  post  and  Charlotte’s  Harbor  was  closed, 
and  one  messenger  had  been  killed.  The  quarter¬ 
master  inquired  of  me  if  I  would  undertake  the  trip. 
I  told  him  I  would ;  and  set  one  hundred  dollars  as 
the  price  of  the  undertaking,  which  he  thought  quite 
reasonable.  I  started  with  the  dispatches,  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  at  an  easy  gallop,  my  eye  glancing  in  every  di¬ 
rection,  as  had  been  my  wont  for  many  years.  In  cast¬ 
ing  a  look  about  two  gun-shots  ahead,  I  felt  sure  that 
I  saw  some  feathers  showing  themselves  just  above 
the  palmettos,  and  exactly  in  the  direction  that  I  was 
bending  my  steps.  I  rode  a  short  distance  farther, 
and  my  suspicion  was  confirmed.  I  immediately  stop¬ 
ped  my  horse  and  dismounted,  as  though  for  the  pur¬ 
pose  ofi  adjusting  my  saddle,  but  in  reality  to  watch 
my  supposed  foes.  In  a  minute  or  two  several  heads 
appeared,  looking  in  my  direction,  and  withdrew  again 
in  an  instant.  Immediately  the  heads  declined  behind 
the  grass,  I  sprang  upon  my  horse,  and  reined  him 
out  of  the  road,  taking  a  wide  circuit  round  them,  which 
I  knew  would  carry  me  out  of  danger.  I  then  looked 
after  them,  and  tantalized  them  with  my  gestures  in 
every  manner  possible,  motioning  them  to  come  and 
see  me ;  but  they  seemed  to  be  aware  that  their  legs 
were  not  long  enough  to  reach  me,  so  they  digested 
their  disappointment,  and  troubled  me  no  farther.  I 
arrived  safe  at  the  Harbor  that  same  day,  delivered  my 
dispatches,  and  was  back  at  the  fort  the  following 
night. 

We  now  experienced  a  heavy  rain,  which  deluged 
the  entire  country,  and  prevented  any  farther  opera¬ 
tions  against  the  Indians.  The  colonel  ordered  a  re¬ 
treat  to  Tampa  Bay,  and,  as  there  was  no  danger  of 


416 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF 


molestation  on  the  way,  many  of  the  officers  obtained 
liberty  to  gallop  on  in  advance  of  the  army.  Colonel 
Bryant  rode  a  very  valuable  black  charger,  acknowl¬ 
edged  to  be  the  best  horse  in  camp.  After  traveling 
on  a  while,  the  colonel  said,  “  I  have  a  notion  to  ride 
on  and  get  in  to-day,  as  my  presence  is  required ;  you 
can  get  in  to-morrow  at  your  leisure.”  A  number  said, 
If  you  can  get  in  to-day,  we  can,  and  finally  the  whole 
party  proposed  starting  off  together. 

We  at  length  came  to  a  swampy  place  in  the  road, 
which  spread  over  five  miles,  and  in  many  places  took 
our  horses  off  their  feet.  This  place  forded,  there  was 
then  a  narrow  stream,  and  after  that  it  was  all  dry 
land.  Having  passed  the  swamp  and  the  stream,  and 
got  fairly  on  to  dry  land  again,  I  took  the  saddle  off 
my  mule,  which  example  all  followed,  and,  ^ith  the 
assistance  of  a  brother  officer,  wrung  the  saddle-blank¬ 
et  as  dry  as  possible,  and  then  spread  it  out  fairly  in 
the  sun  to  dry.  In  the  mean  while,  the  horses  helped 
themselves  to  a  good  feed  of  grass,  and  we  all  partook 
of  a  hearty  lunch  likewise. 

Thus  refreshed,  we  saddled  up  and  proceeded  again. 
After  a  few  miles  traveP we  discovered  the  rear  of  Bry¬ 
ant’s  party,  who  were  toiling  slowly  along,  and  goring 
their  animals’  flanks  in  the  vain  endeavor  to  urge  them 
into  speed.  We  passed  thqm  with  a  hearty  cheer. 
We  journeyed  on  until  within  three  miles  of  the  fort, 
where  there  was  a  short  bend  in  the  road,  and  a  foot- 
trail  across,  which  saved  about  a  hundred  yards. 
“Now,  gentlemen,”  said  I,  “let  us  raise  a  gallop,  and 
pass  every  body  on  the  road.”  The  work  was  at  once 
accomplished,  some  of  my  men  deriding  those  left  be¬ 
hind  on  account  of  their  miserable  progress.  We  then 
all  struck  into  a  gallop,  and  soon  reached  the  fort,  and 
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several  of  our  company  found  time  to  get  quite  intoxi¬ 
cated  before  the  quarter-master  arrived.  He,  however, 
soon  recovered  his  equanimity  of  temper,  and  begged 
a  solution  of  the  mystery  how  we  could  come  in  with 
our  animals  fresh,  while  his  and  his  companions’  horses 
were  jaded  to  death.  He  was  referred  by  all  to  the 
captain  of  the  mountaineers. 

I  said,  “  A  horse,  colonel,  is  only  flesh  and  blood, 
and  his  system  requires  greater  care  than  that  of  al¬ 
most  any  other  animal.  We  heat  your  powerful  steed 
with  inferior  animals  by  affording  them  a  short  rest, 
with  a  mouthful  or  two  of  grass  on  the  road,  and  by 
wringing  our  blankets  after  we  had  passed  the  water.” 

Now  we  had  another  long  interval  of  inactivity,  and 
I  began  to  grow  tired  of  Florida,  with  its  inaccessible 
hummocks.  It  seemed  to  me  to  be  a  country  dear  even 
at  the  price  of  the  powder  that  would  be  required  to 
blow  the  Indians  out  of  it,  and  certainly  a  poor  field  to 
work  in  for  renown.  My  company  and  I,  its  com¬ 
mander,  had  nothing  to  do  except  to  carry  an  occasion¬ 
al  dispatch,  and  I  wanted  excitement  of  some  kind — I 
was  indifferent  of  what  nature,  even  if  it  was  no  bet¬ 
ter  than  borrowing  horses  of  the  Black  Feet.  The 
Seminoles  had  no  horses  worth  stealing,  or  I  should 
certainly  have  exercised  my  talents  for  the  benefit  of 
the  United  States. 

The  last  dispatches  that  I  carried  in  Florida  I  bore 
from  Fort  Dade  to  Fort  Brooke.  In  accomplishing 
this,  I  traveled  with  my  customary  caution,  avoiding 
the  trail  as  much  as  possible.  In  a  part  where  I  an¬ 
ticipated  no  danger,  I  took  the  trail,  and  fell  asleep  on 
my  horse,  for  I  had  ridden  four  days  and  nights  with¬ 
out  rest,  except  what  I  had  snatched  upon  horseback. 
Suddenly  my  horse  sprang  aside,  instantly  awaking 
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me.  I  found  I  had  been  sleeping  too  long,  for  I  had 
passed  the  turning-point,  and  was  now  near  a  hum¬ 
mock.  To  return  would  cost  mq  several  miles  travel. 
My  horse’s  ears  informed  me  there  was  something  in 
motion  near  by.  I  pondered  my  position,  and  ulti¬ 
mately  resolved  to  take  the  chances  and  go  ahead.  The 
road  through  the  hummock  was  just  wide  enough  to 
admit  the  army  wagons  to  pass.  I  bid  my  horse  go, 
and  he  sprung  forward  with  tremendous  bounds.  He 
had  not  reached  through  this  dark  and  dangerous  pass 
when  I  saw  the  flash  of  several  guns,  and  the  balls  whiz¬ 
zed  harmlessly  past  me.  I  discharged  my  pistols  at 
the  lair  of  my  foes,  and  traveled  on  in  safety  to  the  fort. 

I  grew  tired  of  this,  and  informed  Colonel  Bryant 
that  I  wished  to  resign  my  task.  “  Why  ?”  said  he ; 
“every  body  who  undertakes  it  gets  killed,  while  you 
never  see  any  Indians.  What  are  we  to  do  ?” 

When  in  camp,  I  had  frequently  seen  men  come 
running  in  half  dead  with  alarm,  saying  that  they  had 
seen  Indians,  or  had  been  fired  upon,  by  Indians.  I 
remarked  that  they  were  always  ridiculed  by  the  of¬ 
ficers  ;  even  the  privates  disbelieved  them.  Seeing 
this,  I  determined  to  say  nothing  about  my  adventure; 
for,  if  they  had  received  my  assertion  with  increduli¬ 
ty,  it  might  have  led  to  an  unpleasant  scene  in  the 
wigwam. 

I  was  determined  to  return  to  the  “home  of  the  free 
and  the  land  of  the  brave,”  for  I  felt  that  the  mount¬ 
ains  and  the  prairies  of  the  Great  West,  although  less 
attended  with  renown,  at  least  would  afford  me  more 
of  the  substantial  comforts  of  life,  and  suit  my  peculiar 
taste  better  than  the  service  of  Uncle  Sam  in  Florida. 

The  commander  of  the  fort,  after  reading  the  dis¬ 
patch,  indorsed  on  it,  “Beckwourth  fired  on  by  a  party 
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of  Indians  when  near  this  post.”  He  then  returned  it 
to  me,  and  I  rode  on  to  Fort  Brooke. 

Colonel  Bryant,  having  read  the  dispatch,  said,  “Ah, 
Beckwourth,  you  have  been  fired  on,  I  see !  why  did 
you  not  tell  us  so  on  your  arrival  ?” 

I  informed  him  of  my  reasons,  as  before  stated. 

He  smiled.  “Your  word  would  have  been  believed 
by  us  all,”  he  said;  “it  is  these  stupid  foreigners  that 
we  discredit,  who  do  not  know  an  Indian  from  a  stump; 
they  have  deceived  us  too  often  for  us  to  put  further 
faith  in  them.” 

A  Seminole  came  into  the  fort  a  few  days  subse¬ 
quent  to  this,  to  give  himself  up,  his  arm  being  broken. 
When  questioned  about  it,  he  said  that  a  white  man 
had  broken  it  in  such  a  hummock,  on  such  a  night.  I 
then  knew  that  my  pistols,  which  I  fired  at  random, 
had  done  the  mischief. 

Alligator,  the  Seminole  Chief,  shortly  after  came  in, 
and  informed  Colonel  Taylor  that  he  and  his  tribe  had 
concluded  to  remove  to  their  new  home,  and  requested 
the  colonel  to  send  down  wagons  to  transport  their 
women  and  children. 

“I  have  fought  you  a  long  time,”  said  the  Red  Man, 
“  but  I  can  not  beat  you.  If  I  kill  ten  of  your  war¬ 
riors,  you  send  a  hundred  to  replace  them  ;  I  am  now 
ready  to  go,  and  save  the  rest  of  my  people.” 

“Yes,” the  colonel  answered,  “your  talk  is  good. 
You  can  now  go  to  your  new  home,  and  be  happy. 
There  is  a  man  (pointing  to  me)  who  is  a  great  chief 
of  a  great  nation ;  you  will,  for  aught  I  know,  be  neigh¬ 
bor  to  his  people ;  he  and  his  people  will  teach  you  to 
hunt  the  buffalo,  and  I  hope  you  will  be  good  friends.” 

While  I  was  with  the  army  a  tragedy  occurred, 
which  I  have  never  seen  in  any  public  print,  and  I  deem 
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it  of  sufficient  interest  to  make  mention  of  it  here.  A 
youftg  private,  of  very  respectable  connexions,  had 
been  tried  for  some  offense,  and  sentenced  to  receive  a 
flogging,  which  was  carried  unmercifully  into  effect. 
After  he  had  recovered,  the  surgeon  bade  him  go  and 
report  himself  fit  for  duty. 

“I  will  go,”  said  he,  “but  it  will  be  my  last  duty.” 

Accordingly,  he  fixed  his  bayonet  and  repaired  to 
the  officers’  quarters,  where  he  found  the  captain  and 
first  lieutenant  of  his  company.  He  advanced  upon 
them,  and  saying,  “You  have  disgraced  me  with  an 
inhuman  flogging — die !”  he  shot  the  captain  dead,  and 
plunged  his  bayonet  through  the  body  of  the  lieuten¬ 
ant,  also  killing  him  on  the  spot. 

He  straightway  gave  himself  up,  was  tried  by  court- 
martial,  and  sentenced  to  be  shot.  The  execution  of 
the  sentence  was  withheld  by  Colonel  Taylor,  who  had 
forwarded  the  particulars  of  the  trial  to  the  department 
at  Washington,  and  was  waiting  the  result  of  official 
investigation.  The  case  was  found  worthy  of  execu¬ 
tive  interference;  a  pardon  was  signed  by  the  Pres¬ 
ident  and  sent  on,  and  the  young  man  was  liberated 
from  confinement. 

Such  inhuman  treatment  as  this  poor  young  soldier 
received  at  the  hands  of  his  officers  has  resulted,  L  have 
no  shadow  of  doubt,  in  the  death  of  many  an  officer  on 
the  battle-field. 

I  remember,  at  the  battle  of  O-ke-cho-be,  a  young 
lieutenant  riding  up  to  Colonel  Foster,  and  saying, 
“  Colonel,  I  have  been  shot  at  twice,  and  not  by  the 
enemy  either.” 

“  It  was  by  no  friend,  I  will  swear,”  said  the  colo¬ 
nel;  “you  can  leave  the  field,  and  learn  to  treat  your 
men  well  in  future.” 
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This  I  witnessed  myself;  but  whether  the  young 
“  buckskin”  profited  by  the  sharp  cut  of  the  colonel 
I  am  unable  to  say. 

There  was  a  Tennesseean  in  camp,  a  great  foot-ra¬ 
cer,  who  was  incessantly  boasting  about  his  wonderful 
pedestrian  powers.  He  had  a  valuable  horse,  which 
he  offered  to  stake  against  any  person  in  the  camp  fox' 
a  race  of  sixty  yards.  As  he  was  considered  a  “great 
leg”  by  all,  no  one  ventured  to  take  up  his  offer. 

I  offered  myself  as  a  competitor,  but  all  sought  to 
dissuade  me.  “Don’t  run  against  him,”  said  they: 
“  that  fellow  will  outrun  Lucifer  himself.  He  has  beat 
every  man  who  has  run  against  him  in  Florida.” 

However,  I  staked  a  hundred  dollars  against  his 
horse,  and  entered  the  lists.  We  started  together; 
but,  as  I  did  not  see  my  antagonist  either  ahead  of 
me  or  by  my  side,  I  looked  around,  and  saw  him  com¬ 
ing  up.  I  went  out  a  good  distance  ahead  of  him,  and 
did  not  exert  myself  either. 

The  enemy  having  submitted  to  the  government, 
there  was  nothing  more  for  us  to  do,  and  I  asked  for 
a  furlough  to  return  to  St.  Louis.  I  and  my  company 
were  enlisted  for  a  year ;  ten  months  of  this  time  had 
been  served,  and  I  obtained  a  furlough  for  the  remaining 
two  months.  We  embarked  for  New  Orleans,  Colonel 
Gates  and  his  regiment  taking  passage  in  the  same 
ship.  Arriving  at  my  place  of  destination  in  safety,  I 
staid  but  one  night  in  the  “  Crescent  City,”  and  then 
took  the  steamer  to  St.  Louis,  where  we  had  a  good 
time  while  steaming  up,  and  I  was  very  well  satisfied 
to  jump  ashore  once  again  at  my  old  home.  My  com¬ 
pany  all  returned  but  two,  one  of  whom  died  in  New 
Orleans,  the  other  was  killed  by  the  Seminoles  after  I 
left. 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

Departure  for  the  Mountains. — Severe  Sickness  on  the  Way. — Arrival 
at  Bent’s  Fort. — Arrival  at  Sublet’s  Fort — Interview  with  the  Chey¬ 
ennes. — Difficulty  with  a  Sioux  Warrior. — His  Death. — Successful 
Trade  opened  with  various  Tribes. — Incidents. 

I  staid  but  five  days  in  St.  Louis,  which  time  I  de¬ 
voted  to  a  hasty  visit  among  my  friends.  I  entered 
into  service  with  Messrs.  Sublet  and  Vasques  to  return 
to  the  mountains  and  trade  with  any  tribes  I  might 
find  on  the  head-waters  of  the  Platte  and  Arkansas 
rivers.  This  country  embraces  the  hunting-grounds 
of  the  Cheyenne^  the  Arrap-a-hos,  the  Sioux,  and  the 
I-a-tans. 

All  preliminaries  being  arranged,  which  are  of  no  in¬ 
terest  to  the  reader,  I  bade  my  friends  once  more  adieu; 
and,  stepping  on  board  a  steam-boat  bound  up  the  Mis¬ 
souri,  we  were  soon  breasting  its  broad  and  turbid  cur¬ 
rent.  We  spent  the  Fourth  on  board,  amid  much  noise, 
revelry,  and  drunken  patriotism.  We  were  landed  in 
safety  at  Independence,  where  we  received  our  wagons, 
cattle,  etc.,  with  which  to  convey  the  immense  stock 
of  goods  I  had  brought  through  the  Indian  country. 
We  were  very  successful  in  escaping  accident  in  our 
progress  over  the  plains,  until  we  reached  the  ridge 
which  passes  between  the  Arkansas  and  Platte  rivers. 
While  ascending  this  ridge,  accompanied  with  Mr. 
Vasques,  I  was  sun-struck.  We  were  at  that  time 
twenty  miles  from  water;  I  was  burning  with  thirst, 
the  heat  was  intolerable,  and  hostile  Indians  were. be¬ 
fore  us.  After  incredible  suffering  we  reached  the  riv- 
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er  bank,  and  crossed  the  stream  to  an  island,  where  I 
lay  me  down  to  die.  All  our  medicines  were  in  the 
wagons,  and  two  days’  journey  in  our  rear.  My  fa¬ 
tigue  and  suffering  had  thrown  me  into  a  fever ;  I  be¬ 
came  delirious,  and  grew  rapidly  worse.  I  requested 
my  companion  to  return  to  the  wagons  and  procure  me 
some  medicine ;  but  he  refused  to  leave  me,  lest  I  might 
die  in  his  absence. 

I  said  to  him,  “  If  you  stay  by  me  I  shall  certainly 
die,  for  you  can  not  relieve  me;  but  if  you  go,  and 
nature  holds  out  till  you  return,  there  is  some  chance 
of  my  gaining  relief.  Go,”  I  added,  “  and  hasten  your 
return.” 

He  left  me  at  my  entreaties,  but  filled  all  our  vessels 
with  water  before  he  started.  I  speedily  fell  asleep,  and 
I  know  not  how  long  I  remained  unconscious.  When 
I  at  length  awoke,  I  drank  an  inordinate  quantity, 
which  caused  me  to  perspire  copiously;  this  relieved 
me,  and  my  recovery  commenced  from  that  moment, 
although  I  still  suffered  from  a  severe  headache.  The 
third  day  of  my  friend’s  absence  I  could  walk  about  a 
little,  and  the  fourth  day,  at  noon,  I  kept  a  good  look¬ 
out  in  the  direction  I  expected  succor.  Suddenly  I 
saw  a  head  appear,  and  another,  and  then  another,  un¬ 
til  four  showed  themselves.  They  are  Indians,  I  said 
to  myself ;  but  if  there  are  only  four,  I  stand  a  pass¬ 
able  chance  with  them,  so  let  them  come  on.  I  saw 
they  had  discovered  me,  so  I  arose  and  showed  myself. 
With  joyous  shouts  they  flew  toward  me.  It  was  my 
companion,  with  three  others,  who  had  come  either  to 
bury  me  or  to  assist  me  to  the  wagons.  Their  joy  on 
beholding  me  so  miraculously  restored  was  unbound¬ 
ed,  while  my  delight  at  seeing  them  was  almost  as 
great.  We  remained  on  the  island  that  night,  and  the 
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following  morning  started  for  the  wagons,  which  we 
found  in  two  days. 

In  going  for  assistance,  my  friend  had  a  narrow  es¬ 
cape.  He  came  suddenly  upon  a  party  of  Pawnees, 
and  one  made  a  rush  for  his  horse.  He  discharged  his 
rifle  hastily,  and  missed  his  mark.  He  then  had  to 
trust  to  his  horse’s  heels ;  but,  as  he  was  jaded,  he  did 
not  make  very  good  speed.  The  Indians  were  on  foot, 
and  gave  close  chase,  but,  when  they  saw  his  rifle  re¬ 
loaded,  they  fell  back  to  a  wider  distance,  and  plied  him 
with  arrows  until  he  was  out  of  reach. 

I  was  placed  in  a  wagon,  and  attended  on  as  far  as 
our  circumstances  would  admit,  until  I  recovered  my 
accustomed  health.  We  staid  one  night  at  Burt’s  Fort, 
on  the  Arkansas,  and  then  moved  on  to  our  destination 
on  the  South  Fork  of  the  Platte.  Here  we  erected 
suitable  buildings  within  the  fort  for  our  proposed  trad¬ 
ing,  and,  among  others,  a  bam,  which  we  proceeded  to 
fill  with  hay  for  the  coming  winter. 

While  staying  at  the  fort,  a  man  inquired  of  Sublet 
his  reason  for  bringing  up  such  a  rascally  fellow  as  I, 
to  prompt  the  Indians  into  rising  and  massacring  all 
the  whites. 

“Murray,”  said  Sublet  —  for  that  was  the  man’s 
name — “it  is  unsafe  for  you  to  express  such  sentiments 
in  relation  to  Beckwourth ;  should  they  reach  his  ears, 
he  would  surely  make  you  rue  it.  I  have  heard  these 
foul  aspersions  upon  his  character  before,  and  I  am  in 
a  position  to  know  that  they  are  all  unfounded.  Had 
I  the  least  suspicion  of  his  integrity,  I  should  be  the 
last  man  to  take  him  in  my  employ.” 

This  conversation  was  reported  to  me  at  some  dis¬ 
tance  from  the  fort,  where  Murray  was  perfectly  safe. 
But  these  foul  reports  annoyed  me  exceedingly.  They 
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were  like  stabs  in  the  dark,  for  no  one  ever  accused  me 
to  my  face  of  such  misdeeds. 

After  having  placed  tilings  to  rights,  we  were  dining 
together  within  the  fort,  when  Mr.  Sublet  rose  and  said, 

“Traders  and  clerks,  you  have  come  here  to  the 
mountains  to  work  for  me,  and  I  expect  every  man  to 
do  his  best.  If  I  am  prospered,  I  will  do  well  by  all 
of  you.  I  desire  a  regular  system  established  in  my 
business  out  here,  that  my  interests  may  be  placed 
upon  a  secure  footing.  I  am  now  going  to  deliver  the 
key  of  my  entire  stock  of  goods  to  one  man  among 
you,  in  whom  I  have  implicit  confidence,  and  whose 
long  experience  and  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  In¬ 
dian  character  pre-eminently  entitle  him  to  the  trust. 
This  man  will  have  full  command  of  the  fort,  and  full 
charge  of  its  affairs.  I  wish  you  to  receive  him  as  a 
representative  of  myself,  and,  whatever  orders  you  re¬ 
ceive  from  him,  obey  them  cheerfully  and  to  the  very 
letter.” 

All  present  promised  ready  acquiescence  to  the  wish¬ 
es  of  our  chief. 

He  then  delivered  the  key  to  me,  saying,  “Beck- 
wourth,  I  place  this  trust  in  your  keeping,  believing 
you  to  be  as  morally  worthy  of  the  confidence  I  repose 
in  you,  as  you  are  practically  qualified  to  advance  my 
interests.  I  abandon  my  affairs  to  your  keeping.  Do 
your  best,  and  I  shall  be  satisfied.” 

I  was  so  entirely  unprepared  for  this  distinguished 
mark  of  confidence,  that  for  a  moment  I  was  unable  to 
reply.  After  a  momentary  irresolution,  I  said,  “  Mr. 
Sublet,  you  have  other  men  present  who  are  better  able 
to  discharge  this  trust.  I  thank  you  for  the  flattering 
preference,  but  I  beg  to  be  excused  from  assuming  the 
responsibility.” 
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“  I  engaged  you,”  he  answered,  “  to  serve  me  in  this 
capacity,  and  I  wish  you  to  accept  the  charge.” 

“  In  that  case,”  I  said,  “  I  will  do  my  best  to  pro¬ 
mote  your  interest.” 

Shortly  after,  he  called  me  apart,  and  said,  “Beck- 
wourth,  I  am  deeply  in  debt.  I  have  been  losing  for 
a  long  time.  If  you  can  replace  me  in  one  year,  you 
shall  be  substantially  rewarded,  and  I  shall  feel  sin¬ 
cerely  grateful  for  your  service.” 

“  How  much  do  you  owe  ?”  I  inquired. 

“  Over  seventeen  thousand  dollars.” 

“Well,”  said  I,  “  if  the  men  co-operate  with  me,  and 
carry  out  my  instructions,  I  feel  confident  of  working 
you  straight.” 

I  forthwith  set  about  establishing  sub-posts  in  va¬ 
rious  places,  with  the  Siouxs,  Arrap-a-hos,  I-a-tans, 
and  Cheyennes,  and  selected  the  best  men  at  hand  to 
attend  them.  I  placed  one  at  the  mouth  of  Crow 
Creek,  which  I  called  my  post,  but  left  a  man  in  charge 
of  it,  as  I  was  at  present  fully  occupied  in  traveling 
from  one  post  to  another.” 

We  had  not,  as  yet,  found  any  customers ;  but,  as 
we  were  iij  the  Cheyenne  country,  I  knew  some  of 
that  nation  could  not  be  very  far  off.  I  sent  three  dif¬ 
ferent  messengers  in  search  of  them  to  invite  them  to 
trade,  but  they  all  returned  without  having  discover¬ 
ed  the  whereabouts  of  the  Indians.  Tired  of  these 
failures,  I  took  a  man  with  me,  and  started  in  the  di¬ 
rection  of  the  Laramie  mountain.  While  ascending 
the  mount,  I  cast  my  eyes  in  the  direction  of  a  valley, 
and  discovered  buffalo  running  in  small  groups,  which 
was  sufficient  evidence  that  they  had  been  chased  re¬ 
cently  by  Indians.  We  went  no  farther,  but  encamped 
there,  and  at  nightfall  we  saw  fires.  The  next  morn- 
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ing  a  dense  smoke  hung  like  a  cloud  over  the  village 
of  the  Cheyennes;  we  ate  a  hasty  meal,  and  started  to 
pay  them  a  visit. 

As  we  approached  the  village  we  saw  William  Bent, 
an  interpreter,  entering  before  us.  He  visited  the 
chief’s  lodge;  we  followed  him  in,  and  seated  ourselves 
near  him.  He  looked  aghast,  and  addressed  me:  “My 
God !  Beckwourth,  how  dare  you  come  among  the 
Cheyennes  ?  Don’t  you  know  that  they  will  kill  you 
if  they  discover  you  ?” 

I  replied  that  I  thought  not. 

He  had  come  on  the  same  errand  as  ourselves,  name¬ 
ly,  to  induce  a  portion  of  the  village  to  remove  to  the 
Platte,  as  buffalo  were  abundant  in  that  region.  After 
a  conversation  was  held  between  Bent  and  a  chief,  the 
latter  inquired  of  Bent  who  we  were.  He  informed 
him  that  we  were  Left  Hand’s  (Sublet’s)  men. 

“  What  do  they  want  here  ?”  he  asked. 

“They  come  for  the  same  purpose  that  I  have,” 
Bent  answered,  “to  have  you  move  on  to  the  Platte.” 

Bent  then  inquired  of  me  what  account  I  wished  to 
give  of  myself,  as  he  would  interpret  for  me ;  but,  pre¬ 
ferring  to  interpret  for  myself,  I  asked  if  there  was  a 
Crow  among  them  that  I  could  speak  to.  At  the  word 
“  Crow”  they  all  started,  and  every  eye  was  riveted 
upon  me. 

One  stepped  forward,  and  said,  “  I  am  a  Crow.” 

“  You  a  Crow  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“  How  long  have  you  been  away  from  them  ?” 

“  Twenty  winters.” 

Bent  was  in  the  greatest  perplexity.  “You  are  not 
surely  going  to  tell  them  who  you  are,  Jim  ?  If  you 
do,  you’ll  cost  your  friends  nothing  for  your  funeral.” 
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This  apprehension  on  the  part  of  Bent  proved  to  me 
that,  although  he  had  lived  long  ahiong  the  Indians, 
he  had  still  much  to  learn  of  their  real  character.  I 
therefore  requested  him  to  quiet  his  fears  and  bide  the 
result. 

Turning  to  the  Crow,  I  then  said,  “  Tell  the  Chey¬ 
ennes  that  I  have  fought  them  many  winters ;  that  I 
have  killed  so  many  of  their  people  that  I  am  buried 
with  their  scalps ;  I  have  taken  a  host  of  their  women 
and  children  prisoners ;  I  have  ridden  their  horses  un¬ 
til  their  backs  were  sore ;  I  have  eaten  their  fat  buf¬ 
falo  until  I  was  full ;  I  have  eaten  their  cherries,  and 
the  other  fruits  of  their  land,  until  I  could  eat  no  more. 
I  have  killed  a  great  Crow  chief,  and  am  obliged  to 
run  away,  or  be  killed  by  them.  I  have  come  to  the 
Cheyennes,  who  are  the  bravest  people  in  the  mount¬ 
ains,  as  I  do  not  wish  to  be  killed  by  any  of  the  infe¬ 
rior  tribes.  I  have  come  here  to  be  killed  by  the  Chey¬ 
ennes,  cut  up,  and  thrown  out  for  their  dogs  to  eat,  so 
that  they  may  say  that  they  have  killed  a  great  Crow 
chief.” 

He  interpreted  this  unreserved  declaration  faithfully 
to  the  chief,  and  I  observed  Bent  ready  to  fall  from 
his  seat  at  what  he  deemed  my  foolhardy  audacity. 

“You  are  certainly  bereft  of  your  senses,”  he  re¬ 
marked;  “the  Indians  will  make  sausage-meat  of 
you.” 

Old  Bark,  the  patriarch  of  the  Cheyennes,  rose  and 
said:  “Warrior,  we  have  seen  you  before;  we  know 
you  ;  we  knew  you  when  you  came  in  ;  now  we  know 
you  well.  We  know  you  are  a  great  brave.  You  say 
you  have  killed  many  of  our  warriors ;  we  know  you 
do  not  lie.  We  like  a  great  brave,  and  we  will  not 
kill  you ;  you  shall  live.” 
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I  answered,  “If  you  will  not  kill  me,  I  will  live 
with  you ;  if  you  become  poor,  like  some  of  the  other 
tribes,  and  you  need  warriors  to  help  you  against  your 
enemies,  my  arm  is  strong,  and  perhaps  I  will  assist 
you  to  overcome  them  ;  but  I  will  not  at  this  time  give 
you  my  word  that  I  will  do  so.  If  you  do  not  kill 
ine,  I  am  going  to  trade  with  you  for  many  moons.  I 
will  trade  with  you  fairly;  I  will  not  cheat  you,  as 
some  of  the  traders  have  cheated  you.  •  I  have  a  great 
many  gpods  over  on  the  Platte,  such  as  you  want, 
more  than  would  fill  many  of  your  lodges.  They  are 
new,  and  look  well.  But,  mind  you,  you  must  trade 
fairly  with  me.  I  have  heard  that  you  sometimes  treat 
your  traders  badly ;  that  you  take  away  their  goods, 
and  whip  them,  and  make  them  run  out  of  your  coun¬ 
try  to  save  their  lives.  Your  people  must  never  serve 
me  in  that  manner ;  they  must  pay  me  for  all  they 
get ;  and  if  any  one  strikes  me,  I  shall  kill  him,  and 
thereby  show  you  that  I  am  brave.  If  any  one  should 
strike  me,  and  I  should  not  kill  him,  you  would  call 
me  a  woman,  and  say  I  was  no  brave.” 

They  then  asked  me,  through  the  Crow  interpreter, 
if  I  was  in  such  and  such  a  battle  between  their  nation 
and  the  Crows,  all  of  which  questions  I  answered  truth¬ 
fully. 

“  Do  you  remember  that  in  such  a  battle  we  lost 
such  a  brave  ?”  describing  him. 

“  Yes.” 

“Who  killed  him?” 

“  I  did.”  Or,  if  I  did  not  kill  him,  I  would  tell  them 
the  name  of  the  Crow  who  did. 

“  Did  he  fight  well  ?” 

“  Yes,  he  fought  well.” 

“He  died  like  a  brave  man,  then!”  they  would 
ejaculate. 
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“Were  you  in  such  a  battle?”  asked  another. 

“  Yes.” 

“  Did  you  see  such  a  warrior  fall  ?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  Did  he  fight  strong  like  a  brave  ?” 

“  No,  he  did  not  fight  well.” 

“  Ugh !  he  was  no  brave ;  he  deserved  to  be  killed." 

In  battle  every  warrior  has  his  personal  device  paint¬ 
ed  on  his  shield,  chosen  according  to  his  fancy.  My 
“armorial  bearing”  was  a  crescent,  with  a  green  bird 
between  the  horns,  and  a  star  on  each  side  the  field. 
I  described  my  novel  device,  and  there  was  a  great 
movement  among  them,  for  most  of  them  distinctly 
recollected  that  shield,  and  I  saw  myself  rising  in  their 
estimation.  Their  brave  hearts  rejoiced  to  have  a  true 
warrior  before  them,  for  they  esteemed  me  as  brave  as 
themselves. 

One  of  their  great  chiefs,  named  the  Bob-tailed 
Horse,  arose,  and  asked  me  if  I  remembered  the  battle 
on  Pole  Creek.  I  replied  that  I  did. 

“  You  killed  me  there,”  he  said,  “  but  1  did  not  die,;” 
and  he  pointed  out  two  scars  upon  his  chest,  just  be¬ 
low  the  lower  rib,  where  the  balls  from  my  gun  en¬ 
tered,  and  which  must  have  killed  any  body  but  an  In¬ 
dian. 

“  Where  did  I  hit  you  ?”  he  asked. 

“  Ugh!”  said  I ;  “you  missed  me.” 

Old  Bark  then  said,  “Warrior,  you  killed  me  once 
too  :  look  here ;”  and  he  withdrew  the  hair  from  his 
right  temple,  and  I  saw  that  his  cheek  had  been  badly 
torn,  and  his  ear  was  entirely  missing.  “But,”  he 
added,  “  I  did  not  die.  You  fought  bravely  that  day.” 

Had  I  gone  among  the  Pawnees,  the  Siouxs,  or  many 
other  tribes,  and  held  this  talk,  I  should  have  been 


frtL. 


JAMES  P.  I3ECKW0URTH. 


433 


hewn  to  pieces  in  a  moment ;  but  the  Cheyennes  were 
great  braves  themselves,  and  admired  the  quality  in 
others,  the  Crows  being  their  only  equals. 

While  I  sat  talking  thus,  one  of  my  men  entered  the 
village  bearing  two  ten-gallon  kegs  of  whisky.  He 
requested  me  to  take  one  and  sell  it  out,  while  he  went 
to  the  other  end  of  the  village,  where  the  Siouxs  were 
encamped,  to  sell  the  other.  I  had  hitherto  always 
opposed  the  sale  of  liquor  to  the  Indians,  and,  during 
my  chieftainship  of  the  Crows,  not  one  drop  had  ever 
been  brought  into  the  village  ;  but  now  I  was  restrain¬ 
ed  by  no  such  moral  obligation.  I  was  a  mere  trader, 
hazarding  my  life  among  the  savages  to  make  money 
for  my  employers.  The  sale  of  liquor  is  one  of  the 
most  profitable  branches  of  a  trader’s  business,  and, 
since  the  appetite  for  the  vile  potion  had  already  been 
created,  my  personal  influence  in  the  matter  was  very 
slight.  I  was  no  lawgiver ;  I  was  no  longer  in  a  po¬ 
sition  to  prohibit  the  introduction  of  the  white  man’s 
fire-water ;  if  I  had  refused  to  sell  it  to  the  Indians, 
plenty  more  traders  would  have  furnished  it  to  them ; 
and  my  conscientious  scruples  would  benefit  the  In¬ 
dians  none,  and  would  deprive  my  embarrassed  em¬ 
ployer  of  a  very  considerable  source  of  profit. 

Running  these  things  hurriedly  over  in  my  own 
mind,  I  took  the  proffered  keg,  and  dealt  it  all  out  with¬ 
in  two  hours.  Certainly  the  rate  of  profit  was  high 
enough ;  if  a  man  wants  a  good  price  for  the  sale  of 
his  soul  to  his  satanic  majesty,  let  him  engage  in  the 
liquor  business  among  the  nations  of  the  Rocky  Mount¬ 
ains.  Our  liquor  was  a  choice  article.  One  pint  of 
alcohol,  costing,  I  suppose,  six  cents,  was  manufac¬ 
tured  into  five  times  the  quantity  of  whisky,  and  this 
was  retailed  to  our  insatiate  customers  at  the  rate  of 
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one  pint  for  each  buffalo  robe.  If  the  robe  was  an 
extra  fine  one,  I  might  possibly  open  my  heart,  and 
give  two  pints.  But  I  felt  no  particular  inducement 
to  liberality  in  my  dealings,  for  I  thought  the  greatest 
kindness  I  could  show  my  customers  was  to  withhold 
the  commodity  entirely. 

Before  I  had  got  through  with  my  keg  I  had  a  row 
with  an  Indian,  which  cost  him  his  life  on  the  spot. 
While  I  was  busy  in  attending  the  tap,  a  tall  Sioux 
warrior  came  into  my  establishment,  already  the  worse 
for  liquor,  which  he  had  obtained  elsewhere.  He  made 
some  formidable  strides  round  and  near  me,  and  then 
inquired  for  the  Crow.  I  was  pointed  out  to  him,  and, 
pot  valiant,  he  swaggered  up  to  me. 

“  You  are  a  Crow  ?”  he  exclaimed. 

“  Yes.” 

“You  are  a  great  Crow  brave?” 

“Yes.” 

“  You  have  killed  a  host  of  Siouxs  ?” 

“No;  I  have  killed  a  host  of  Cheyennes,  but  I  have 
only  killed  fourteen  Siouxs  with  my  own  hand.” 

“  Look  at  me,”  said  he,  with  drunken  gasconade ; 
“my  arm  is  strong;  I  am  the  greatest  brave  in  the 
Sioux  nation.  Now  come  out,  and  I  will  kill  you.” 

“No,”  I  said,  “I  did  not  come  here  to  be  killed 
or  to  kill ;  I  came  here  to  trade.  I  could  kill  you  as 
easily  as  I  could  kill  a  squaw,  but  you  know  that  you 
have  a  host  of  warriors  here,  while  I  am  alone.  They 
would  kill  me  after  I  had  killed  you.  But  if  I  should 
come  in  sight  of  your  village  with  twenty  of  my  Crow 
warriors,  you  would  all  run  and  leave  your  lodges, 
women,  and  children.  Go  away ;  I  want  nothing  to  do 
with  you.  Your  tongue  is  strong,  but  you  are  no 
brave.” 
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I  had  told  the  Cheyennes  but  a  few  moments  pre¬ 
viously  that  I  had  been  among  all ‘the  nations  in  the 
country,  and  that  it  had  ever  been  my  invariable  rule, 
when  struck  by  a  Red  Man,  to  kill  him.  I  was  de¬ 
termined  to  prove  the  truth  of  my  declaration  in  this 
instance.  I  had  my  battle-axe  hanging  from  my  wrist, 
and  I  was  ready  at  a  moment’s  warning.  The  Sioux 
continued  his  abuse  of  me  in  his  own  tongue,  which 
I  paid  no  attention  to,  for  I  supposed  that,  like  his 
white  brethren,  he  might  utter  a  great  deal  of  provo¬ 
cation  in  his  cups,  and  straightway  repent  it  when  he 
became  sober. 

Finally,  he  became  so  importunate  that  I  saw  it  was 
time  to  take  an  active  part.  I  said,  “You  want  to 
kill  me,  eh  ?”  I  would  fight  with  you,  only  I  know  I 
should  be  killed  by  the  Siouxs  afterward,  and  I  should 
have  you  for  my  waiter  in  the  spirit  land.  I  would 
rather  kill  a  good  brave,  if  I  kill  any.” 

This  was  a  very  opprobrious  speech,  for  it  is  their 
faith  that  when  an  Indian  is  slain  who  has  previously 
slain  a  foe,  the  first-killed  warrior  becomes  waiter  in 
the  spirit  land  to  the  one  who  had  laid  him  low.  In¬ 
deed,  it  was  more  than  he  could  endure.  He  jerked 
off  the  cloth  that  was  fastened  round  his  hips,  and 
struck  me  in  the  face  with  it.  I  grasped  my  battle- 
axe,  but  the  blow  I  aimed  was  arrested  by  a  lodge 
pole,  which  impended  over  his  head,  and  saved  him 
from  immediate  death.  The  lodge  pole  was  nearly 
severed  with  the  blow.  I  raised  my  arm  again,  but  it 
was  restrained  by  the  Cheyennes,  who  had  been  sit¬ 
ting  round  with  their  heads  declined  during  the  Sioux’s 
previous  abuse. 

The  Sioux  chief,  Bull  Bear,  was  standing  near,  and 
was  acquainted  with  the  whole  particulars  of  the  difh- 
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culty.  He  advanced,  and  chopped  his  warrior  down, 
and  hacked  him  to*  pieces  after  he  fell. 

“Ugh!”  grunted  he,  as  coolly  as  possible,  “you 
ought  to  have  been  killed  long  ago,  you  bad  Indian!” 

This  demonstration  on  my  part  had  a  good  effect. 
The  Indians  examined  the  cut  inflicted  by  the  edge  of 
my  axe  on  the  lodge  pole,  and  declared  mine  a  strong 
arm.  They  saw  I  was  in  earnest,  and  would  do  what 
I  had  threatened,  and,  except  in  one  single  instance,  I 
had  no  farther  trouble. 

Influenced  by  my  persuasions,  two  hundred  lodges 
of  the  Cheyennes  started  for  the  Platte,  Bent  and  my¬ 
self  accompanying  them.  On  our  way  thither  we  met 
one  of  my  wagons,  loaded  with  goods,  on  its  way  to 
the  North  Fork  of  the  Platte.  There  was  a  forty-gal¬ 
lon  cask  of  whisky  among  its  contents,  and,  as  the  In¬ 
dians  insisted  on  having  it  opened,  I  brought  it  out  of 
the  wagon,  and  broached  it.  Bent  begged  me  not  to 
touch  it,  but  to  wait  till  we  reached  the  fort.  I  was 
there  for  the  purpose  of  making  money,  and  when  a 
chance  offered,  it  was  my  duty  to  make  the  most  of  it. 
On  that,  he  left  me,  and  went  to  the  fort.  I  com¬ 
menced  dealing  it  out,  and,  before  it  was  half  gone,  I 
had  realized  sixteen  horses  and  over  two  hundred  robes. 

While  I  was  busy  in  my  traffic,  the  Indians  brought 
in  four  trappers  whom  they  had  chanced  to  pick  up. 
The  poor  fellows  appeared  half  frightened  to  death,  not 
knowing  what  their  fate  would  be.  I  addressed  them 
in  English.  “  How  are  you,  boys  ?  Where  are  you 
bound  ?” 

“These  Indians  must  decide  that,”  they  replied. 
“Are  they  good  Indians?” 

“  Yes,”  I  replied.  “  They  will  not  harm  you.” 

They  informed  me  that  they  were  returning  from  the 
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mountains  with  twelve  packs  of  beaver,  and,  while  en¬ 
camped  one  night,  the  Crows  had  stolen  their  horses. 
They  had  cached  their  peltry,  and  now  wanted  to  buy 
more  horses  to  carry  it  to  some  fort. 

I  made  a  bargain  with  them  for  their  beaver,  and, 
taking  some  horses,  went  with  them  myself  to  their  late 
encampment,  for  I  could  not  trust  them  alone  for  fear 
they  would  take  their  skins  to  some  other  post.  We 
disinterred  the  peltry,  and  with  it  reached  the  fort 
without  accident.  The  trappers  staid  with  us  two  or 
three  weeks,  and  then,  purchasing  their  outfit  and 
horses,  they  again  started  for  the  mountains. 

We  had  a  prosperous  fall  and  winter  trade,  and  ac¬ 
cumulated  more  peltry  than  our  wagons  could  trans¬ 
port,  and  we  had  to  build  boats  to  convey  it  to  St. 
Louis.  At  the  settlement  of  accounts,  it  was  found 
that  we  had  cleared  sufficient  to  pay  Mr.  Sublet’s  debts, 
and  enough  over  to  buy  a  handsome  stock  of  goods 
for  the  next  season’s  trade. 

I  spent  the  summer  at  the  fort,  while  Sublet  and 
Fitzpatrick  went  on  with  the  peltry  to  St.  Louis.  I 
had  but  little  to  do,  as  the  Indians  had  removed  to 
their  summer  retreats,  and  I  spent  my  time  very  agree¬ 
ably  with  the  few  men  remaining  behind,  in  hunting 
buffalo  for  our  own  use.  About  the  last  of  August  our 
goods  arrived,  and  we  set  ourselves  to  work  again  at 
business.  I  put  up  at  the  North  Fork  of  the  Platte,  and 
had  a  busy  fall  and  winter  trade,  making  many  very 
profitable  bargains  for  the  company.  The  Cheyennes 
thought  me  the  best  trader  that  ever  visited  them,  and 
would  not  allow  any  other  company  to  traffic  with  their 
villages.  This  sorely  vexed  my  rival  traders,  and  once 
or  twice  I  had  my  life  attempted  in  consequence. 
When  others  came  to  ask  permission  to  open  a  trad- 
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ing-post,  the  Cheyennes  would  say,  “No;  we  do  all 
our  trading  with  the  Crow.  He  will  not  cheat  us.  His 
whisky  is  strong.” 

When  I  found  I  had  obtained  the  confidence  of  the 
nation,  I  told  the  Cheyennes  that  if  they  allowed  oth¬ 
er  traders  to  come  in  I  should  leave  them,  and  they 
would  be  cheated  by  those  who  sold  poor  whisky,  that 
would  not  make  them  merry  half  so  soon  as  mine. 
This  may  be  considered  selfish ;  but  I  knew  that  our 
company  was  keenly  competed  with  by  three  or  four 
rival  companies,  and  that  the  same  representations  that 
I  used  to  keep  the  trade  in  my  hands  were  freely  urged 
by  others  to  attract  it  from  me.  There  was  also  a 
farther  inducement  for  the  Cheyennes  to  do  their  busi¬ 
ness  with  me,  which  was  founded  upon  their  respect  for 
me  as  a  great  brave,  who  had  killed  a  number  of  their 
countrymen.  Whether  there  was  diplomatic  finesse 
enough  in  their  minds  to  reflect  that,  while  I  was 
harmlessly  engaged  with  them,  I  could  not  be  fighting 
in  the  bands  of  their  enemies,  and  adding  to  my  pres¬ 
ent  number  of  scalps,  I  can  not  pretend  to  say. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

Invitation  to  visit  the  Outlaws. — Interview  with  “  the  Elk  that  Calls.” 
— Profitable  Trade  with  the  Outlaws. — Return  to  the  Post. — Great 
Alarm  among  the  Traders. — Five  Horses  killed  at  the  Fort. — Flight 
from  the  Siouxs. — Safe  arrival  at  the  Fort. — Trade  with  the  Arrap- 
a-hos. — Attacked  by  a  Cheyenne  Warrior. — Peace  restored. 

While  in  the  midst  of  my  occupations,  a  messen¬ 
ger  was  dispatched  to  me  by  the  chief  of  a  Cheyenne 
village,  at  that  time  encamped  about  twenty  miles  dis¬ 
tant,  with  an  invitation  to  visit  them  and  trade  there. 
This  village  was  composed  of  outlaws  from  all  the  sur- 
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rounding  tribes,  who  were  expelled  from  their  various 
communities  for  sundry  infractions  of  their  rude  crim¬ 
inal  code ;  they  had  acquired  a  hard  name  for  their 
cruelties  and  excesses,  and  many  white  traders  were 
known  to  have  been  killed  among  them.  The  chiefs 
name  was  Mo-he-nes-to  (the  Elk  that  Calls),  and  he 
was  a  terror  to  all  white  people  in  that  region.  The 
village  numbered  three  hundred  lodges,  and  could  bring 
from  twelve  to  fifteen  hundred  warriors  into  the  field 
— the  best  fighters  of  the  nation.  We  called  it  the 
City  of  Eefuge. 

The  messenger  arrived  at  my  post,  and  inquired  for 
the  Crow. 

“  I  am  the  Crow,”  I  answered. 

“  The  great  chief,  Mo-he-nes-to,  wants  the  Crow  to 
come  to  his  lodge.” 

“  What  does  he  want  with  me  ?” 

“He  wants  to  trade  much.” 

“  What  does  he  want  to  trade?” 

“  He  wants  much  whisky,  much  beads,  much  scar¬ 
let,  much  kettles,”  and  he  enumerated  a  list  of  ar¬ 
ticles. 

“ Have  your  people  any  robes  by  them?” 

“Wugh!  they  have  so  much  robes  that  they  can 
not  move  with  them.” 

“  Any  horses  ?” 

“  Great  many — good  Crow  horses.” 

“  Well,”  said  I,  “  I  will  go  straightway,  and  you 
must  show  mg  the  way.” 

“Who  will  go  to  the  village  of  the  Elk  that  Calls  ?” 
I  asked ;  “I  want  two  men.” 

Peterson  and  another  volunteered  to  accompany  me ; 
but  by  this  time  the  matter  in  hand  had  reached  Su¬ 
blet’s  ears,  and  he  came  forward  and  said. 
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“  You  are  not  going  to  the  village  of  the  Outlaws, 
Beckwourth  ?” 

“Yes,”  I  replied,  “ I  am.” 

“  Don’t  you  know  that  they  kill  whites  there  ?” 

“  Yes,  I  know  that  they  have  killed  them.” 

“  Well,  I  object  to  your  going.” 

“Captain  Sublet,”  I  said,  “  I  have  promised  the  In¬ 
dian  that  I  will  go,  and  go  I  must.  There  has  been 
no  trader  there  for  a  long  time,  and  they  are  a  rich 
prize.” 

He  saw  that  I  was  resolved,  and,  having  given  me 
the  control  of  affairs,  he  withdrew  his  objection  and 
said  no  more. 

I  accordingly  prepared  for  the  journey.  Ordering 
the  horses,  I  packed  up  my  goods,  together  with  twen¬ 
ty  gallons  of  whisky,  and  issued  forth  on  the  way  to 
uncertain  destruction,  and  bearing  with  me  the  means 
of  destruction  certain. 

The  Indian  conducted  me  to  the  chief’s  lodge.  I 
dismounted,  my  two  men  following  my  example.  The 
chief  came  to  us,  and  passed  the  usual  compliments. 
He  desired  me  to  take  off  my  packs,  at  which  request 
I  immediately  remounted  my  horse. 

“What  is  the  matter?”  inquired  the  chief. 

“  When  I  send  for  my  friends  to  come  and  see  me,” 
I  said,  “  I  never  ask  them  to  unpack  their  horses  or 
to  guard  them,  but  I  have  it  done  for  them.” 

“You  are  right,  my  friend,”  said  he;  “it  shall  be 
done.  Get  off  your  horse,  and  come  into  my  lodge.” 

I  dismounted  again,  and  was  about  to  follow  him. 
My  men,  who  did  not  understand  our  conversation,  ar¬ 
rested  my  path  to  inquire  what  was  in  the  wind.  I 
bade  them  keep  quiet,  as  all  was  amicable,  and  then 
entered  the  lodge.  We  held  a  long  conversation  to- 
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gether,  during  which  the  chief  made  many  inquiries  of 
a  similar  nature  to  those  addressed  me  at  the  first 
village.  In  recounting  our  achievements,  I  found 
that  I  had  stolen  his  horses,  and  that  he  had  made  re¬ 
prisals  upon  the  Crows,  so  that  we  were  about  even  in 
the  horse  trade. 

At  length  he  wished  me  to  broach  the  whisky. 
“No,”  said  I,  “my  friend,  I  will  not  open  the  whisky 
until  you  send  for  your  women  to  come  with  their 
robes,  and  they  have  bought  what  goods  they  want 
first.  They  work  hard,  and  dress  all  your  robes ;  they 
deserve  to  trade  first.  They  wish  to  buy  many  fine 
things  to  wear,  so  that  your  warriors  may  love  them. 
When  they  have  traded  all  they  wish,  then  I  will  open 
my  whisky,  and  the  men  can  get  drunk.  But  if  the 
men  get  drunk  first,  your  women  will  be  afraid  of  them, 
and  they  will  take  all  the  robes,  and  the  women  will 
get  nothing.” 

“Your  words  are  true,  my  friend,”  said  the  chief; 
“our  women  shall  trade  before  the  men  get  drunk ;  they 
dress  all  our  robes:  it  shall  be  according  to  your  words.” 

Accordingly,  he  sent  for  all  the  women  who  had 
robes  and  wished  to  sell,  to  come  and  trade  with  the 
Crow.  They  were  not  long  in  obeying  the  summons. 
Forward  they  came,  some  with  one  robe  and  some  with 
two.  Two  was  the  most  that  any  of  them  had,  as  the 
men  had  reserved  the  most  to  purchase  whisky.  The 
trading  was  expeditiously  effected ;  we  did  not  have 
to  take  down  and  open  all  our  goods,  and  then  sell  a 
skein  of  thread,  and  be  informed  by  our  customer  that 
she  would  look  elsewhere  first,  and  perhaps  call  again, 
which  is  the  practice  of  many  young  ladies,  especially 
where  there  is  an  attractive  shopman.  We  could  hard¬ 
ly  hand  out  things  fast  enough. 
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We  served  all  the  women  to  their  entire  satisfaction, 
and  closed  out  our  stock  of  dry-goods.  We  then  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  the  whisky.  Before  opening  the  kegs,  I  laid 
down  my  rules  to  the  chief.  I  told  him  that  his  peo¬ 
ple  might  spree  as  long  as  they  chose,  hut  that  they 
must  not  obstruct  my  business,  or  interfere  with  me. 
As  the  liquor  was  served  out  to  them,  they  must  car¬ 
ry  it  out  of  the  lodge,  and  not  stay  to  be  in  my  way 
and  give  me  trouble.  This  was  readily  assented  to, 
and  the  sales  began. 

Whisky  will  have  the  same  effect  every  where,  and 
if  a  man  will  traffic  in  the  “cursed  stuff,”  he  must  sub¬ 
mit  to  his  share  of  the  mischief  he  creates.  My  under¬ 
standing  with  the  chief  was  productive  of  no  effect. 
He  came  into  the  lodge,  saying,  “  I  have  killed  an 
Indian;”  I  looked,  and  saw  that  his  battle-axe  was 
dripping  with  blood.  Yells  and  tumult  increased  out¬ 
side  ;  the  chief  was  again  making  his  way  toward  the 
lodge,  protected  by  a  host  of  friends,  while  behind  him, 
and  striving  to  get  at  him,  was  an  infuriated  throng, 
fighting  and  yelling  like  devils.  My  store  in  an  in¬ 
stant  was  filled  to  overflowing  with  opposing  parties, 
composed  of  outlaws  from  a  dozen  tribes.  I  sprang 
to  secure  my  gun ;  and  my  companions,  mistaking  my 
movement,  supposed  I  had  started  to  ran,  and  they 
broke  out  at  the  back  of  the  lodge,  and  did  not  stop 
until  they  reached  our  post  on  the  Platte. 

Battle-axes  and  knives  fairly  rung  through  the  lodge 
during  the  continuance  of  the  fight ;  but  it  was  over 
in  a  few  minutes,  and  they  withdrew  to  the  place  out¬ 
side,  and  renewed  it  to  greater  advantage.  At  the  res¬ 
toration  of  peace,  some  ghastly  wounds  were  shown  to 
me,  but,  singular  to  say,  none  of  the  belligerents  were 
killed. 
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Mo-he-nes-to,  after  a  short  interval,  returned,  with¬ 
out  having  received  a  single  scratch,  and  said  all  was 
quiet  again,  and  they  wanted  more  whisky.  The  wom¬ 
en  wished  to  get  some  also,  he  informed  me.  I  knew 
that,  if  the  women  were  going  to  join  in,  I  must  have 
another  supply,  and  I  told  the  chief  I  had  not  enough 
left  to  get  the  women  drunk. 

“  Send  for  more,  then,”  said  he.  “  Our  women  are 
buried  up  and  smothered  with  robes,  and  will  buy  very 
much.” 

I  soon  found  a  volunteer  to  run  to  the  post  to  carry 
an  order  to  Sublet  to  send  me  twenty  gallons  more  of 
whisky. 

My  assistants,  after  making  their  hasty  exit  from  the 
back  of  the  chief’s  lodge,  reported  at  the  post  the  state 
of  affairs  at  the  village  of  the  Outlaws  at  the  time  they 
left.  Guns  were  being  fired,  they  said,  and,  beyond  all 
doubt,  Beckwourth  was  killed.  No  one  dared  to  go 
and  ascertain  the  result.  Sublet  was  in  great  trouble. 
“  I  did  my  utmost  to  prevent  his  going,”  he  consoled 
himself  by  saying,  “but  he  went  in  opposition  to  all 
orders  and  advice ;  so,  if  he  is  killed,  the  responsibility 
does  not  rest  upon  me.” 

By-and-by  my  messenger  arrived  with  the  order  for 
more  whisky.  Sublet  took  the  letter  and  read  it. 
“Ho!”  said  he,  “Jim  is  not  dead  yet.  He  has  sent 
for  more  fire-water.  Who  will  take  it  to  him  ?”  Four 
men  volunteered  for  the  errand,  and  arrived  with  it 
next  day.  The  Indians  took  their  horses  away  from 
them,  and  they  became  alarmed ;  but  when  they  short¬ 
ly  after  saw  me  up  to  my  neck  in  buffalo  robes,  their 
fear  subsided.  These  two  kegs  went  off  as  actively  as 
the  preceding,  and  the  robes  fairly  poured  in.  The 
whole  village  moved  on  toward  the  post,  singing,  danc- 
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ing,  and  drinking,  and,  when  I  had  approached  within 
five  miles,  I  had  to  send  for  two  kegs  more. 

In  short,  the  sixty  gallons  of fire-water  realized  to 
the  company  over  eleven  hundred  robes  and  eighteen 
horses,  worth  in  St.  Louis  six  thousand  dollars. 

This  trading  whisky  for  Indian  property  is  one  of 
the  most  infernal  practices  ever  entered  into  by  man. 
Let  the  reader  sit  down  and  figure  up  the  profits  on  a 
forty-gallon  cask  of  alcohol,  and  he  will  be  thunder¬ 
struck,  or  rather  whisky  struck.  When  disposed  of, 
four  gallons  of  water  are  added  to  each  gallon  of  alco¬ 
hol.  In  two  hundred  gallons  there  are  sixteen  hund¬ 
red  pints,  for  each  one  of  which  the  trader  gets  a  buf¬ 
falo  robe  worth  five  dollars !  The  Indian  women  toil 
many  long  weeks  to  dress  these  sixteen  hundred  robes. 
The  white  trader  gets  them  all  for  worse  than  nothing, 
for  the  poor  Indian  mother  hides  herself  and  her  chil¬ 
dren  in  the  forests  until  the  effect  of  the  poison  pass¬ 
es  away  from  the  husbands,  fathers,  and  brothers,  who 
love  them  when  they  have  no  whisky,  and  abuse  and 
kill  them  when  they  have.  Six  thousand  dollars  for 
sixty  gallons  of  alcohol !  Is  it  a  wonder  that,  with 
such  profits  in  prospect,  men  get  rich  who  are  engaged 
in  the  fur  trade  ?  or  is  it  a  miracle  that  the  poor  buffalo 
are  becoming  gradually  exterminated,  being  killed  with 
so  little  remorse  that  their  very  hides,  among  the  In¬ 
dians  themselves,  are  known  by  the  appellation  of  a 
pint  of  whisky  ? 

The  chief  made  me  a  gratuity  of  forty  robes.  On 
two  subsequent  visits  I  paid  him  on  his  invitation,  he 
made  me  further  presents,  until  he  had  presented  me 
with  one  hundred  and  eighty-five  robes  without  receiv¬ 
ing  any  equivalent.  The  extent  of  his  “  royal  munif¬ 
icence”  seriously  alarmed  Sublet.  It  was  just  this 
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same  profuse  spirit,  he  said,  that  had  bred  disputes 
with  other  traders,  often  resulting  in  their  losing  their 
lives.  It  is  as  well  a  savage  custom  as  civilized,  to  ex¬ 
pect  a  commensurate  return  for  any  favors  bestowed, 
and  an  Indian  is  so  punctilious  in  the  observance  of 
this  etiquette,  that  he  will  part  with  his  last  horse  and 
his  last  blanket  rather  than  receive  a  favor  without 
requital. 

Mo-he-nes-to,  without  intending  it,  was  rather  troub¬ 
lesome  on  this  point.  When  he  became  sober  after 
these  drunken  carousals,  he  would  begin  to  reflect  se¬ 
riously  on  things.  He  would  find  his  robes  all  gone; 
his  women’s  labor — for  it  would  take  months  of  toil 
in  dressing  and  ornamenting  these  robes — thrown  un- 
profitably  away ;  his  people  had  nothing  to  show  for 
their  late  pile  of  wealth,  and  their  wants  would  remain 
unsupplied.  They  would  have  no  guns  or  ammuni¬ 
tion  to  fight  the  Crows,  who  were  always  well  sup¬ 
plied,  and  their  whole  year’s  earnings  were  squander¬ 
ed.  These  reflections  would  naturally  make  him  dis- 
contended  and  irritable,  and  he  would  betake  himself 
to  the  post  for  reparation. 

“  White  man,”  he  would  say,  “  I  have  given  you 
my  robes,  which  my  warriors  have  spent  months  in 
hunting,  and  which  my  women  have  slaved  a  whole 
year  in  dressing ;  and  what  do  you  give  me  in  return? 
I  have  nothing.  You  give  me  fire-water,  which  makes 
me  and  my  people  mad ;  and  it  is  gone,  and  we  have 
nothing  to  hunt  more  buffalo  with,  and  to  fight  our 
enemies.” 

The  generality  of  traders  will  endeavor  to  make  it 
apparent  to  him  that  there  was  a  fair  exchange  of 
commodities  effected,  and  that  he  had  the  worth  of  his 
wares,  and  they  can  do  no  more  for  him. 
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This  angered  him,  and  in  his  disappointment  and 
vexation  he  would  raise  the  war-hoop,  his  warriors 
would  rush  to  him,  he  would  harangue  them  for  a 
moment,  an  assault  would  he  made  upon  the  trading- 
post,  the  goods  would  he  seized,  and,  in  many  in¬ 
stances,  the  trader  would  he  massacred  and  scalped. 

I  saw  the  necessary  relation  between  all  these  events, 
and  knew  that  simple  justice  in  exchanges  would  avoid 
all  such  catastrophes.  I  therefore  told  Sublet  to  feel 
no  uneasiness,  as  I  could  arrange  matters  so  as  to  af¬ 
ford  general  satisfaction. 

“Well,”  said  he,  “go  your  own  way  to  destruc¬ 
tion.” 

A  day  or  two  after  this,  Sublet  came  to  inform  me 
that  Mo-he-nes-to  was  on  his  way  to  the  fort.  I  look¬ 
ed  out,  and  saw  the  chief  and  his  wife  both  approach¬ 
ing  on  horseback.  As  he  entered,  I  received  him  with 
great  ceremony,  taking  him  by  the  hand,  and  bidding 
him  welcome  to  the  fort.  I  had  his  horses  well  at¬ 
tended  to,  a  sumptuous  supper  for  himself  and  wife 
served  up,  and,  while  the  meal  was  preparing,  enter¬ 
tained  him  with  liquors  fit  to  make  any  toper’s  mouth 
water.  After  supper  he  got  gloriously  fuddled,  and 
went  to  bed,  ignorant  of  what  was  passing  in  the  world 
around  him. 

In  the  morning  I  inquired  of  him  how  he  felt. 

“Wugh!  Much  bad!  head  ache  strong!” 

I  then  gave  him  another  whisky  punch,  well-flavor¬ 
ed  with  spices ;  he  and  his  lady  drank  deeply,  and  then 
partook  of  a  hearty  breakfast.  He  then  felt  well  again. 
I  next  led  him  into  the  store,  where  we  had  a  large 
assortment  of  every  Indian  novelty.  I  knew  he  had 
children,  as  well  as  how  many;  so  I  selected  a  five- 
striped  Hudson’s  Bay  blanket  for  himself,  another  for 
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his  wife,  and  one  for  each  of  his  children,  besides  an 
extra  scarlet  blanket  for  his  eldest  son,  a  young  war¬ 
rior.  To  his  wife  I  also  gave  a  two-gallon  brass  kettle, 
and  beads  enough  to  last  her  for  a  year  or  two.  In 
fact,  I  selected  more  or  less  of  every  description  of  ar¬ 
ticle  that  I  thought  would  be  useful  to  them,  or  that  I 
thought  an  Indian  eye  could  covet.  These  presents 
I  ceremoniously  laid  upon  the  counter,  until  I  had 
two  or  three  large  piles  of  quite  attractive-looking 
goods. 

The  chief  and  his  wife  had  watched  me  laying  all 
these  goods  before  them.  I  then  asked  them  if  they 
saw  any  thing  more  any  where  in  the  store  that  they 
thought  they  would  like. 

Mo-he-nes-to  opened  his  eyes  wide  with  surprise. 
“What!”  he  exclaimed,  “  are  all  those  things  for  us  ?” 

“Yes,”  I  said,  “they  are  for  you,  your  wife,  and 
your  children — something  for  you  all.  When  I  have 
a  friend,  I  like  to  be  liberal  in  my  gifts  to  him.  I  nev¬ 
er  rob  the  Red  Men ;  I  never  take  all  their  robes  and 
give  them  nothing  but  whisky.  I  give  them  some¬ 
thing  good  for  themselves,  their  wives,  and  their  chil¬ 
dren.  My  heart  is  big;  I  know  what  the  Red  Men 
want,  and  what  their  families  want.” 

“  My  friend,  your  heart  is  too  big ;  you  give  me 
much  more  than  I  ever  had  before ;  you  will  be  very 
poor.” 

“  No,”  I  said ;  “  I  have  many  things  here,  all  mine. 
I  am  rich,  and  when  I  find  a  good  friend,  I  make  him 
rich  like  me.” 

I  then  bade  him  look  the  store  carefully  through,  to 
see  if  there  was  any  thing  more  that  he' would  like. 
He  looked,  but  saw  nothing  more  that  he  needed.  I 
then  made  the  same  request  of  his  wife,  whose  satis- 
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faction  beamed  all  over  ber  face,  but  she  too  was  fully 
supplied. 

I  then  stepped  into  another  room,  and  returned  with 
a  fine  new  gun,  with  a  hundred  rounds  of  ammunition, 
and  a  new,  highly-finished,  silver-mounted  battle-axe. 
This  was  the  comble  de  bienfaits.  I  thought  he  would 
not  recover  from  the  shock.  He  took  the  battle-axe 
in  his  hand,  and  examined  it  minutely,  his  face  dis¬ 
torted  with  a  broad  grin  all  the  while. 

“Hugh!”  said  he;  “you  give  me  too  much.  I 
gave  you  no  robes,  but  you  have  proved  that  you  are 
my  friend.” 

When  they  were  ready  to  start,  there  was  an  extra 
horse  for  him,  and  a  fine  mare  for  his  wife,  ready  wait¬ 
ing  at  the  door. 

“  There,  my  friend,”  said  I,  “is  a  good  horse  for  you; 
he  is  swift  to  run  the  buffalo.  Here  is  a  fine  mare  for 
you,  ”  I  said  to  his  wife.  “  Indian  women  love  to  raise 
handsome  colts.  I  give  her  to  you,  and  you  must  not 
let  the  Crows  steal  her  from  you.” 

She  displayed  every  tooth  in  her  head  in  token  of 
her  satisfaction,  and  she  mounted  to  return  home.  The 
chief  said  as  he  left,  “  I  am  going  on  a  war-party,  and 
then  to  kill  buffalo.  I  will  come  back  again  in  a  few 
moons.  I  will  then  come  and  see  you,  and  I  will  kill 
you — I  will  crush  you  to  death  with  robes.”  And  away 
they  went,  never  better  satisfied  in  their  lives. 

Now  is  it  to  be  supposed  that  the  company  lost 
any  thing  by  this  liberality  ?  That  chief,  whose  hands 
were  stained  with  the  blood  of  so  many  traders,  would 
have  defended  my  life  till  the  last  gasp.  While  I  was 
in  his  country,  no  other  trader  could  have  bartered  a 
plug  of  tobacco  with  him  or  his  people.  The  com¬ 
pany  still  derived  great  profits  from  his  trade.  Be- 
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sides  the  immense  returns  derived  from  my  transac¬ 
tions  with  the  village,  I  cleared  over  five  hundred  dol¬ 
lars  from  my  exchanges  with  the  chief  alone,  after  the 
full  value  of  my  munificent  presents  had  been  deducted. 

One  day  the  Cheyenne  Dog  Soldiers  were  to  have  a 
dance  and  count  their  coos.  I  called  all  the  Crows 
who  were  in  the  band,  and  asked  them  if  the  regula¬ 
tions  would  admit  of  my  joining  in  the  dance. 

“  Certainly,”  said  they ;  “  nothing  will  please  them 
more;  they  will  then  believe  that  you  have  joined 
them.” 

Accordingly,  I  painted  myself,  and  put  on  a  uniform, 
including  a  chiefs  coat,  new  from  the  shelves,  and 
painted  my  white  leggins  with  stripes,  denoting  a  great 
number  of  coos  ;  when  ready,  I  walked  toward  them  as 
great  a  man  as  any.  On  seeing  me  approach,  there 
was  a  general  inquiry,  “  Who  is  that  ?  Where  did  he 
come  from?”  When  the  ceremonies  commenced,  I 
joined  in,  and  danced  as  hard  as  any  of  them.  The 
drum  at  length  sounded,  to  announce  the  time  to  begin 
to  count. 

I  stepped  forward  first,  and  began.  “  Cheyennes, 
do  you  remember  that  you  had  a  warrior  killed  at  such 
a  place,  wearing  such  and  such  marks  of  distinction  ?” 

“Yes,  we  know  it.” 

“  I  killed  him  ;  he  was  a  great  brave.” 

There  was  a  tap  on  the  drum,  and  one  coo  was  count¬ 
ed.  I  proceeded  until  I  had  counted  my  five  coos, 
which  is  the  limited  number  between  the  dances. 

Next  in  turn  the  Bob-tailed  Horse  counted  his  five 
on  the  Crows,  and  to  his  various  allusions  I  assent¬ 
ed  with  the  customary  “  I  remember.” 

This  betrayed  who  I  was,  and  they  were  delighted 
to  see  one  of  the  Dog  Soldiers  of  the  Crows  join  their 
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band.  The  Bob-tailed  Horse  made  me  a  valuable  pres¬ 
ent,  and  I  returned  to  the  fort  with  six  splendid  war- 
horses  and  thirty  fine  robes,  presented  to  me  at  that 
dance,  as  my  initiation  gifts,  or  bounty-money,  I  sup¬ 
pose,  for  joining  their  army.  I  was  then  a  Dog  Sol¬ 
dier  in  the  picked  troop  of  the  Cheyennes,  compelled  to 
defend  the  village  against  every  enemy  until  I  died,  like 
Macbeth,  with  harness  on  my  back. 

The  Crows  had  been  informed  by  sundry  persons  in 
the  employ  of  the  American  Fur  Company  that  I  had 
joined  their  inveterate  enemies.  They  were  satisfied 
with  my  proceeding.  “  The  Medicine  Calf  is  a  cun¬ 
ning  chief,”  they  said ;  “he  best  knows  how  to  act. 
He  has  joined  the  Cheyennes  to  learn  all  about  their 
numbers,  the  routes  of  their  villages,  and  so  forth. 
When  he  has  learned  all  that  he  wants,  he  will  return 
to  us,  and  then  we  can  fight  the  Cheyennes  to  greater 
advantage.” 

I  was  now  in  my  second  winter  with  Sublet  in  the 
Cheyenne  and  Sioux  country.  He  had  succeeded  far 
beyond  his  expectation,  and  he  still  continued  to  make 
money  by  thousands.  We  had  curtailed  the  number 
of  sub-posts,  and  thereby  materially  reduced  his  ex¬ 
penses  ;  indeed,  they  were  now  less  than  half  what 
they  were  the  preceding  winter. 

Leaving  Sublet’s,  I  went  down  to  the  South  Platte, 
distant  one  hundred  and  fifty  miles,  and  indulged  in  a 
short  rest,  until  I  heard  that  the  Cheyennes  of  the  Ar¬ 
kansas — those  that  I  first  visited — were  about  to  make 
their  spring  trade,  and  I  went  over  to  meet  them,  and 
bring  them  to  our  fort.  I  found  them  ;  all  appeared  to 
be  glad  to  see  me,  and  they  returned  with  me.  In 
crossing  the  divide ,  or  ridge  between  the  two  rivers, 
our  spies  in  advance  discovered  a  party  of  Pawnees, 
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and  a  charge  was  immediately  made  upon  them.  We 
only  killed  three  of  the  enemy.  I  counted  a  coo  by 
capturing  a  rifle.  The  victim  who  abandoned  it  had 
been  already  killed. 

While  we  engaged  the  enemy  the  village  went  into 
camp,  and  I  proposed  to  my  fellow-warriors  to  return 
to  the  village  after  the  manner  of  the  Crows,  which  was 
agreed  to.  There  were  several  in  the  party,  so  we 
could  easily  raise  a  good  Crow  song,  and  the  Cheyenne 
warriors  could  join  in.  We  struck  up  merrily,  and  ad¬ 
vanced  toward  the  village.  As  soon  as  the  women 
heard  our  voices,  they  ran  out  to  see  who  were  coming. 
There  were  several  captive  Crows  among  the  Chey¬ 
ennes,  who,  I  supposed,  had  lived  among  them  ever 
since  I  had  been  sold  to  the  whites.  These  recognized 
our  stave,  and  exclaimed,  “  Those  are  Crows  coming ; 
we  know  their  song.”  This  brought  out  the  whole 
village,  who  stood  waiting  our  arrival,  in  surprise  and 
wonderment.  As  we  drew  near,  however,  they  distin¬ 
guished  me  in  the  party,  and  the  mystery  was  solved. 
“  The  Crow  is  with  the  Cheyennes.” 

We  performed  all  kinds  of  antics ;  made  a  circuit 
round  the  village,  going  through  evolutions  and  per¬ 
formances  which  the  Cheyennes  had  never  before  seen, 
but  with  which  they  were  so  highly  pleased,  that  they 
adopted  the  dance  into  the  celebrations  of  their  nation. 
That  night  the  scalp-dance  was  performed,  which  I  took 
part  in,  as  great  a  man  as  any.  I  sung  the  Crow  song, 
to  the  especial  admiration  of  the  fair  sex. 

The  next  morning  we  resumed  our  journey  to  the  fort, 
which  we  reached  after  three  days’  travel.  The  vil¬ 
lage  had  brought  a  great  number  of  robes,  together  with 
some  beaver,  and  a  great  trade  was  opened  with  them. 

At  this  time  I  had  a  difficulty  with  a  Cheyenne, 
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the  only  one  I  ever  had  with  any  of  the  tribe.  I  was 
eating  dinner  one  day,  when  a  great  brave  came  in  and 
demanded  whisky.  I  repaired  to  the  store  with  him 
to  supply  his  want,  when  I  found  he  had  no  robe  to  pay 
for  it,  and  was,  besides,  intoxicated.  I  refused  to  give 
him  the  whisky,  telling  him  he  must  first  go  and  bring 
a  robe.  This  probably  aggravated  him,  and  he  made 
a  sudden  cut  at  me  with  his  sword,  which  I  very  for¬ 
tunately  dodged,  and  before  he  could  raise  his  weapon 
again  I  had  him  between  my  feet  on  the  ground.  I 
had  left  my  battle-axe  on  my  seat  at  the  table,  and  I 
called  out  for  some  one  to  bring  it  to  me,  but  no  one 
came  with  it.  I  at  length  released  him,  and  he  went 
hooping  away,  to  obtain  his  gun  to  shoot  the  Crow. 
I  seized  my  own,  and  waited  for  him  at  the  door,  while 
all  the  inmates  of  the  fort  begged  of  me  not  to  shoot 
him.  After  some  little  delay,  he  appeared,  gun  in 
hand ;  but  three  Cheyenne  warriors  interfered  to  stop 
him,  and  he  returned  into  his  lodge. 

The  day  following  he  sent  for  Sublet  and  myself  to 
go  and  dine  with  him,  and  we  went  accordingly.  Su¬ 
blet  was  apprehensive  of  mischief  from  my  visit,  and 
endeavored  to  dissuade  me  from  going ;  but  I  foresaw 
no  danger,  and  knew,  farther,  that  it  would  be  a  cause 
of  offense  to  the  Indian  to  neglect  his  invitation.  When 
we  entered  his  lodge  he  was  glad  to  see  us,  and  bade 
me  be  seated  on  a  pile  of  robes.  I  sat  down  as  de¬ 
sired,  and  our  host,  after  holding  a  short  conversation 
with  Sublet,  turned  to  me  and  spoke  as  follows : 

“  O-tun-nee”  (Crow),  “  I  was  a  fool  yesterday.  You 
spared  my  life.  I  do  not  want  you  to  be  angry  with 
me,  because  I  am  not  angry  with  you.  I  was  drunk ; 
I  had  drunk  too  much  of  your  whisky,  and  it  made  my 
heart  black.  I  did  not  know  what  I  was  doing.” 
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“  Very  well,”  said  I ;  “I  am  not  angry  with  you. 
When  you  attempted  to  kill  me  I  was  angry,  and  if 
my  battle-axe  had  been  in  my  hand,  I  should  have 
killed  you.  You  are  alive,  and  I  am  glad  of  it.” 

“  Take  those  robes,”  he  rejoined,  “  and  hereafter  you 
shall  be  my  brother,  and  I  will  be  your  brother.  Those 
robes  will  make  your  heart  right,  and  we  will  quarrel 
no  more.” 

I  took  the  robes  with  me,  ten  in  number,  and  found 
my  heart  perfectly  mollified. 

Messrs.  Sublet  and  Vasques,  having  realized  immense 
profits  during  their  three  years  of  partnership,  disposed 
of  all  their  interest  and  effects  in  the  Rocky  Mountain 
fur  business,  and  returned  to  St.  Louis.  This  threw 
me  entirely  out  of  business,  when  Messrs.  Bent  and 
Saverine  wished  to  engage  me  in  their  employ.  After 
some  little  negotiation  with  them,  I  concluded  a  bar¬ 
gain,  and  entered  into  their  service  in  the  latter  part 
of  the  summer  of  1840.  We  immediately  proceeded 
to  establish  sub-posts  in  various  directions,  and  I  re¬ 
paired  to  Laramie  Fork. 

As  soon  as  it  was  known  among  the  Indians  that 
the  Crow  was  trading  at  Bent’s  post,  they  came  flock¬ 
ing  in  with  their  robes.  Old  Smoke,  the  head  chief 
of  another  band  of  Outlaws,  known  as  Smoke’s  Band, 
but  claimed  by  no  particular  nation  or  tribe,  visited 
me,  with  his  village,  and  commenced  a  great  spree.  I 
gave  them  a  grand  entertainment,  which  seemed  to 
tickle  their  tastes  highly.  They  kept  up  their  carou¬ 
sal  until  they  had  parted  with  two  thousand  robes,  and 
had  no  more  remaining.  They  then  demanded  whis¬ 
ky,  and  I  refused  it.  “  No  trust,”  the  motto  we  see 
inscribed  on  every  low  drinking-saloon  in  St.  Louis, 
is  equally  our  system  in  dealing  with  the  Indians. 
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They  became  infuriated  at  my  refusal,  and  clamored 
and  threatened  if  I  persisted.  I  knew  it  was  no  use 
to  give  way,  so  I  adhered  to  my  resolution.  There¬ 
upon  they  commenced  firing  upon  the  store,  and  show¬ 
ered  the  bullets  through  every  assailable  point.  The 
windows  were  shot  entirely  out,  and  the  assailants 
swore  vengeance  against  the  Crow.  According  to  their 
talk,  I  had  my  choice  either  to  die  or  give  them  whis¬ 
ky  to  drink.  I  had  but  one  man  with  me  in  the  store. 
There  had  been  several  Canadians  in  the  fort,  but  on 
the  first  alarm  they  ran  to  their  houses,  which  were 
built  around  the  fort,  within  the  pickets,  to  obtain  their 
guns ;  but  on  the  Indians  informing  them  that  they 
would  not  hurt  them,  that  it  was  only  the  Crow  that 
they  were  after,  the  Canadians  staid  within  doors,  and 
abandoned  me  to  my  fate. 

I  and  my  companion  sat  with  our  rifles  ready  cock¬ 
ed,  well  prepared  to  defend  the  entrance  to  the  fort. 
We  had  plenty  of  guns  at  hand  ready  loaded,  and  there 
must  a  few  have  fallen  before  they  passed  the  gate. 
At  dusk  I  closed  the  door,  but  we  lay  upon  our  arms 
all  night.  The  Indians  kept  up  a  great  tumult  and 
pother,  but  attempted  nothing. 

Messrs.  Bent  and  Saverine  arrived  in  the  morning, 
and  wanted  to  be  informed  of  the  cause  of  the  disturb¬ 
ance.  I  acquainted  them,  and  they  approved  my  con¬ 
duct.  They  were  astonished  at  my  immense  pile  of 
robes,  and  applauded  my  fortitude. 

When  the  Outlaws  became  sobered,  they  express¬ 
ed  contrition  for  what  they  had  done,  and  charged  their 
excesses  upon  John  Barleycorn,  which  plea  I  admitted. 
At  the  same  time,  it  appeared  quite  inconsistent  that  I, 
who  was  that  celebrated  gentleman’s  high-priest,  should 
be  set  upon  and  almost  murdered  by  his  devotees. 
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Nothing  noteworthy  occurred  until  the  following 
January,  when  the  Indians,  being  again  on  the  spree, 
once  more  attempted  my  life.  I  fled  to  a  post  in  the 
Arrap-a-ho  country,  in  charge  of  Mr.  Alex.  Wharfield, 
now  a  colonel  in  the  army ;  he  resigned  the  post  to  me, 
and  took  my  place  at  Bent’s  post.  I  had  but  little 
trouble  with  the  Indians  here.  Cut  Nose,  an  old  brave, 
who,  it  seems,  had  been  in  the  habit  of  obtaining  his 
drams  of  Wharfield  gratis,  expected  to  be  supplied  by 
me  on  the  same  terms.  I  resisted  this  invasion,  and 
seriously  ruffled  the  feathers  of  the  old  chief  thereby. 
He  left  at  my  refusal,  and  did  not  return  again  that 
day.  During  the  ensuing  night  the  Pawnees  came, 
and  stole  both  his  horses  and  mine.  The  old  man 
raised  a  party,  went  in  pursuit,  recaptured  all  the 
horses,  took  two  scalps,  and  returned  in  high  spirits. 

He  visited  the  store,  and  informed  me  what  he  had 
done. 

“Well,”  said  I,  “that  is  because  I  gave  you  no 
whisky  yesterday.  If  I  had  given  you  whisky,  you 
would  have  drunk  too  much,  and  been  sick  this  morn¬ 
ing  in  consequence.  Then  you  would  not  have  been 
able  to  pursue  the  Pawnees,  and  you  would  have  lost 
your  horses.” 

However,  I  gave  him  some  whisky  then  in  honor  of 
his  achievement.  This,  as  I  had  expected,  pleased  the 
old  fellow,  and  he  restored  me  my  horses,  and  charged 
me  nothing  for  their  recapture. 

As  soon  as  the  spring  trade  was  over,  I  abandoned 
that  post  and  returned  to  the  Arkansas.  Saverine  de¬ 
sired  me  to  go  and  see  if  I  could  open  a  trade  with  a 
village  of  Arrap-a-hos  which  he  had  heard  was  en¬ 
camped  at  forty  miles  distance.  I  accordingly  started 
in  their  direction,  accompanied  by  two  men.  We  jour- 
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neyed  on  until  we  had  arrived  within  a  short  distance 
of  the  village,  when  we  discovered  on  our  road  a  hand 
of  three  or  four  hundred  traveling  Indians.  I  saw 
they  were  Camanches,  and  I  hade  the  two  men  to  run 
for  their  lives,  as  I  knew  the  Camanches  would  kill 
them.  I  directed  them  to  the  Arrap-a-ho  village,  and 
hade  them  shout  their  loudest  when  they  came  in  sight 
of  it.  They  left  me,  and  ascended  a  slight  eminence 
a  little  distance  in  advance,  and  then,  shouting  to  the 
extent  of  their  lungs,  they  put  their  horses  down  at 
the  best  speed.  I  rode  up  after  them,  and  telegraphed 
with  my  blanket  to  the  village  to  have  them  come 
quickly.  They  obeyed  my  motions,  and  fell  in  with 
the  Camanches  on  their  way  to  me.  The  two  tribes 
proved  to  be  friends,  and  my  companions  were  safe. 

On  arriving  at  the  village  I  found  abundance  of 
robes,  and  opened  a  very  successful  trade  with  the  peo¬ 
ple.  This  finished,  I  returned  to  the  fort,  and  assist¬ 
ed  the  other  employes  in  loading  the  wagons  for  their 
trip  to  St.  Louis. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

First  Trip  to  New  Mexico. — Return  to  the  Indians  with  Goods. — Suc¬ 
cess  in  Trade. — Enter  into  Business  in  St.  Fernandez. — Get  Mar¬ 
ried. — Return  to  the  Indians. — The  fortunate  Speculation. — Proceed 
to  California  with  Goods. 

I  had  now  accumulated  a  considerable  sum  of  money, 
and  thought  I  might  as  well  put  it  to  some  use  for  my 
own  profit,  as  risk  my  life  in  the  service  of  others, 
while  they  derived  the  lion’s  share  from  my  industry. 
It  was  now  about  three  years  since  I  had  left  St.  Louis 
on  my  present  excursion,  and  I  began  to  weary  of  the 
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monotony  of  my  life.  I  was  within  five  days’  jour¬ 
ney  of  New  Mexico,  and  I  ^determined  upon  going  to 
take  a  look  at  the  northern  portion  of  this  unbounded 
territory. 

I  had  but  one  man  with  me,  named  Charles  Towne, 
when  I  started  upon  my  new  exploration.  On  our 
road  thither  we  passed  near  to  a  Utah  village,  and  two 
or  three  of  their  warriors  presented  themselves  before 
us  to  hold  a  parley,  while  the  chief  sat  down  on  a  log 
close  by.  They  said,  as  we  reined  in  our  horses  for  a 
moment,  “  You  make  our  paths  bad  by  coming  into 
our  country ;  you  Will  go  back  and  tell  the  Cheyennes 
and  Arrap-a-hos  where  we  are ;  they  will  then  come 
and  kill  us,  and  steal  our  horses.  Come  here !  our 
chief  wants  to  see  you.” 

This  was  spoken  in  tolerably  good  Spanish. 

“  Come  on,”  said  I,  addressing  my  companion;  “  let 
us  not  be  annoyed  by  these  trifling  Indians and  I 
urged  my  horse  against  the  Indian  spokesman,  knock¬ 
ing  him  into  the  dirt.  He  arose,  exclaiming,  “  Wugh! 
Shawnee!”  We  then  rode  on  without  further  moles¬ 
tation,  they  evidently  mistaking  me  for  a  Shawnee. 
They  had  robbed  several  white  men,  and,  after  beating 
them  savagely,  had  liberated  them.  I  had  no  manner 
of  fear  of  them,  for  I  knew  them  to  be  great  cowards ; 
with  one  hundred  and  fifty  good  Crow  warriors  I  would 
have  chased  a  thousand  of  them. 

We  passed  on  into  St.  Fernandez,  and  found  quite 
a  number  of  American  traders  there,  established  in  bus¬ 
iness,  and  supplying  both  mountaineers  and  Indians 
with  goods.  Here  I  encountered  an  old  acquaintance, 
named  Lee,  with  whom  I  entered  into  partnership.  We 
purchased  one  hundred  gallons  of  alcohol,  and  a  stock 
of  fancy  articles,  to  return  to  the  Indian  country,  and 
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trade  for  robes  and  other  peltry.  We  visited  the  Chey¬ 
ennes  on  the  South  Fork  of  the  Platte.  We  passed 
Bent’s  fort  on  our  way  thither.  He  hailed  us,  and  in¬ 
quired  where  we  were  going.  I  informed  him  that  we 
were  on  our  way  to  the  Cheyenne  village.  He  begged 
me  not  to  go,  as  I  valued  my  safety.  It  was  only  the 
day  previous,  he  said,  that  he  had  traded  with  them, 
and  bought  eighteen  horses  from  their  village.  They 
came  the  next  morning  and  took  them  forcibly  back, 
and  threatened  him  with  their  guns  if  he  said  a  word 
against  their  proceedings.  I  replied  to  him  that  I  an¬ 
ticipated  no  danger,  and  left  him  to  pass  on  to  their 
village. 

The  Indians  were  delighted  at  my  arrival.  I  had 
heard  that  the  hooping-cough  was  very  prevalent  among 
the  children,  and,  as  we  happened  to  have  several 
bushels  of  com,  and  beans,  and  a  large  quantity  of 
dried  pumpkins,  we  could  not  have  come  at  a  more  op¬ 
portune  moment.  I  told  the  Indians,  in  answer  to 
their  welcome,  that  I  had  come  back  to  see  them  be¬ 
cause  I  had  heard  their  children  were  all  sick.  I  call¬ 
ed  attention  to  my  stock  of  vegetable  esculents,  as  be¬ 
ing  best  adapted  for  food  for  their  children,  and  the 
best  calculated  to  restore  them  to  health.  “  Besides,” 
I  added,  “  I  have  brought  a  little  whisky  along,  to  put 
good  life  into  your  hearts.” 

They  were  then  in  their  sobered  feelings,  which  will 
return  to  them  after  their  carousals,  and  which  pre¬ 
sent  so  dangerous  a  time  to  the  trader.  Their  horses 
were  all  away,  their  robes  were  gone,  and  they  had 
nothing  to  show  in  return  for  them.  Their  children 
were  sick  and  dying,  their  wives  mourning  and  half 
distracted,  and  they  could  obtain  nothing  at  the  fort  to 
alleviate  their  sufferings.  I  could  understand  the  whole 
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corollary  of  incidents.  Like  their  intemperate  white 
brethren,  who  will  occasionally  review  matters  after  a 
prolonged  spree,  and  who  will  see  the  effects  of  their 
dissipation  in  their  desolate  homes,  their  heart-broken 
wives,  and  their  ragged  and  starving  children,  what 
are  their  feelings  at  such  a  contemplation  ?  Unques¬ 
tionably  hostility  against  the  cause  of  this  destitution, 
whether  they  recognize  it  in  themselves,  the  willing 
instruments,  or  the  liquor  that  infatuated  them,  or  the 
dealer  that  supplied  it  to  them.  The  Indians  seem  to 
h^ve  one  circle  of  reasoning,  and  invariably  vent  their 
spleen  upon  the  trader.  It  was  this  reactionary  feel¬ 
ing  that  had  led  the  Indians  to  recover,  by  force  of 
arms,  the  horses  they  had  parted  with  previously.  I 
knew  better  how  to  manage  them. 

I  deposited  my  goods  at  Old  Bark’s  lodge,  who  felt 
highly  honored  with  the  trust.  The  villagers  collect¬ 
ed  round,  and  a  dispute  arose  among  them  whether  the 
whisky  should  be  broached  or  not.  Porcupine  Bear 
objected,  and  Bob-tailed  Horse,  his  brother-in-law, 
strongly  advocated  my  opening  the  kegs.  This  led  to 
a  warm  altercation  between  the  two  warriors,  until  the 
disputed  question  was  to  be  decided  by  the  arbitrament 
of  battle.  They  both  left  the  lodge  to  prepare  for  the 
combat,  and  returned  in  a  few  minutes  hilly  armed  and 
equipped. 

Porcupine  Bear  argued  his  cause  in  the  following 
strain :  “  Cheyennes,  look  at  me,  and  listen  well  to  my 
words.  I  am  now  about  to  fight  my  brother ;  I  shall 
fight  him,  and  shall  kill  him  if  I  can.  In  doing  this, 
I  do  not  fight  my  brother,  but  I  fight  the  greatest  en¬ 
emy  of  my  people. 

“  Once  we  were  a  great  and  powerful  nation :  our 
hearts  were  proud,  and  our  arms  were  strong.  But  a 
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few  winters  ago  all  other  tribes  feared  us ;  now  the 
Pawnees  dare  to  cross  our  hunting-grounds,  and  kill 
our  buffalo.  Once  we  could  beat  the  Crows,  and,  un¬ 
aided,  destroyed  their  villages  ;  now  we  call  other  vil¬ 
lages  to  our  assistance,  and  we  can  not  defend  our¬ 
selves  from  the  assaults  of  the  enemy.  How  is  this, 
Cheyennes  ?  The  Crows  drink  no  whisky.  The  earn¬ 
ings  of  their  hunters  and  toils  of  their  women  are  bar¬ 
tered  to  the  white  man  for  weapons  and  ammunition. 
This  keeps  them  powerful  and  dreaded  by  their  ene¬ 
mies.  We  kill  buffalo  by  the  thousand ;  our  women’s 
hands  are  sore  with  dressing  the  robes ;  and  what  do 
we  part  with  them  to  the  white  trader  for  ?  We  pay 
them  for  the  white  man’s  fire-water,  which  turns  our 
brains  upside  down,  which  makes  our  hearts  black,  and 
renders  our  arms  weak.  It  takes  away  our  warriors’ 
skill,  and  makes  them  shoot  wrong  in  battle.  Our  en¬ 
emies,  who  drink  no  whisky,  when  they  shoot,  always 
kill  their  foe.  We  have  no  ammunition  to  encounter 
our  foes,  and  we  have  become  as  dogs,  which  have  noth¬ 
ing  but  their  teeth. 

“  Our  prairies  were  once  covered  with  horses  as  the 
trees  are  covered  with  leaves.  Where  are  they  now  ? 
Ask  the  Crows,  who  drink  no  whisky.  When  we  are 
all  drunk,  they  come  and  take  them  from  before  our 
eyes  :  our  legs  are  helpless,  and  we  can  not  follow  them. 
We  are  only  fearful  to  our  women,  who  take  up  their 
children  and  conceal  themselves  among  the  rocks  and 
in  the  forest,  for  we  are  wolves  in  our  lodges ;  we 
growl  at  them  like  bears  when  they  are  famishing. 
Our  children  are  now  sick,  and  our  women  are  weak 
with  watching.  Let  us  not  scare  them  away  from  our 
lodges,  with  their  sick  children  in  their  arms.  The 
Great  Spirit  will  be  offended  at  it.  I  had  rather  go  to 
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the  great  and  happy  hunting-ground  now  than  live  and 
see  the  downfall  of  my  nation.  Our  fires  begin  to 
bum  dim,  and  will  soon  go  out  entirely.  My  people 
are  becoming  like  the  Pawnees :  they  buy  the  whisky 
of  the  trader,  and,  because  he  is  weak  and  not  able  to 
fight  them,  they  go  and  steal  from  his  lodge. 

“  I  say,  let  us  buy  of  the  Crow  what  is  useful  and 
good,  but  his  whisky  we  will  not  touch ;  let  him  take 
that  away  with  him.  I  have  spoken  all  I  have  to  say, 
and  if  my  brother  wishes  to  kill  me  for  it,  I  am  ready 
to  die.  I  will  go  and  sit  with  my  fathers  in  the  spir¬ 
it  land,  where  I  shall  soon  point  down  to  the  last  ex¬ 
piring  fire  of  the  Cheyennes,  and  when  they  inquire 
the  cause  of  this  decline  of  their  people,  I  will  tell  them 
with  a  straight  tongue  that  it  was  the  fire-water  of  the 
trader  that  put  it  out.” 

Old  Bark  then  advanced  between  the  two  belliger¬ 
ents  and  thus  spoke:  “Cheyennes,  I  am  your  great 
chief;  you  know  me.  My  word  this  day  shall  be 
obeyed.  The  Crow  has  come  among  us  again,  and 
has  brought  us  good  things  that  we  need ;  he  has  also 
brought  us  a  little  whisky.  He  is  poor,  while  we  are 
yet  strong,  and  we  will  buy  all  he  has  brought  with 
him.  This  day  we  will  drink ;  it  will  make  us  mer¬ 
ry,  and  feel  good  to  one  another.  We  will  all  drink 
this  once,  but  we  will  not  act  like  fools ;  we  will  not 
quarrel  and  fight,  and  frighten  our  women  and  chil¬ 
dren.  Now,  warriors,  give  me  your  weapons.” 

This  fiat  admitted  no  appeal ;  it  was  law  and  gos¬ 
pel  to  his  people;  disobedience  to  his  command  sub¬ 
jected  the  offender  to  immediate  death  at  the  hands  of 
the  Dog  Soldiers.  The  warriors  delivered  up  their  bat¬ 
tle-axes,  and  the  old  chief  handed  them  to  me.  “  Crow,” 
said  he,  “  take  these  weapons  that  I  have  taken  from 
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my  two  children.  Keep  them  until  we  have  drunk  up 
your  whisky,  and  let  no  one  have  them  till  I  hid  you. 
Now,  Crow,  we  are  ready.” 

Slim  Face  and  Gray  Head,  two  Dog  Soldiers,  then 
harangued  the  village,  and  desired  all  who  wished  to 
trade  to  come  and  bring  their  robes  and  horses  to  Old 
Bark’s  lodge,  and  to  remember  that  they  were  trading 
with  the  honest  Crow,  and  not  with  white  men,  and 
that  what  they  paid  him  was  his. 

They  answered  the  summons  in  flocks,  the  women 
first,  according  to  my  established  rule.  My  com, 
beans,  and  pumpkins  “  exhaled  like  the  dew,”  and  I 
received  in  exchange  their  beautiful  fancy  robes.  The 
women  served,  the  men  next  came  in  for  whisky.  I 
sold  on  credit  to  some.  When  one  wanted  thus  to 
deal,  he  would  tell  me  what  kind  of  a  horse  or  mule 
he  had :  I  would  appeal  to  Old  Bark  for  confirmation 
of  the  statement ;  if  he  verified  it,  I  served  the  liquor. 
They  all  got  drunk,  Porcupine  Bear,  the  temperance 
orator,  with  the  rest ;  but  there  was  not  a  single  fight ; 
all  passed  off  harmoniously. 

I  received  over  four  hundred  splendid  robes,  besides 
moccasins  and  fancy  articles.  When  I  was  ready  to 
leave,  thirty-eight  horses  and  mules,  a  number  corre¬ 
sponding  to  what  I  had  marked,  were  brought  forward. 
I  packed  up  my  peltry,  and  sent  my  partner  on  in  ad¬ 
vance  with  every  thing  except  the  horse  I  rode,  telling 
him  I  would  overtake  him  shortly. 

I  had  reserved  a  five-gallon  keg  of  whisky  unknown 
to  all,  and  when  about  to  start  I  produced  it  and  pre¬ 
sented  it  to  the  crowd.  They  were  charmed,  and  in¬ 
sisted  on  making  me  a  return.  They  brought  me 
over  forty  of  their  finest  robes,  such  as  the  young 
squaws  finish  with  immense  labor  to  present  to  their 
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lovers.  Old  Bark  gave  me  a  good  mule  to  pack  them, 
and  another  chief  gave  me  a  second.  I  then  took  my 
leave,  promising  to  return  by  Leaf  Fall. 

When  I  passed  Bent  at  his  post  he  was  perfectly 
confounded.  He  had  seen  one  train  pass  belonging 
to  me,  and  now  I  was  conducting  another,  when,  at 
the  same  time,  he  had  supposed  that  there  was  not  a 
robe  in  the  village.  Y 

“  Beckwourth,”  said  he,  “  how  you  manage  Indians 
as  you  do  beats  my* understanding.” 

I  told  him  that  it  was  easily  accounted  for;  that 
the  Indians  knew  that  the  whites  cheated  them,  and 
knew  that  they  could  believe  what  I  said.  Besides 
that,  they  naturally  felt  superior  confidence  in  me  on 
account  of  my  supposed  affinity  of  race.  I  had  lived 
so  much  among  them  that  I  could  enter  into  their  feel¬ 
ings,  and  be  in  every  respect  one  of  themselves :  this 
was  an  inducement  which  no  acknowledged  white 
trader  could  ever  hope  to  hold  out. 

I  rode  on,  and  overtook  my  partner  in  advance.  He 
had  had  an  adventure.  A  party  of  Cheyennes,  led  by 
a  chief  named  Three  Crows,  had  met  him,  and  rifled 
him  of  a  three-gallon  keg  of  whisky,  which  we  had  re¬ 
served  for  our  own  use  on  our  way  to  St.  Fernandez. 
The  chief  stopped  him,  and  said,  “  I  smell  whisky,  and 
we  must  have  some.” 

My  partner  told  him  that  he  had  none. 

“  Wugh!  my  nose  don’t  lie,  but  your  tongue  does. 
I  smell  it  strong,  and,  if  you  do  not  hand  it  out,  we 
shall  unpack  all  your  horses  and  find  it.” 

“Well,”  said  the  man,  “  I  have  a  little,  but  it  be¬ 
longs  to  the  Crow,  and  he  wants  it  himself.” 

“Give  it  me,”  said  the  chief,  “and  tell  him  that 
Three  Crows  took  it.” 
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There  was  no  alternative,  and  he  gave  him  the  keg. 
They  carried  it  along  until  they  came  to  a  creek,  where 
they  sat  down  and  had  a  jollification.  I  passed  them 
while  they  were  in  the  midst  of  it,  but  did  not  see 
them,  although  they  saw  me.  When  I  met  the  chief 
some  time  subsequently,  and  charged  him  with  the  lar¬ 
ceny,  he  gave  me  ten  robes  and  a  good  horse  to  com¬ 
pound  the  felony. 

We  shot  several  buffalo  on  our  way,  enough  to  load 
all  our  horses  with  meat  and  tallow.  We  exchanged 
our  effects  in  Santa  Fe  for  goods,  and  carried  them  to 
St.  Fernandez,  a  distance  of  sixty  miles.  Here  we  es¬ 
tablished  a  store  as  our  head-quarters  for  the  Indian 
trade,  where  I  resided  some  time,  living  very  fast  and 
happily,  according  to  the  manner  of  the  inhabitants. 
Among  other  doings,  I  got  married  to  Senorita  Louise 
Sandeville. 

In  the  fall  I  returned  to  the  Indian  country,  taking 
my  wife  with  me.  We  reached  the  Arkansas  about 
the  first  of  October,  1842,  where  I  erected  a  trading- 
post,  and  opened  a  successful  business.  In  a  very 
short  time  I  was  joined  by  from  fifteen  to  twenty  free 
trappers,  with  their  families.  We  all  united  our  labors, 
and  constructed  an  adobe  fort  sixty  yards  square.  By 
the  following  spring  we  had  grown  into  quite  a  little 
settlement,  and  we  gave  it  the  name  of  Pueblo.  Many 
of  the  company  devoted  themselves  to  agriculture,  and 
raised  very  good  crops  the  first  season,  such  as  wheat, 
corn,  oats,  potatoes,  and  abundance  of  almost  all  kinds 
of  vegetables. 

When  the  spring  trade  was  over,  I  sent  all  my  peltry 
to  Independence,  and  bought  with  the  proceeds  three 
thousand  dollars  worth  of  articles,  suitable  for  the  trade 
in  New  Mexico.  But,  on  the  arrival  of  the  goods,  the 
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whole  country  was  in  a  ferment  on  account  of  Colonel 
Cook’s  expedition  from  Texas,  which  resulted  so  dis¬ 
astrously  for  the  parties  concerned.  This  affected  the 
minds  of  the  New  Mexicans  unfavorably  for  my  in¬ 
terest,  inasmuch  as  their  former  preference  for  United 
States  novelties  was  now  turned  into  strong  repug¬ 
nance  for  every  thing  American.  I  therefore  could 
obtain  no  sale  for  my  goods,  and  determined  to  return 
to  my  Indian  friends.  I  bought  a  load  of  whisky  to 
trade  for  horses  to  pack  my  goods  to  California,  where 
I  intended  removing.  I  succeeded  in  my  adventure, 
and  obtained  forty  horses  and  mules,  upon  which  I 
packed  my  merchandise,  and  quickly  found  myself  on 
the  way  to  the  “golden  state.” 

I  started  with  fifteen  men,  three  of  whom  were  Mex¬ 
icans.  When  I  reached  the  Utah  country,  I  found 
that  the  Indians  were  waging  exterminating  war  upon 
the  Mexicans,  but  I  did  not  learn  it  in  time  to  save  the 
lives  of  my  three  unhappy  followers,  who,  lagging  too 
far  in  the  rear,  were  set  upon  by  the  Indians  and  slain. 
In  passing  through  their  country  I  did  considerable 
trading,  exchanging  my  merchandise  for  elk,  deer,  and 
antelope  skins,  very  beautifully  dressed. 

I  arrived  in  Pueblo  de  Angeles  (California)  in  Jan¬ 
uary,  1844.  There  I  indulged  my  new  passion  for 
trade,  and  did  a  very  profitable  business  for  several 
months.  At  the  breaking  out  of  the  revolution  in  1 845, 
I  took  an  active  part  against  the  mother  country,  of 
which  I  will  furnish  some  details  in  my  next  chapter. 

U  2 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

The  Californian  Revolution. — Rifle  Corps. — Position  of  the  two  Ar¬ 
mies. — Colonel  Sutter. — Cannonade. — Flight  of  Sutter. — His  Re¬ 
turn. — Trial  and  subsequent  Release. 

The  Upper  Californians,  on  account  of  their  great 
distance  from  the  Mexican  government,  had  long  en¬ 
joyed  the  forms  of  an  independent  principality,  al¬ 
though  recognizing  themselves  as  a  portion  of  the 
Mexican  Republic.  They  had  for  years  past  had  the 
election  of  their  own  officers,  their  governor  inclusive, 
and  enjoyed  comparative  immunity  from  taxes  and 
other  political  vexations.  Under  this  abandonment, 
the  inhabitants  lived  prosperous  and  contented ;  their 
hills  and  prairies  were  literally  swarming  with  cattle; 
immense  numbers  of  these  were  slaughtered  annually 
for  their  hides  and  tallow ;  and,  as  they  had  no  “Ar¬ 
mies  of  Liberation”  to  support,  and  no  costly  govern¬ 
ment  to  maintain  in  extravagance,  they  passed  their 
lives  in  a  state  of  contentment,  every  man  sitting  un¬ 
der  his  own  vine  and  his  own  fig-tree. 

Two  years  prior  to  my  arrival  all  this  had  been 
changed.  President  Santa  Anna  had  appointed  one  of 
his  creatures,  Torrejon,  governor,  with  absolute  and 
tyrannical  power;  he  arrived  with  an  army  of  bandits 
to  subject  the  defenseless  inhabitants  to  every  wrong 
that  a  debasing  tyranny  so  readily  indulges  in.  Heavy 
taxes  were  imposed  for  the  support  of  the  home  gov¬ 
ernment,  and  troops  were  quartered  to  the  great  an¬ 
noyance  and  cost  of  the  honest  people.  The  lives  of 
the  inhabitants  were  continually  in  danger  from  the 
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excesses  of  the  worthless  vagabonds  who  had  been 
forced  upon  them ;  their  property  was  rifled  before  their 
eyes,  their  daughters  were  ravished  in  their  presence, 
or  carried  forcibly  to  the  filthy  barracks.  The  people’s 
patience  became  at  length  exhausted,  and  they  determ¬ 
ined  to  die  rather  than  submit  to  such  inflictions. 
But  they  were  ignorant  how  to  shake  off  the  yoke ; 
they  were  unaccustomed  to  war,  and  knew  nothing 
about  political  organizations.  However,  Providence 
finally  raised  up  a  man  for  the  purpose,  General  Jose 
Castro,  who  had  filled  the  office  of  commander  under 
the  former  system,  but  who  had  been  forced  to  retire 
into  privacy  at  the  inauguration  of  the  reign  of  terror. 
He  stepped  boldly  forth,  and  declared  to  the  people  his 
readiness  to  lead  them  to  the  warfare  that  should  de¬ 
liver  their  country  from  the  scourge  that  afflicted  them ; 
he  called  upon  them  to  second  his  exertions,  and  never 
desert  his  banner  until  California  were  purified  of  her 
present  pollution.  His  patriotic  appeal  was  responded 
to  by  all  ranks.  Hundreds  flocked  to  his  standard; 
the  young  and  the  old  left  their  ranches  and  their  cat¬ 
tle-grounds,  and  rallied  round  their  well-tried  chief. 

There  was  at  that  time  quite  a  number  of  Ameri¬ 
cans  in  the  country,  and,  according  to  their  interests 
and  predilections,  they  ranged  themselves  upon  oppos¬ 
ing  sides.  Our  present  worthy  and  much-respected 
citizen,  General  Sutter,  was  at  that  time,  if  I  mistake 
not,  a  colonel  in  the  forces  of  the  central  government, 
and  at  the  outbreak  of  the  revolution  he  drew  his 
sword  for  Santa  Anna,  and  entered  into  active  service 
against  the  rebels  in  Pueblo  de  Angeles. 

,  There  was  an  American,  long  resident  in  the  coun¬ 
try,  named  J.  Roland,  who  sought  my  co-operation 
in  the  popular  cause.  He  said  that  every  American 
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who  could  use  a  rifle  was  a  host  against  the  invaders, 
and  besought  me  to  arm  in  defense,  and  to  influence 
my  men  likewise  to  espouse  the  cause.  I  replied  to 
his  solicitations  by  promising  him  my  active  co-opera¬ 
tion,  and  also  that  I  would  represent  his  arguments  to 
the  men  living  with  me.  Accordingly,  I  informed  my 
people  that  I  intended  to  shoulder  my  rifle  in  the  de¬ 
fense  of  life  and  property,  and  they  were  unanimous  in 
their  resolution  to  accompany  me.  Hence  there  were 
thirteen  riflemen  instead  of  one.  We  shortly  after  re¬ 
ceived  an  accession  of  sixty  more  good  frontiersmen, 
and  mustered  ourselves  for  service.  The  company 
elected  me  captain,  but  I  declined  the  office.  Mr.  Bell 
finally  assumed  the  command,  with  the  promise  of  my 
unflinching  support  in  extremities.  Our  company 
steadily  increased  in  number  until  we  had  one  hundred 
and  sixty  men,  including  native  Californians,  who  join¬ 
ed  us  with  rifles. 

General  Castro’s  first  movement  was  against  Pueblo. 
He  entered  the  place  at  the  head  of  his  forces,  and 
took  the  fort,  arsenal,  with  all  the  government  arms, 
ammunition,  and  stores,  with  the  slight  loss  of  one  of¬ 
ficer  wounded.  This  enabled  the  rebels  to  arm  them¬ 
selves,  and  he  was  shortly  at  the  head  of  a  small  but 
well-appointed  army.  The  general  highly  extolled 
the  rifle  battalion,  and  he  looked  upon  it  as  a  power¬ 
ful  support. 

Castro  then  took  a  detachment  of  rebel  troops,  and 
proceeded  northward  to  reconnoitre  the  enemy’s  po¬ 
sition,  our  main  body  also  moving  in  the  direction  of 
the  enemy  as  far  as  Monterey,  where  were  the  gov¬ 
ernor’s  head-quarters.  On  first  hearing  the  intelli¬ 
gence  of  the  outbreak,  the  governor  had  put  his  forces 
in  motion,  and  issued  orders  to  shoot  the  rebels  wherev- 
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er  met,  and  destroy  their  property  of  whatever  kind. 
General  Castro,  having  proceeded  as  far  as  Santa  Bar¬ 
bara,  a  distance  of  ninety-six  miles,  and  having  obtain¬ 
ed  full  information  concerning  the  movements  of  the 
governor,  returned  and  joined  the  main  body.  Dur¬ 
ing  his  expedition  he  captured  five  Americans  in  the 
Mexican  service.  He  disarmed  them,  telling  them 
that  he  had  no  disposition  to  injure  Americans,  and 
that  he  would  return  their  arms  as  soon  as  he  had 
expelled  the  enemies  of  the  people. 

Our  forces  were  concentrated  in  a  large  open  prairie, 
the  enemy  being  stationed  at  no  great  distance,  like¬ 
wise  on  the  prairie.  I  ascended,  one  morning,  the 
summit  of  a  mountain,  which  would  afford  me  a  fair 
view  of  the  enemy’s  camp,  just  to  discover  their  num¬ 
bers  and  strength  of  position.  On  my  road  I  encoun¬ 
tered  two  Americans,  who  were  serving  in  the  capacity 
of  spies  to  the  enemy.  I  accosted  them,  and  express¬ 
ed  surprise  to  see  them  in  the  service  of  such  an  old 
rascal  as  Torrejon,  and  recommended  them  to  join  the 
popular  cause ;  hut  they  seemed  to  have  an  eye  to  the 
promised  booty  of  the  rebels,  and  my  arguments  could 
not  influence  them.  I  dispatched  one  of  them  with  a 
letter  to  Gant,  an  American  who  held  the  commission 
of  captain  in  the  governor’s  army,  offering  him,  as  we 
did  not  wish  to  fight  against  our  American  brethren, 
to  withdraw  all  the  Americans  from  the  rebel  ranks, 
if  he  would  do  the  same  on  the  side  of  the  governor, 
and  leave  the  Mexicans  and  Californians,  who  were 
most  interested  in  the  issue,  to  measure  their  strength. 
Some  Germans  who  were  with  us  also  made  the  same 
proposal  to  Colonel  Sutter.  Our  messenger  conveyed 
the  dispatches,  and  delivered  the  German’s  letter  to 
Colonel  Sutter,  who  read  both  that  and  our  letter  to 
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Captain  Gant.  He  returned  for  answer  that,  unless 
the  Americans  withdrew  from  the  insurgent  army  im¬ 
mediately,  he  would  shoot  us  every  one  by  ten  o’clock 
the  next  morning.  This  embittered  us  the  more 
against  the  barbarity  of  the  opposing  power,  and  we 
resolved  to  make  their  leaders,  not  excepting  Sutter, 
feel  the  effects  of  our  rifles  as  soon  as  they  placed 
themselves  within  range. 

On  the  following  morning  a  weak  and  ineffective 
cannonade  commenced  on  both  sides.  We  lay  low, 
awaiting  the  enemy’s  charge.  As  their  riflemen  had 
not  shown  themselves,  and  we  were  desirous  to  obtain 
a  sight  of  them,  myself,  with  seven  or  eight  others,  ad¬ 
vanced  cautiously  in  search  of  them.  On  our  way  we 
discovered  a  small  cannon  which  the  enemy  had  load¬ 
ed  and  was  about  to  discharge  upon  our  ranks.  Had 
there  been  a  gunner  among  them,  it  must  have  done 
us  great  injury.  We  advanced  within  a  few  yards  of 
the  piece,  and  had  raised  ourselves  up  to  shoot  the  ar¬ 
tillerymen,  when  one  of  our  party  arrested  our  aim  by 
suddenly  exclaiming,  “Don’t  shoot!  don’t  shoot!” 
He  then  pointed  out  the  enemy’s  riflemen  carefully 
emerging  from  a  hollow,  with  the  intention  of  stealing 
upon  our  flank  and  saluting  us  with  a  volley  of  lead. 
I  laid  down  my  rifle,  and  hailed  them  to  halt.  I  rec¬ 
ognized  a  number  of  mountaineers  among  them,  with 
some  of  whom  I  had  intimate  acquaintance,  and  I 
urged  them  to  adopt  the  cause  of  the  people,  for  the 
side  they  had  now  espoused  was  one  no  American 
should  be  seen  to  defend.  They  heard  me  through, 
and  all,  or  nearly  all  the  Americans  were  persuaded 
by  my  arguments,  and  returned  with  me  to  join  our 
battalion.  This  assured  us  of  victory.  The  cannon¬ 
ade  was  perfectly  harmless :  some  of  the  balls  pass- 
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ed  three  hundred  feet  over  our  heads ;  others  plow¬ 
ed  up  the  prairie  as  near  to  their  ranks  as  ours.  All 
the  damage  we  received  was  one  wagon  shivered  to 
pieces,  and  a  horse  killed  under  Colonel  Price,  which 
animal  had  been  captured  by  us  at  Pueblo,  and  was 
now  serving  in  the  rebel  forces  with  the  same  rank 
he  had  held  under  government. 

The  desertion  of  the  riflemen  seriously  affected  the 
enemy’s  prospects  of  victory.  Ten  o’clock  had  passed, 
and  Colonel  Sutter  had  not  put  his  threat  into  execu¬ 
tion.  The  enemy  finally  retired  from  the  field,  and 
marched  in  the  direction  of  Pueblo.  I  took  a  party, 
and  ascended  a  mountain  to  watch  the  progress  of  the 
retiring  foe ;  we  staid  out  some  hours,  with  the  view  to 
learn  where  they  encamped.  While  thus  employed,  a 
courier,  sent  from  our  commander,  brought  us  orders 
to  return  immediately.  We  instantly  obeyed,  and 
found  the  army  gone,  with  only  one  man  remaining  to 
direct  our  steps.  On  coming  up  with  our  forces,  we 
found  that  our  colonel  had  made  a  movement  which 
cut  off  all  retreat  from  the  enemy,  and  which  must 
bring  him  to  an  engagement,  or  an  unconditional  sur¬ 
render.  In  the  morning,  I  again  took  a  party  with 
me,  and  mounted  an  eminence  to  reconnoitre  the  en¬ 
emy’s  position.  We  approached  to  within  five  hund¬ 
red  yards  of  their  camp,  where  we  shot  a  bullock, 
which  we  quietly  proceeded  to  dress.  While  we  were 
thus  engaged,  I  perceived  an  officer  approaching  from 
the  enemy’s  camp  to  ascertain  who  we  were.  I  took 
my  rifle,  and  dodged  among  the  bushes,  eager  to  get  a 
shot  at  him  ;  but,  before  I  could  do  so,  one  of  my  men 
prematurely  fired,  and  missed  his  mark.  The  offi¬ 
cer  had  dismounted  in  order  to  get  a  nearer  view  of 
us,  and  this  admonitory  shot  warned  him  back  into 
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camp.  Myself  and  another  advanced  to  within  fifty 
rods  of  it,  and  boldly  seized  the  officer’s  horse,  and 
they  did  not  fire  a  shot  at  us.  We  saw  their  camp 
was  hemmed  in  on  all  sides.  Our  artillery  was  placed 
in  battery,  matches  lighted,  and  men  in  position — all 
was  ready  for  action.  The  enemy,  perceiving  their  des¬ 
perate  condition,  sent  a  flag  of  truce  for  a  negotiation. 
Articles  of  capitulation  were  eventually  drawn  up  and 
signed,  to  the  effect  that  the  governor  and  his  forces 
should  immediately  lay  down  their  arms,  and  leave  for 
Acapulco  as  soon  as  their  embarkation  could  be  accom¬ 
plished.  Accordingly,  they  laid  down  their  arms,  and 
marched  under  escort  to  the  Embaradara,  distant  twen¬ 
ty  miles  from  Pueblo*  The  governor  was  not  permit¬ 
ted  to  return  to  Monterey,  but  his  lady  was  sent  for 
to  the  Embaradara,  where  she  rejoined  her  husband, 
and  they  quit  the  country  together. 

Colonel  Sutter,  on  the  day  of  embarkation,  left  his 
detachment  of  naked  Indians  with  the  army,  and  pro¬ 
ceeded,  as  we  supposed,  to  his  fort  on  the  Sacramen¬ 
to  ;  but  he  returned  the  next  day,  and  gave  himself 
up  to  us.  His  force  of  Indians  were  very  well  drilled, 
but  would  have  been  far  better  employed  in  raising 
cabbages  on  his  farm  than  in  facing  rebel  riflemen  on 
the  battle-field.  A  trial  was  held  upon  the  colonel, 
which  resulted  in  his  full  acquittal,  with  the  restora¬ 
tion  of  all  his  property  fallen  into  our  hands,  such  as 
cannon  and  other  military  effects,  by  the  surrender  of 
the  government  forces.  The  Americans,  in  jest  prob¬ 
ably,  seemed  very  desirous  to  have  the  prisoner  shot, 
which  produced  great  alarm  in  his  mind,  and  recalled 
to  his  recollection  his  recent  threat  to  shoot  all  the 
Americans  in  our  army. 

Our  countrymen  were  almost  carried  on  the  shoul- 


JAMES  P.  BECKWOURTH. 


473 


ders  of  the  Californians,  in  gratitude  for  their  partici¬ 
pation  in  the  revolution  ;  for,  although  the  victory  had 
been  a  bloodless  one,  they  attributed  their  easily-won 
success  to  the  dread  inspired  by  the  name  of  their 
American  confederates. 

After  seeing  the  departure  of  the  government  troops, 
the  rebel  army  returned  to  Pueblo,  where  they  elected 
Colonel  Pico  governor ;  Colonel,  now  General  Castro, 
commander  of  the  forces ;  and  filled  other  less  import¬ 
ant  offices.  Fandangoes,  which  were  continued  for  a 
week,  celebrated  our  success ;  and  these  festivities  over, 
the  insurgents  returned  to  their  various  homes  and  oc¬ 
cupations. 

Some  few  weeks  after,  a  small  proportion  of  the  in¬ 
habitants  sought  to  displace  our  newly-elected  chiet 
magistrate,  and  appoint  some  other  in  his  place.  I  was 
sent  for  during  the  night  to  guard  the  governor’s  palace 
with  my  corps  of  rifles,  and  we  succeeded  in  capturing 
the  leading  conspirators,  who  were  tried  and  sent  to 
Acapulco  in  irons.  I  had  a  quarrel  with  the  alcalde 
shortly  after  this  service,  and  he  put  me  in  irons  for 
cursing  him.  As  soon  as  the  governor  heard  of  my 
misfortune,  he  had  me  immediately  discharged  from 
confinement. 

I  now  resumed  my  business,  and  dispatched  my  part¬ 
ner,  Mr.  Waters,  after  a  fresh  supply  of  goods ;  but, 
before  he  had  time  to  return,  fresh  political  commotions 
supervened.  There  still  seemed  to  exist  in  the  minds 
of  the  majority  a  strong  hankering  for  the  domination 
of  Mexico,  notwithstanding  they  had  so  recently  sided 
with  the  Revolutionists  in  shaking  off  the  yoke  of  the 
national  government.  Among  other  causes  of  excite¬ 
ment,  too,  the  American  adventurers  resident  there  had 
raised  the  “  Bear  Flag,”  and  proclaimed  their  intention 


474 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OP 


of  establishing  an  independent  government  of  their  own. 
This  caused  us  to  be  closely  watched  by  the  authori¬ 
ties,  and  matters  seemed  to  be  growing  too  warm  to  be 
pleasant. 

In  the  midst  of  this  gathering  ferment,  news  reached 
us  from  Mazatlan  of  the  declaration  of  war  between  the 
United  States  and  Mexico,  and  I  deemed  it  was  fully 
time  to  leave.  Colonel  Fremont  was  at  that  juncture 
approaching  from  Oregon  with  a  force,  if  combined  with 
the  Americans  resident  there,  sufficient  to  conquer  the 
whole  country,  and  I  would  have  liked  exceedingly  to 
join  his  forces,  but  to  have  proceeded  toward  him  would 
have  subjected  me  to  mistrust,  and  consequent  capture 
and  imprisonment.  If  I  looked  south  the  same  difficul¬ 
ties  menaced  me,  and  the  west  conducted  me  to  the  Pa¬ 
cific  Ocean. 

I  had  but  little  time  to  deliberate.  My  people  was 
at  war  with  the  country  I  was  living  in ;  I  had  become 
security  to  the  authorities  for  the  good  behavior  of  sev¬ 
eral  of  my  fellow-countrymen,  and  I  was  under  recog¬ 
nizances  for  my  own  conduct.  The  least  misadvent¬ 
ure  would  compromise  me,  and  I  was  impatient  to  get 
away.  My  only  retreat  was  eastward ;  so,  considering 
all  things  fair  in  time  of  war,  I,  together  with  five  trusty 
Americans,  collected  eighteen  hundred  stray  horses  we 
found  roaming  on  the  Californian  ranchos,  and  started 
with  our  utmost  speed  from  Pueblo  de  Angeles.  This 
was  a  fair  capture,  and  our  morals  justified  it,  for  it  was 
war-time.  We  knew  we  should  be  pursued,  and  we 
lost  no  time  in  making  our  way  toward  home.  We 
kept  our  herd  jogging  for  five  days  and  nights,  only 
resting  once  a  day  to  eat,  and  afford  the  animals  time 
to  crop  a  mouthful  of  grass.  We  killed  a  fat  colt  oc¬ 
casionally,  which  supplied  us  with  meat,  and  very  de- 
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licious  meat  too — rather  costly,  but  the  cheapest  and 
handiest  we  could  obtain.  After  five  days’  chase  our 
pursuers  relaxed  their  speed,  and  we  ourselves  drove 
more  leisurely.  We  again  found  the  advantage  that  I 
have  often  spoken  of  before  of  having  a  drove  of  horses 
before  us,  for,  as  the  animals  we  bestrode  gave  out,  we 
could  shift  to  a  fresh  one,  while  our  pursuers  were  con¬ 
fined  to  one  steed. 

When  we  arrived  at  my  fort  on  the  Arkansas,  we 
had  over  one  thousand  head  of  horses,  all  in  good  con¬ 
dition.  There  was  a  general  rejoicing  among  the  little 
community  at  my  safe  arrival,  the  Indians  also  coming 
in  to  bid  me  welcome.  I  found  my  wife  married  again, 
having  been  deceived  by  a  false  communication.  Her 
present  husband  had  brought  her  a  missive,  purporting 
to  be  of  my  inditing,  wherein  I  expressed  indifference 
toward  her  person,  disinclination  to  return  home,  and 
tendering  her  a  discharge  from  all  connubial  obligation. 
She  accepted  the  document  as  authentic,  and  solaced 
her  abandonment  by  espousing  her  husband’s  messen¬ 
ger.  My  return  acquainted  her  with  the  truth  of  the* 
matter.  She  manifested  extreme  regret  at  having  suf¬ 
fered  herself  to  be  imposed  upon  so  readily,  and,  as  a 
remedy  for  the  evil,  offered  herself  back  again ;  but  I 
declined,  preferring  to  enjoy  once  more  the  sweets  of 
single  blessedness. 

I  left  the  fort  on  a  visit  to  San  Fernandez.  I  found 
business  very  dull  there  on  account  of  the  war,  and 
great  apprehensions  were  felt  by  my  friends  in  regard 
to  the  result.  Perceiving  that  was  no  very  desirable 
place  to  remove  to,  I  returned  to  my  community. 

General  Kearney  was  just  then  on  his  march  to 
Santa  Fe.  I  took  a  drove  of  my  horses,  and  proceed¬ 
ed  down  the  Arkansas  to  meet  him  on  his  route ;  for 
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it  was  probable  there  might  be  an  opportunity  of  effect¬ 
ing  some  advantageous  exchanges.  The  general  came 
up,  and  found  me  in  waiting  with  my  stock ;  we  had 
x  been  acquainted  for  several  years,  and  he  gave  me  a 
very  cordial  reception. 

“Beckwourth,”  said  the  general,  “you  have  a  splen¬ 
did  lot  of  horses,  really;  they  must  have  cost  you  a 
great  sum  of  money.” 

“No,  general,”  I  replied,  “but  they  cost  me  a  great 
many  miles  of  hard  riding.” 

“  How  so  ?”  he  inquired. 

“  Why,  I  was  in  California  at  the  time  the  war  broke 
out,  and,  not  having  men  enough  at  my  command  to 
take  part  in  the  fighting,  I  thought  I  could  assist  my 
country  a  little  by  starting  off  a  small  drove  of  the 
enemy’s  horses,  in  order  to  prevent  their  being  used 
against  us.” 

“Ah,  Beckwourth,  you  are  truly  a  wonderful  man  to 
possess  so  much  forethought,”  and  he  laughed  heartily. 
“  However,”  added  he,  “  trade  them  off  as  quickly  as 
possible,  for  I  want  you  to  accompany  me.  You  like 
war,  and  I  have  good  use  for  you  now.” 

I  informed  him  that  I  was  ready  for  service ;  and, 
accordingly,  I  sent  all  my  remaining  horses  back  to  my 
plantation,  and  went  on  with  the  general  to  Santa  Fe, 
which  place  submitted  without  firing  a  shot.  The  gen¬ 
eral  sent  me  immediately  back  to  Fort  Leavenworth 
with  dispatches.  This  was  my  service  during  the  war. 
The  occupation  was  a  tolerably  good  one,  and  I  never 
failed  in  getting  my  dispatches  through.  I  enjoyed 
facilities  superior  to  almost  any  other  man,  as  I  was 
known  to  almost  all  the  Indians  through  whose  coun¬ 
try  I  passed. 

My  partner  and  I  had  purchased  a  hotel  in  Santa 
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Fe,  and  we  transacted  a  very  profitable  business  there. 
My  associate  attended  to  the  business  of  the  hotel,  while 
I  carried  dispatches,  and  Santa  Fe  was  generally  my 
starting-place.  Many  messengers  lost  their  lives  on 
the  route,  as  at  times  there  were  dispatches  to  be  sent, 
and  I  would  not  be  at  head-quarters  to  carry  them. 
The  distance  from  Santa  Fe  to  Fort  Leavenworth  is 
nine  hundred  and  thirteen  miles.  I  have  frequently 
made  the  trip  in  from  twenty  to  twenty-five  days ;  my 
shortest  trip  I  accomplished  in  eighteen.  I  well  knew 
that  my  life  was  at  stake  every  trip  that  I  made,  but 
I  liked  the  employment ;  there  was  continual  excite¬ 
ment  in  it,  indeed  sometimes  more  than  I  actually  cared 
about,  more  particularly  when  I  fell  in  with  the  Paw¬ 
nees.  The  service  furnished  an  escort  of  fifteen  or 
twenty-five  men,  but  I  always  declined  the  company 
of  troops,  as  I  considered  myself  safer  without  them. 
If  I  had  taken  troops  with  me,  it  would  have  led  to 
incessant  fights  with  the  Indians  ;  and  if  they  had  seen 
me  with  white  soldiers,  they  would  have  been  very  apt 
to  kill  me  the  first  opportunity.  Another  thing :  I  did 
not  think  the  United  States  regular  troops  good  for 
any  thing  against  the  Indians,  for  I  knew  that  the  Ca- 
manches  would  stand  and  fight  them  almost  man  for 
man. 

I  chanced  to  fall  in  with  Kit  Carson  one  day,  as  I  was 
about  to  start  from  New  Mexico  to  Fort  Leavenworth, 
and  he  proposed  going  with  me,  as  he  wished  to  learn 
my  route.  I  was  very  much  pleased  with  his  proposal, 
as  I  thought  that  with  Kit  and  his  men  I  should  go 
through  strong  handed.  I  told  him  that  I  should  rest 
at  Taos  one  day  to  get  my  horses  shod,  and  that  he 
could  easily  come  up  with  me  there,  or  on  the  road 
thither.  I  left  with  two  men,  and  staid  at  Taos  as 
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appointed,  but  he  failed  to  rejoin  us.  I  rode  on  as  far 
as  my  ranch ;  still  he  did  not  appear.  I  built  a  large 
fire  before  proceeding  into  the  Indian  country,  thinking 
to  attract  him  by  the  smoke,  and  thus  bring  him  on  to 
our  trail,  but  I  saw  no  more  of  him,  and  it  was  sup¬ 
posed  he  was  lost  until  he  eventually  turned  up  in  the 
City  of  Washington.  We  both  had  a  narrow  escape 
from  Indians  on  that  trip.  I  had,  contrary  to  my  usual 
practice,  encamped  one  night  in  the  prairie,  and  was  to 
start  in  the  morning,  when  we  heard  buffalo  running 
close  to  our  camp.  On  looking  out,  I  saw  a  great 
number  chased  by  the  Pawnees,  although  the  Indians 
were  not  yet  in  sight.  We  made  all  possible  haste  to 
the  timber,  threw  our  horses  on  their  sides,  gagged 
them  and  fastened  them  to  the  ground,  and  then  se¬ 
creted  ourselves  in  the  willows.  The  Indians  flocked 
round,  busied  in  their  pursuit,  and  some  of  the  buffa¬ 
loes  they  dressed  within  gunshot  of  our  secret  camp. 
I  thought  that  day  the  longest  I  had  lived  through, 
and  I  expect  the  poor  animals  thought  so  too,  for  they 
lay  in  one  position  the  whole  time,  without  food  or 
water,  and  without  being  permitted  to  whisper  a  com¬ 
plaint.  At  night  we  made  good  our  escape,  and  ar¬ 
rived  at  the  fort  without  further  difficulty. 

When  I  was  ready  to  return  to  Santa  Fe,  I  could 
find  no  one  willing  to  accompany  me.  The  weather 
was  intensely  cold,  and  no  inducement  that  I  could  of¬ 
fer  was  sufficient  to  tempt  men  to  leave  their  comfort¬ 
able  fires,  and  encounter  the  perils  of  the  Indians  and 
Jack  Frost  in  the  prairies.  Many  men  had  been  frozen 
to  death  on  the  route,  and  a  general  shudder  ran  through 
the  company  when  I  proposed  the  journey  to  them.  I 
could  have  been  furnished  with  soldiers  in  plenty,  but 
I  was  unwilling  to  take  them,  as  it  imposed  so  much 
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trouble  on  the  road  to  stay  to  bury  every  man  that  per¬ 
ished  with  the  hardships  of  the  journey.  Important 
dispatches  had  arrived  from  Washington  which  must 
go  through,  and  I  looked  fruitlessly  round  for  a  man 
hardy  enough  to  go  with  me.  At  length  a  boy — a 
Kentuckian — volunteered.  He  had  followed  the  army 
to  the  fort,  and  had  lived  about  the  barracks  until  he 
had  become  well  accustomed  to  the  privations  of  a 
camp  life.  He  was  an  intelligent  lad,  but,  unfortu¬ 
nately,  had  a  malformation  of  one  of  his  feet,  which  se¬ 
riously  impeded  his  walking.  However,  I  liked  his 
“  pluck”  in  proposing,  and  eventually  consented  to 
take  him.  I  went  with  him  to  the  sutler’s  store,  and 
procured  him  the  warmest  clothing  I  could,  and  then 
bade  him  repair  to  my  boarding-house,  and  stay  there 
until  I  was  ready  to  start. 

When  I  was  prepared  for  departure,  I  furnished  him 
with  a  good  horse,  and,  taking  an  extra  one  between 
us,  we  started  on  the  long  journey.  I  gave  him  par¬ 
ticular  directions  that  if  he  should  become  very  cold  he 
was  to  acquaint  me,  and  I  would  stay  and  build  a  fire 
to  warm  him  by  wherever  there  was  any  wood;  but 
the  proposition  he  declined. 

Three  days  after  we  reached  the  Arkansas,  and  en¬ 
camped.  Isaac  was  busied  in  preparing  supper,  while 
I  walked  to  an  eminence  close  by  in  order  to  survey 
the  country.  I  perceived  an  immense  number  of  In¬ 
dians  approaching  directly  toward  us,  and  at  not  more 
than  three  or  four  hundred  yards  distance.  I  shouted 
to  Isaac  to  catch  the  horses  quickly  and  tether  them, 
and  I  hastened  back  to  the  camp.  He  inquired  what 
the  matter  was,  and  I  told  him  there  were  a  thousand 
Indians  coming  after  us. 

The  approaching  individuals  belonged  to  the  Ca- 
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manche  tribe,  and  numbered  over  a  thousand  warriors. 
They  were  in  full  speed.  They  dashed  through  the 
Arkansas  with  such  precipitation  that  I  thought  they 
would  throw  all  the  water  out  of  the  channel  and  hurl 
it  on  to  the  bank.  I  ran  in  front  of  the  advance,  and 
challenged  them  to  stop.  They  halted  for  a  moment, 
and  asked  me  who  I  was.  I  told  them  the  Crow. 
Thereupon  they  grabbed  me  up  like  a  chicken,  and  car¬ 
ried  me  into  our  little  camp.  They  had  nine  white 
men’s  scalps,  which,  to  appearance,  were  hardly  yet 
cold,  and  they  said  they  must  kill  my  white  boy,  and 
his  scalp  would  just  make  ten.  I  told  them  the  boy 
was  my  nephew,  and  that  they  must  not  kill  him — 
that  great  braves  never  killed  boys.  They  then  con¬ 
versed  among  themselves  a  minute  or  two,  and  finally 
said, .“He,  being  your  nephew,  may  live.  Tell  him 
to  make  us  some  good  black  soup.” 

I  foresaw  that  my  coffee  and  sugar  must  suffer,  for 
by  black  soup  they  meant  coffee.  I  directed  Isaac 
to  set  about  making  it,  but  to  secrete  a  little  for  our¬ 
selves,  if  he  could  do  so  unperceived.  The  Camanches 
have  a  great  fondness  for  coffee,  and  I  never  fell  in 
with  them  without  having  to  part  with  all  I  had,  and 
I  sometimes  imagined  they  preferred  my  coffee  and  sug¬ 
ar  to  my  scalp. 

The  same  day,  just  before  dusk,  while  jogging  stead¬ 
ily  along,  the  boy  discovered  a  small  party  of  Paw¬ 
nees.  I  hastily  dismounted,  and  tied  the  heads  of  our 
three  horses  together,  to  prevent  them  running,  and 
directed  the  boy  to  see  that  they  did  not  move.  I 
then  took  his  gun  and  my  own,  and  went  away  from 
the  horses.  As  I  was  leaving,  the  boy  inquired  if  he 
should  fire  too.  I  told  him  no,  not  unless  I  was  kill¬ 
ed,  and  then  to  defend  himself  as  he  best  could.  I 
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took  a  secure  position  and  tired.  An  Indian  fell.  I 
tired  again,  and  killed  a  second.  They  cracked  away 
at  me,  but  did  no  harm.  I  reloaded,  and  fired  again, 
until  I  had  leveled  five  of  them,  they  retreating  at  ev¬ 
ery  discharge.  When  the  fifth  warrior  fell,  the  whole 
party  fell  back  to  cry.  I  knew  that,  after  they  had 
cried  for  a  few  minutes,  they  would  make  a  rush  for 
revenge.  Therefore  I  shouted  to  the  boy  to  cut  the 
animals  loose,  and  mount  in  haste.  He  did  so ;  I 
sprung  on  my  horse  instantly,  and  we  flew  away,  leav¬ 
ing  the  mourners  to  their  lamentations.  At  every  foe  I 
shot  the  boy  would  ejaculate,  “Whoop!  you  fetched 
him ;  he’s  got  his  gruel,”  and  other  sayings,  thereby 
displaying  more  bravery  than  many  men  would  have 
shown  under  similar  circumstances.  Ever  afterward 
he  considered  that  we  were  a  match  for  any  number 
of  Pawnees  ;  and  as  for  the  Camanches,  I  could  beat 
them  off  with  “black  soup.” 

We  traveled  on  for  several  miles,  and  then  encamp¬ 
ed.  In  the  morning  I  started  along  a  ravine  for  our 
horses,  which  had  strayed  away.  I  returned  toward 
the  camp,  where  I  found  that  they  had  taken  them¬ 
selves  up  another  small  ravine,  and  that  I  had  passed 
them.  While  thus  pursuing  the  stray  animals,  the 
boy  came  to  acquaint  me  that  he  had  seen  a  great  num¬ 
ber  of  Indians.  I  led  the  horses  to  the  camp,  and  then 
mounted  a  little  rise  of  ground,  from  whence  I  descried 
a  large  village.  I  did  not  know  what  tribe  they  be¬ 
longed  to,  though  I  knew  they  were  not  Pawnees,  for 
that  tribe  never  visited  this  country  except  on  war  ex¬ 
cursions.  I  took  the  boy,  and  walked  with  him  up  to 
the  village,  but  their  faces  were  all  strange  to  me ;  nor 
did  I  like  their  appearance  and  movements.  On  per¬ 
ceiving  one  at  a  little  distance  wrapped  in  his  robe,  I 
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thought  he  might  possibly  be  a  chief,  and  I  approach¬ 
ed  him.  He  addressed  me  in  Crow,  “Ah !  my  friend, 
what  brought  you  here  ?” 

I  replied  that,  as  I  was  passing  through,  I  had 
thought  it  well  to  call  on  him. 

“  I  am  glad  to  see  you,”  said  he ;  “enter  my  lodge  ; 
my  warriors  are  bad  to-day.” 

The  Indians  were  Apaches,  and  the  chief  was  named 
Black  Shield,  an  old  and  intimate  acquaintance. 

He  insisted  on  my  spending  the  night  in  the  vil¬ 
lage,  which  I  consented  to.  He  was  perfectly  rabid 
toward  the  whites,  and  stated  his  intention  to  manure 
the  prairie  with  their  bodies  the  forthcoming  season — 
he  would  not  leave  one  in  the  country.  I  applauded 
his  intention,  telling  him  the  whites  were  unable  to 
fight.  Seeing  that  I  was  on  his  side — that  is,  if  my 
words  made  me  so — he  continued,  “  I  have  plenty  of 
warriors,  and  plenty  of  guns  and  balls,  but  I  am  a 
little  short  of  powder.  When  will  you  return  ?” 

I  informed  him  as  nearly  as  I  could  calculate,  but  I 
added  that  my  return  was  uncertain. 

“Will  you  bring  me  some  powder?”  he  inquired. 

“  I  will,”  I  said ;  “  but  I  shall  return  by  way  of 
the  Eagle’s  Nest  Hill.” 

“  That  is  the  very  place  I  am  going  to  from  here,” 
he  rejoined ;  “  and,  if  I  am  not  there  myself,  some  of 
my  warriors  will  be,  and  they  can  take  it  of  you.” 

This  afforded  me  no  put-off,  and  I  accordingly  prom¬ 
ised  to  furnish  him  with  the  powder.  If  the  reader 
will  indulge  me  in  a  witticism,  I  beg  to  assure  him 
that  I  carried  the  powder  to  the  old  chief  in  a  horn  / 
In  the  morning  he  furnished  me  with  meat  enough  to 
subsist  us  for  a  week,  together  with  new  moccasins, 
and  sundry  other  articles.  We  then  bade  him  adieu, 
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and  proceeded  on  our  journey,  arriving  at  Santa  Fe 
without  any  farther  noteworthy  adventure. 

On  reaching  my  destination,  I  informed  some  of  my 
friends  of  my  promise  to  the  Black  Shield,  and  where 
they  could  find  him  to  deliver  the  powder,  to  enable 
him  to  carry  out  his  commendable  resolution.  A  par¬ 
ty  started  to  meet  him  at  the  appointed  spot ;  but  in 
delivering  the  powder  they  managed  to  explode  it,  and 
he  and  his  warriors  only  received  the  bullets,  of  which 
they  already  had  plenty. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

Affairs  at  Santa  Fe. — Insurrection  at  Taos. — Discovery  of  the  Plot. — 
Battle  at  the  Canon. — Battles  at  Lambida,  at  Pueblo,  and  at  Taos. 
— A  Mexican  Woman  redeemed  from  the  Indians. — Return  to 
Santa  Fe. 

On  my  arrival  at  Santa  Fe  I  found  affairs  in  a  very 
disturbed  state.  Colonel  Doniphan  had  just  gained 
the  battle  of  Brasito,  and  was  carrying  all  before  him 
in  that  section  of  the  country.  He  had  forwarded  or¬ 
ders  to  Santa  Fe  for  a  field  battery,  in  order  to  make 
a  demonstration  against  Chihuahua.  Major  Clarke 
was  intrusted  with  the  duty  of  conveying  the  artillery 
to  the  colonel.  Scarcely  had  he  departed  when  we 
received  intelligence  of  an  insurrection  in  Taos.  The 
information  was  first  communicated  by  an  Indian  from 
a  village  between  Santa  Fe  and  Taos,  who  reported 
to  General  Price  that  the  Mexicans  had  massacred  all 
the  white  inhabitants  of  that  place,  and  that  a  sim¬ 
ilar  massacre  was  contemplated  in  Santa  Fp,  of  which 
report  full  information  could  be  obtained  by  the  arrest 
of  a  Mexican  who  was  then  conveying  a  letter  from 
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the  priest  in  Taos  to  the  priest  in  Santa  Fe.  A  watch 
was  immediately  set  upon  the  priest’s  house,  and  a 
Mexican  was  seen  to  enter.  The  guard  approached 
the  door  to  arrest  the  man  as  he  issued,  but  he,  be¬ 
ing  apprised  of  the  action  of  the  authorities,  left  the 
house  by  another  door,  and  escaped. 

At  night  there  came  a  violent  rapping  at  my  gate, 
and  on  going  to  open  it  I  perceived  my  friend,  Charles 
Towne,  who,  on  being  admitted,  clasped  me  round  the 
neck,  and  gave  vent  to  uncontrolled  emotion.  Per¬ 
ceiving  that  something  alarming  had  occurred,  I  in¬ 
vited  him  into  the  house,  spread  refreshments  before 
him,  and  allowed  him  time  to  recover  himself.  He 
then  informed  me  that  he  had  escaped  almost  by  a 
miracle  from  Taos,  where  all  the  American  residents 
had  been  killed.  He  was  a  resident  there,  having 
married  a  girl  of  New  Mexico,  and  his  wife’s  father 
had  apprised  him  that  he  had  better  effect  his  escape, 
if  possible,  for  if  he  was  caught  he  would  be  inevitably 
massacred.  His  father-in-law  provided  him  with  a 
good  horse,  and  he  retreated  into  the  woods,  where, 
after  considerable  risk  and  anxiety,  he  providentially 
eluded  the  assassins. 

On  receiving  this  alarming  information,  I  lost  no 
time  in  repairing  to  the  head-quarters  of  General  Price, 
accompanied  by  my  informant,  who  related  the  above 
particulars.  General  Price  immediately  adopted  the 
most  effective  measures.  He  assembled  his  officers, 
and  instructed  them  to  set  a  close  watch  upon  the 
house  of  every  Mexican  in  the  city,  and  to  suffer  no 
person  to  pass  in  or  out ;  he  also  ordered  that  every 
American  should  hold  himself  in  readiness  for  service 
during  the'  night.  Before  morning  several  of  the  most 
influential  Mexican  citizens  were  placed  under  arrest. 
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In  searching  them,  important  conspiracies  were  brought 
to  light.  Correspondence,  implicating  the  most  con¬ 
siderable  residents,  was  read,  and  a  plot  was  detected 
of  subjecting  Santa  Fe  to  the  same  St.  Bartholomew 
massacre  as  had  just  been  visited  upon  Taos.  The 
city  was  placed  under  martial  law,  and  every  American 
that  could  shoulder  a  musket  was  called  into  imme¬ 
diate  service.  All  the  ox-drivers,  mule-drivers,  mer¬ 
chants,  clerks,  and  commissariat-men  were  formed  into 
rank  and  file,  and  placed  in  a  condition  for  holding  the 
city.  Then,  placing  himself  at  the  head  of  his  army, 
four  hundred  strong,  General  Price  marched  toward 
Taos.  On  arriving  at  Canjarra,  a  small  town  about 
twenty  miles  from  Santa  F6,  we  found  the  enemy, 
numbering  two  thousand  Mexicans  and  Indians,  were 
prepared  to  give  us  battle.  The  enemy’s  lines  were 
first  perceived  by  our  advanced  guard,  which  instantly 
fell  back  upon  the  main  body.  Our  line  was  formed, 
and  an  advance  made  upon  the  enemy,  the  mountain¬ 
eer  company,  under  Captain  Saverine,  being  placed  in 
charge  of  the  baggage.  As  soon  as  battle  was  begun, 
however,  we  left  the  baggage  and  ammunition  wagons 
to  take  care  of  themselves,  and  made  a  descent  upon 
the  foe.  He  fled  precipitately  before  the  charge  of 
our  lines,  and  we  encamped  upon  the  field  of  battle. 
The  next  day  we  advanced  to  Lamboda,  where  the 
enemy  made  another  stand,  and  again  fled  on  our  ap¬ 
proach.  We  marched  on  until  we  arrived  at  Taos, 
and  the  barbarities  we  witnessed  there  exceeded  in 
brutality  all  my  previous  experience  with  the  Indians. 
Bodies  of  our  murdered  fellow-countrymen  were  lying 
about  the  streets,  mutilated  and  disfigured  in  every 
possible  way,  and  the  hogs  and  dogs  were  making  a 
repast  upon  the  remains.  Among  the  dead  we  rec- 
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ognized  that  of  Governor  Bent,  who  had  been  recently- 
appointed  by  General  Kearney.  One  poor  victim  we 
saw,  who  had  been  stripped  naked,  scalped  alive,  and 
his  eyes  punched  out:  he  was  groping  his  way  through 
the  streets,  beseeching  some  one  to  shoot  him  out  of 
his  misery,  while  his  inhuman  Mexican  tormentors 
were  deriving  the  greatest  amusement  from  the  exhibi¬ 
tion.  Such  scenes  of  unexampled  barbarity  filled  our 
soldiers’  breasts  with  abhorrence :  they  became  tiger¬ 
like  in  their  craving  for  revenge.  Our  general  direct¬ 
ed  the  desecrated  remains  to  be  gathered  together,  and 
a  guard  to  be  placed  over  them,  while  he  marched  on 
with  his  army  in  pursuit  of  the  barbarians. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  we  arrived  at  Pueblo,  where  we 
found  the  enemy  well  posted,  having  an  adobe  fort  in 
their  front.  No  attack  was  attempted  that*  evening, 
and  strict  orders  were  issued  for  no  man  to  venture  out 
of  camp. 

In  the  evening  I  was  visited  by  a  man,  who  inform¬ 
ed  me  that  he  had  a  brother  at  Rio  Mondo,  twelve  miles 
distant,  whom,  if  he  was  not  already  killed,  he  wished 
to  save  from  massacre.  I  determined  to  rescue  him, 
if  possible,  and,  having  induced  seven  other  good  and 
trusty  mountaineers  to  aid  me  in  the  attempt,  we  left 
the  camp  unperceived,  and  proceeded  to  the  place  indi¬ 
cated.  On  our  arrival  we  found  two  or  three  hundred 
Mexicans,  all  well  armed ;  we  rode  boldly  past  them, 
and  they  dispersed,  many  of  them  going  to  their  homes. 
We  reached  the  door  of  the  Mexican  general  Mon- 
taja,  who  styled  himself  the  “  Santa  Anna  of  the 
North,”  and  captured  him.  We  then  liberated  the  pris¬ 
oner  we  were  in  quest  of,  and  returned  to  Taos  with 
our  captive  general.  At  Taos  we  found  our  forces, 
which  had  retired  upon  that  place  from  Pueblo,  after 
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having  made  an  unsuccessful  attempt  to  dislodge  the 
enemy.  We  informed  our  general  of  our  important 
capture,  and  he  affected  great  displeasure  at  our  diso¬ 
bedience  of  orders,  although  it  was  easy  to  see  that,  in 
his  eyes,  the  end  had  justified  the  means  The  follow¬ 
ing  morning  a  gallows  was  erected,  and  Montaja  was 
swung  in  the  wind.  The  correspondence  that  had  been 
seized  in  Santa  Fe  had  implicated  him  in  some  of  the 
blackest  plots,  and  we  thought  that  this  summary  dis¬ 
posal  of  his  generalship  would  relieve  us  from  all  fur¬ 
ther  danger  from  his  machinations. 

Having  procured  artillery  to  bombard  the  enemy’s 
position,  our  commander  returned  to  Pueblo.  We  can¬ 
nonaded  in  good  earnest,  but  the  pieces  were  too  small 
to  be  of  much  service ;  but  we  cut  a  breach  with  our 
axes  half  way  through  the  six-foot  wall,  and  then  fin¬ 
ished  the  work  with  our  cannon.  While  engaged  in  this 
novel  way  of  getting  at  the  enemy,  a  shell  was  thrown 
from  a  mortar  at  the  fort;  but  our  artillerymen,  not 
being  very  skillful  in  their  practice,  threw  the  shell  out¬ 
side  the  fort,  and  it  fell  among  us.  A  young  lieutenant 
seized  it  in  his  hands,  and  cast  it  through  the  breach ; 
it  had  not  more  than  struck  before  it  exploded,  doing 
considerable  damage  in  the  fort.  We  then  stormed  the 
breach,  which  was  only  big  enough  to  admit  one  man 
at  a  time,  and  carried  the  place  without  difficulty. 

The  company  of  mountaineers  had  fallen  back  mid¬ 
way  between  the  fort  and  mountain,  in  order  to  pick  off 
any  Mexican  who  should  dare  to  show  himself.  We 
killed  fifty-four  of  the  defenders  as  they  were  endeav¬ 
oring  to  escape,  upon  the  person  of  one  of  whom,  an 
officer,  we  found  one  hundred  and  sixty  doubloons. 
Some  of  the  enemy  fired  upon  us  from  a  position  at  one 
comer  of  the  fort,  through  loop-holes ;  and  while  look- 
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ing  about  for  a  covert  to  get  a  secure  shot  at  them,  we 
discovered  a  few  of  the  enemy  hidden  away  in  the 
brush.  One  of  them,  an  Indian,  ran  toward  us,  ex¬ 
claiming,  “ Bueno !  bueno!  me  like  Americanos.”  One 
of  our  party  said,  “  If  you  like  the  Americans,  take  this 
sword,  and  return  to  the  brush,  and  kill  all  the  men 
you  find  there.” 

He  took  the  proffered  sword,  and  was  busy  in  the 
brush  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then  returned  with  his 
sword-blade  dripping  with  gore,  saying,  “  I  have  killed 
them.” 

“  Then  you  ought  to  die  for  killing  your  own  peo¬ 
ple,”  said  the  American,  and  he  shot  the  Indian  dead. 

The  battle  lasted  through  the  whole  day,  and  a  close 
watch  was  set  at  night  to  prevent  the  escape  of  those 
yet  occupying  the  fort.  The  assault  was  renewed  the 
following  morning,  and  continued  during  that  day  also. 
Toward  night  several  white  flags  were  raised  by  the 
enemy,  but  were  immediately  shot  down  by  the  Amer¬ 
icans,  who  had  determined  to  show  no  quarter.  On 
the  third  morning  all  the  women  issued  from  the  fort, 
each  bearing  a  white  flag,  and  kneeled  before  the  gen¬ 
eral  to  supplicate  for  the  lives  of  their  surviving  friends. 
The  general  was  prevailed  upon,  and  gave  orders  to 
cease  firing.  The  enemy  lost  severely  through  their 
disgraceful  cowardice.  Our  company  lost  but  one  man 
through  the  whole  engagement.  Nine  of  the  most 
prominent  conspirators  were  hanged  at  Taos,  and  seven 
or  eight  more  at  Santa  Fe.  It  was  about  this  time 
that  the  report  reached  us  of  the  butchery  of  Mr.  Wal¬ 
do,  with  eight  or  ten  other  Americans,  at  the  Moro. 

After  the  insurrection  was  suppressed  I  started  again 
for  Fort  Leavenworth.  On  my  way  back  from  the  fort 
I  again  fell  in  with  Black  Shield  and  his  Apaches.  I 
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said  to  him,  “  You  told  me  false.  You  said  that  you 
would  meet  me  at  the  Eagle’s  Nest,  but  when  I  went 
there  you  were  not  to  be  found.  I  had  to  throw  the 
powder  away  that  I  brought  for  you,  and  run  for  my 
life;  for  the  whites  discovered  my  errand,  and  were 
close  at  my  heels.” 

‘  ‘  I  know  it,  my  friend,  ”  said  the  Black  Shield.  “We 
saw  your  kegs  there,  but  the  whites  had  taken  all  the 
powder  out.  I  am  sorry  they  came  upon  you  so  sud¬ 
denly,  for  we  had  to  run  as  well  as  you.” 

The  second  day  after  we  left  the  Apaches  we  discov¬ 
ered  an  object  in  the  distance  which  I  at  first  took  for 
a  stump,  hut  still  thought  it  singular  that  there  should 
he  a  stump  where  there  were  no  trees  near.  As  we  ap¬ 
proached  the  object  moved,  and  we  at  length  discover¬ 
ed  it  to  be  a  man  of  the  name  of  Elliott  Lee,  who  had 
been  wounded  by  the  Apaches  three  or  four  days  pre¬ 
viously,  and  had  not  tasted  food  since.  He  had  be¬ 
longed  to  a  party  of  seventeen  or  eighteen  mountain¬ 
eers,  on  their  way  to  Santa  Fe.  They  had  stopped  to 
rest  on  the  bank  of  a  creek,  and  were  suddenly  set 
upon  by  the  Indians.  Several  of  the  party  were  killed, 
among  whom  was  my  friend  Charles  Towne,  and  all 
the  rest  were  more  or  less  severely  wounded.  Some 
few  had  succeeded  in  getting  away,  notwithstanding 
their  wounds  ;  but  Mr.  Lee  had  been  shot  in  the  thigh, 
and  was  unable  to  crawl  along.  When  we  picked  him 
up  he  was  delirious,  and  his  wound  was  greatly  swollen 
and  inflamed.  We  gave  him  food,  and  carried  him 
along  with  us,  until  we  fortunately  came  up  with  his 
wagons.  Wre  then  gave  him  into  the  keeping  of  his 
friends,  and  proceeded  on  our  way. 

On  my  arrival  home  I  disposed  of  all  my  property 
in  Santa  Fe,  and  started  to  buy  horses  of  the  Indians 
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to  dispose  of  to  the  discharged  troops.  I  had  arrived 
within  a  short  distance  of  my  ranch,  when  I  met  a  man 
who  advised  me  to  conceal  myself.  Two  rewards  had 
been  offered  for  my  apprehension :  one  of  a  thousand 
dollars  by  Colonel  Price,  and  another  of  five  hundred 
dollars  by  Mr.  Kissack,  Quarter-master.  I  was  ac¬ 
cused  of  confederating  with  rebels  and  Indians,  and  as¬ 
sisting  them  in  stealing  horses  from  the  whites,  and 
leading  the  hostile  bands  in  their  warfare  upon  the 
American  troops. 

I  listened  to  his  information,  and  wras  astonished  at 
the  invention.  “That  is  news  indeed,”  I  said.  “But 
they  shall  not  have  the  profit  all  to  themselves  ;  I  will 
immediately  go  and  deliver  myself  up,  and  obtain  the 
rewards.” 

“  I  advise  you,  as  a  friend,  not  to  go,”  rejoined  my 
interlocutor,  “for  they  will  assuredly  hang  you  direct¬ 
ly  they  lay  hands  upon  you.” 

“  Well,  hang  or  not  hang,”  I  answered,  “  I  am  re¬ 
solved  to  go,  for  I  have  not  been  a  month  absent  from 
Santa  Fe,  and  I  can  give  account  of  every  day  and 
night  I  have  since  spent.” 

At  the  time  I  met  with  my  informant,  I  had  an  order 
from  Captain  Morris,  of  the  United  States  Army,  in 
my  pocket,  authorizing  me  to  pick  up  all  the  govern¬ 
ment  horses  that  I  might  find  in  my  rambles,  and  bring 
them  in ;  but  up  to  the  time  that  I  was  informed  of 
the  charges  against  me,  I  had  found  but  one  horse,  the 
property  of  Captain  Saverine,  and  it  I  had  restored 
to  the  owner.  Accordingly,  I  returned  without  delay 
to  Taos,  where  I  saw  Colonel  Willock,  who  was  lieu¬ 
tenant  under  Colonel  Price.  Him  I  acquainted  with 
my  determination  to  proceed  to  Santa  Fe,  to  deliver 
myself  up  for  the  rewards  that  were  offered  for  my  ap- 
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prehension,  but  he  urgently  requested  me  not  to  go. 
He  was  about  to  start  with  an  expedition  against  the 
Apaches,  and  wished  to  engage  me  as  spy,  interpreter, 
and  guide.  He  promised  to  forward  an  exculpatory 
letter  to  Santa  Fe  that  should  set  me  all  right  with  the 
authorities.  The  letter  was  sent,  but  not  delivered,  as 
the  messenger  was  shot  on  the  way. 

I  concluded  to  accompany  the  colonel,  and  aid  him 
to  the  extent  of  my  ability  in  the  object  of  his  expedi¬ 
tion.  We  started  with  a  small  battalion  of  volunteers 
for  the  Apaches.  The  first  day  in  camp,  the  common 
soldier’s  fare  was  spread  for  dinner,  which  at  that  time 
I  felt  but  little  appetite  for.  I  informed  the  colonel 
that  I  would  go  out  and  kill  an  antelope. 

“  Why,”  said  he,  “  there  is  not  an  antelope  within 
ten  miles  around ;  the  soldiers  have  scoured  the  whole 
country  without  seeing  one.” 

I  told  him  I  felt  sure  I  could  find  one,  and  took  up 
my  rifle  and  was  about  to  start. 

“Hold  on!”cried  the  colonel ;  “Iwill  go  with  you,  and 
will  further  engage  to  pack  on  my  back  all  you  kill.” 

We  started,  and  kept  on  the  road  for  about  half  a 
mile,  when  I  discovered  the  tracks  of  three  antelopes 
which  had  just  crossed  our  path,  and  gone  in  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  a  hill  close  by.  The  colonel  did  not  see  the 
tracks,  and  I  did  not  point  them  out  to  him.  We  pass¬ 
ed  on  a  few  rods  farther,  when  I  suddenly  stopped, 
threw  my  head  back,  and  began  to  sniff  like  a  dog 
scenting  his  prey. 

“  What  the  dickens  are  you  sniffing  so  for  ?”  asked 
the  colonel. 

“  I  am  sure  that  I  smell  an  antelope,”  said  I. 

“You  smell  antelope!”  and  the  colonel’s  nostrils 
began  to  dilate  ;  “I  can  smell  nothing.” 
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“  Well,  colonel,”  I  said,  “  there  are  antelopes  close 
by,  I  know,  for  my  smellers  never  yet  deceived  me ; 
and  now,”  added  I,  “if  you  will  start  carefully  up  that 
hollow,  I  will  go  up  on  the  other  side,  and  I  am  con¬ 
fident  that  one  of  us  will  kill  one.” 

I  knew  that  if  the  animals  were  in  the  hollow  they 
would  start  at  the  approach  of  the  colonel,  and  most 
probably  in  my  direction,  and  thus  afford  me  an  op¬ 
portunity  of  getting  a  shot  at  one.  I  proceeded  cau¬ 
tiously  along,  until,  raising  my  head  over  a  knoll,  I 
saw  the  three  antelopes  which  had  crossed  us.  Two 
had  already  lain  down,  and  the  third  was  preparing  to 
do  so,  when  I  sent  a  leaden  messenger  which  brought 
him  down  involuntarily. 

The  colonel  shouted  to  inquire  what  I  had  shot  at. 

“Antelope,”  I  answered;  and  he  came  running  at 
his  best  speed.  There  was  the  very  beast,  beyond  all 
dispute,  to  the  utter  astonishment  of  the  colonel,  who 
regarded  for  some  moments  first  the  game  and  then 
the  hunter 

“  And  you  smelled  them !”  he  pondered  ;  “well,  I 
must  confess,  your  olfactory  nerves  beat  those  of  any 
man  I  ever  yet  fell  in  with.  Smell  antelope !  Humph ! 
I  will  send  my  boy  to  carry  him  in.” 

“  But  that  was  not  the  bargain,  colonel,”  I  said ; 
“  you  engaged  to  pack  in  on  your  back  all  I  should 
kill.  There  is  your  burden ;  the  distance  is  but  short.” 

But  the  colonel  declined  his  engagement.  We 
finally  hung  the  antelope  on  a  tree,  and  the  colonel,  on 
our  return  to  camp,  dispatched  his  servant  to  fetch  it 
in.  He  never  could  get  over  my  smelling  antelope, 
and  we  have  had  many  a  hearty  laugh  at  it  since. 

The  following  morning,  at  daylight,  I  took  five  or 
six.  men  with  me,  and  proceeded  on  my  duty  as  spy. 
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while  the  colonel  moved  on  with  the  troops,  we  return¬ 
ing  to  camp  every  evening  at  dusk.  We  frequently 
saw  signs  of  Indians,  but  we  could  make  no  discovery 
of  the  Indians  themselves.  We  continued  our  chase 
for  nearly  a  month ;  our  coffee  and  sugar  had  given 
out,  and  our  provisions  were  getting  low  ;  the  soldiers 
could  kill  no  game,  and  there  was  a  general  disposi¬ 
tion,  especially  among  the  officers,  to  return. 

In  leaving  the  camp,  as  usual,  one  morning,  I  direct¬ 
ed  the  colonel  to  a  camping-ground,  and  started  on  my 
search.  Late  in  the  afternoon,  I  discovered  what  I 
supposed  to  be  a  large  party  of  Indians  moving  in  our 
direction.  I  ran  with  all  possible  speed  to  communi¬ 
cate  the  information  ;  but,  in  ascending  a  small  point 
of  land  which  was  in  my  way,  I  found  a  strange  en¬ 
campment  of  United  States  troops  lying  before  me.  I 
knew  it  was  not  Colonel  Willock’s  command,  for  these 
had  tents,  wagons,  and  other  appointments,  which  we 
were  unprovided  with.  When  I  was  first  perceived, 
some  of  the  men  pointed  me  out  to  their  companions  ; 
“There’s  Beckwourth!  there’s  Jim  Beckwourth !”  I 
heard  whispered  around.  I  found  it  was  a  detachment 
commanded  by  Colonel  Edmondson,  who  had  just  re¬ 
turned  from  Santa  Fe  with  a  re-enforcement,  having 
been  defeated  in  an  engagement  with  the  Apaches  some 
time  previously.  When  the  colonel  saw  me,  he  in¬ 
quired  of  me  my  errand. 

“  I  have  come  after  horses,”  I  replied,  enplaisant- 
ant  ;  “  but  I  see  you  have  none.” 

“  Beckwourth,”  said  a  Captain  Donohue,  “  I  have 
been  defending  your  character  for  a  long  time,  and  I 
now  want  you  to  clear  up  matters  for  yourself.” 

I  found  I  was  not  in  very  good  savor  among  the 
parties  present,  owing  to  a  mistake  in  my  identity 
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made  by  one  of  the  soldiers  during  their  late  engage¬ 
ment  with  the  Indians.  It  was  supposed  I  had  enter¬ 
ed  their  camp,  hurled  my  lance  through  a  soldier,  and 
challenged  another  out  to  fight,  telling  him  he  was  paid 
for  fighting,  and  it  was  his  duty  to  engage  me.  This 
suspicion,  added  to  flying  reports  of  evil  doings,  which 
derived  their  origin  in  the  Crow  village  from  my  ad¬ 
venture  with  Fitzpatrick,  had  associated  me  in  the  sol¬ 
diers’  minds  with  all  the  horse-raids  and  white  mas¬ 
sacres  they  heard  rumors  of,  and  I  was  regarded  by 
them  all  as  a  desperate,  lawless  character,  who  deserved 
hanging  to  the  first  tree  wherever  met. 

At  this  moment  two  men  came  running  toward  the 
camp  at  full  speed,  shouting,  “To  arms!  to  arms!” 
as  though  the  whole  Apache  nation  were  behind 
them. 

“  Where  is  your  party  ?”  asked  Colonel  Edmondson 
of  me. 

“  Coming  yonder,  sir,”  I  replied,  pointing  in  the  di¬ 
rection  of  the  two  approaching  heralds ;  for  I  supposed 
it  was  Colonel  Willock’s  command  they  had  seen, 
and  whom,  in  their  fright,  they  had  mistaken  for  In¬ 
dians. 

Immediately  there  was  a  bustle  of  preparation  to 
receive  the  coming  foe :  muskets  were  snatched  up, 
and  the  men  fell  into  line ;  but  in  a  few  moments  the 
real  character  of  the  approaching  company  was  ascer¬ 
tained,  and  the  colonel  advanced  to  greet  them.  At 
the  junction  of  the  two  parties,  both  engaged  on  the 
same  errand,  matters  were  discussed  by  the  two  col¬ 
onels,  and  it  was  resolved  to  abandon  the  expedition, 
for  it  was  manifest  that  the  Indians  were  too  much  on 
the  alert  to  be  taken.  I  was  dispatched  to  Santa  Fe 
with  a  letter  to  Colonel  Price  from  Colonels  Edmond- 
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son  and  Willock,  while  they  resolved  to  march  back 
with  their  detachments,  Colonel  Edmondson  to  Santa 
Fe,  and  Colonel  Willock  to  Taos. 

The  morning  following  I  again  set  out  for  Fort 
Leavenworth,  having  for  companion  M‘Intosh,  who, 
by  the  way,  was  a  Cherokee,  and  known  as  such  to 
the  Indians  whom  we  fell  in  with  on  the  road.  We 
reached  the  fort  without  any  accident,  and  delivered 
our  dispatches  safe.  On  our  return  we  overtook  Bullard 
and  Company’s  trains  of  wagons,  which  were  on  their 
way  to  Santa  Fe  with  supplies  for  the  army.  Bullard 
and  his  partner  proposed  to  leave  their  charge  and  go  in 
with  us,  if  I  thought  we  would  be  able  to  keep  up  with 
them.  I  answered  that  we  would  try  and  keep  their 
company  as  far  as  possible,  but  that  they  would  be  at 
liberty  to  proceed  at  any  time  that  they  considered  we 
retarded  them.  They  went  with  us  as  far  as  the 
Moro,  two  days’  ride  from  Santa  Fe,  where  we  were 
compelled  to  leave  tbem,  as  they  were  tired  out,  and 
had  already  detained  us  two  full  days. 

My  next  engagement  in  the  service  of  Uncle  Sam 
was  a  trip  to  Chihuahua  to  convey  dispatches ;  but, 
previous  to  starting,  Captain  Morris  wished  to  engage 
me  as  guide  in  an  expedition  against  the  Utah  Indians  ; 
so,  preferring  the  latter  service,  I  transferred  my  trust 
to  my  brave  and  faithful  friend,  M‘Intosh,  and  accom¬ 
panied  Captain  Morris.  The  expedition  consisted  of 
ninety  men:  the  object  was  a  treaty  of  peace  with 
the  Utahs.  We  succeeded  in  finding  the  Indians ; 
but,  as  they  supposed  our  only  object  was  to  fight,  it 
was  some  time  before  we  could  get  up  to  them.  We 
at  length  surprised  them  in  a  gap  in  the  mountain, 
when  we  succeeded  in  taking  a  number  of  prisoners, 
among  whom  were  some  chiefs.  We  explained  our 
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object ;  they  then  frankly  informed  us  where  their  vil¬ 
lage  was ;  we  all  repaired  to  it,  and  concluded  terms 
of  peace.  Our  approach  greatly  alarmed  the  village  at 
first,  for  they  knew  that,  in  conjunction  with  the  Apa¬ 
ches,  they  had  been  guilty  of  many  depredations,  al¬ 
though  it  had  been  their  policy  to  throw  all  the  blame 
of  the  mischief  upon  their  allies.  Our  mission  per¬ 
formed,  we  returned  to  Taos. 

I  remained  some  weeks  inactive.  Taos  was  con¬ 
vulsed  with  continual  alarms  from  reports  that  Cortez 
was  approaching  against  us  with  a  great  force.  The 
troops  were  all  away  at  Santa  Fe ;  though,  had  he  vis¬ 
ited  us,  we  could  have  improvised  a  warm  reception. 
We  had  a  small  piece  of  cannon,  with  plenty  of  grape 
and  canister,  with  which  we  could  have  swept  the 
streets.  We  tried  its  effect  one  day,  just  to  satisfy 
the  curiosity  of  the  Mexicans :  we  put  in  a  heavy 
charge  of  grape-shot,  and  discharged  it  down  the  street. 
The  tawny  Mexicans  were  wonder-stricken :  they 
thought  an  army  would  stand  but  a  poor  chance  be¬ 
fore  such  a  volcanic  belching  of  iron  missiles. 

Poultry  in  the  vicinity  of  Taos  became  exceeding 
scarce:  it  was  a  rare  matter  to  hear  a  cock  crow. 
When  we  did  by  chance  hear  the  pleasing  sound, 
we  would  listen  for  the  repetition  of  it,  in  order  to 
learn  from  which  direction  it  proceeded.  We  would 
then  visit  the  tell-tale’s  quarters  after  dark,  as  we 
could  obtain  our  poultry  cheaper  at  night  than  in  the 
day-time.  Orders  had  been  issued  to  take  nothing 
from  the  enemy  without  paying  for  it,  which  orders 
were  evidently  based  upon  the  assumption  that  we  had 
money  to  pay  with.  Those  without  money  did  not  feel 
themselves  bound  by  the  injunction.  The  authorities 
that  issue  similar  commands  in  future  would  do  well 
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to  insert  some  clause  binding  on  the  moneyless,  other¬ 
wise  these  orders  are  all  moonshine. 

From  Taos  I  proceeded  to  Santa  Fe.  I  again  start¬ 
ed,  for  the  last  time,  to  Fort  Leavenworth ;  MTntosh, 
having  safely  returned  from  Chihuahua,  again  accom¬ 
panying  me.  When  we  arrived  at  the  Wagon  Mound 
we  heard  shots  fired,  and  immediately  after  met  a  train 
of  mule-teams  approaching  at  their  quickest  pace.  The 
drivers  advised  us  to  return,  as  they  had  been  attacked 
by  the  Apaches,  and  if  we  proceeded  we  could  not  es¬ 
cape  being  killed.  I  thought  that  my  companion  and 
I  knew  the  Indians  better  than  the  mule-drivers  did, 
and  we  bade  them  good-by  and  started  on.  We  in¬ 
tended  to  avoid  the  Indians  by  making  a  circuit  away 
from  where  we  expected  they  would  be,  but  in  so  do¬ 
ing  we  came  directly  upon  the  village.  We  staid  all 
night  with  them,  were  well  treated,  and  resumed  our 
journey  in  the  morning.  We  met  a  party  of  Ameri¬ 
cans  who  had  been  attacked  by  the  Camanches,  and 
lost  one  horse,  but  we  saw  no  more  Indians  until  we 
reached  the  fort.  • 

Many  times  wonder  has  been  expressed  how  I  could 
always  travel  the  road  in  safety  while  other  men  were 
attacked  and  killed.  The  only  way  in  which  I  could 
account  for  the  marvel  was  that  I  knew  how  to  act  the 
“  wolf,”  wliile  the  others  did  not.  Of  all  the  dispatch¬ 
es  I  ever  carried,  I  never  lost  one ;  while  numbers  who 
have  undertaken  to  bear  them  lost,  not  alone  the  dis¬ 
patches,  hut  thtir  lives ;  for,  whenever  they  fell  in  with 
the  Indians,  they  were  sure  to  be  killed.  The  Indians 
knew  perfectly  well  what  my  business  was.  They 
knew  that  I  was  conveying  orders  backward  and  for¬ 
ward  from  the  great  white  chief  to  his  war  chiefs  in 
New  Mexico.  They  would  frequently  ask  me  what 
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the  orders  were  which  I  had  with  me.  Sometimes  I 
would  tell  them  that  the  great  chief  at  Washington 
was  going  to  send  on  a  great  host  of  warriors  to  rub 
them  all  out.  They  would  laugh  heartily  at  the  sup¬ 
position,  for  they  conceived  that  all  the  American  forces 
combined  would  hardly  be  a  circumstance  before  them. 
I  promised  to  apprise  them  when  the  white  warriors 
were  to  advance  against  them,  which  promise  they  con¬ 
fidently  relied  upon.  I  had  to  say  something  to  keep 
on  good  terms  with  them,  and  answer  their  inquiries 
to  satisfy  them,  and  then  proceed  with  my  business. 
The  war  between  the  great  white  chief  and  the  great 
Mexican  chief  interested  the  Indians  but  little,  though 
their  conviction  was  that  the  Mexican  chief  would  be 
victorious.  Their  sympathy  was  with  the  latter,  from 
motives  of  self-interest.  They  were  now  able  to  go  at 
any  time  and  drive  home  all  the  horses,  cattle,  and 
sheep  that  they  wanted,  together  with  Mexican  chil¬ 
dren  enough  to  take  care  of  them.  If  the  white  chief 
conquered,  they  supposed  he  would  carry  all  the  horses, 
cattle,  and  sheep  home  with  him,  and  thus  leave  none 
for  them. 

The  Camanches  and  Apaches  have  a  great  number 
of  Mexicans,  of  both  sexes,  among  them,  who  seldom 
manifest  much  desire  to  return  home.  The  women  say 
that  the  Indians  treat  them  better  than  they  are  treat¬ 
ed  at  home.  I  never  met  but  one  exception  to  this 
rule,  and  that  was  a  young  Mexican  woman  captive 
among  the  Camanches.  She  told  me  that  her  father 
was  wealthy,  and  would  give  me  five  thousand  dollars 
if  I  could  procure  her  restoration.  I  bought  her  of  the 
chief,  and  conveyed  her  to  my  fort,  whence  I  sent  in¬ 
formation  to  her  father  to  acquaint  him  where  he  could 
find  his  daughter.  In  a  few  days  her  father  and  her 
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husband  came  to  her.  She  refused  to  have  any  thing 
to  say  to  her  husband,  for  she  said  he  was  a  coward. 
When  the  Indians  attacked  the  village,  he  mounted 
his  horse  and  fled,  leaving  her  to  their  mercy.  Her 
father  proffered  me  the  promised  sum,  but  I  only  ac¬ 
cepted  one  thousand  dollars,  which  returned  me  a  very 
good  profit  on  the  cost  of  the  goods  I  had  given  to  the 
Indians  for  her  ransom.  The  woman  returned  home 
with  her  father,  her  valorous  husband  following  them. 
Shortly  after  this  I  returned  to  Santa  Fe. 


CHAPTEK  XXXY. 

Departure  for  California.  —  Meeting  with  the  Apaches.  —  Hostile 
Threats. — Trouble  with  the  Utahs. — Most  terrible  Tragedy. — Socie¬ 
ty  in  California. — Adventures  with  Grizzly  Bears. 

The  last  dispatches  I  bore  from  Fort  Leavenworth 
were  addressed  to  California,  and  I  had  undertaken  to 
carry  them  through.  At  Santa  Fe  I  rested  a  week, 
and  then,  taking  an  escort  of  fifteen  men,  I  started  on 
my  errand.  On  our  arrival  at  the  village  of  Abbeger, 
we  found  a  large  party  of  Apaches,  who  were  in  the 
midst  of  a  drunken  carousal.  We  encamped  inside  the 
corral,  that  being  as  safe  a  place  as  we  could  select. 
Little  Joe,  an  Apache  Chief,  inquired  of  me  what  I  was 
going  to  do  with  these  whites. 

“I  am  going  to  take  them  to  California,”  I  told  him. 

“  No,”  said  he,  “  you  shall  never  take  them  nearer 
to  California  than  they  are  now.” 

“Well,  I  shall  try,”  said  I. 

He  held  some  farther  conversation  with  me  of  a  de¬ 
nunciatory  character,  and  then  left  me  to  return  to  the 
liquor-shop. 
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Foreseeing  what  was  likely  to  result  if  more  liquor 
was  obtained,  I  visited  every  place  in  town  where  it 
was  kept,  and  informed  every  seller  that,  if  another  drop 
was  sold  to  the  Indians,  I  would  hang  the  man  that 
did  it  without  a  minute’s  delay;  and  I  would  have 
been  as  good  as  my  word,  for  they  were  all  Mexicans, - 
and  I  had  felt  no  great  liking  for  them  since  the  awful 
tragedy  at  Taos. 

“But  the  priest — ”  began  one  or  two,  in  expostula¬ 
tion. 

But  I  cut  them  short.  “  I’ll  hang  your  priest  just 
as  soon  as  any  of  you,”  I  said,  “if  he  dares  to  interfere 
in  the  matter.” 

I  suppose  they  intended  to  urge  that  their  priest  had 
authorized  them  to  sell  liquors  to  the  Indians.  My  in¬ 
terdict  stopped  them,  for  there  was  no  more  sold  while 
I  was  there. 

The  next  day  I  saw  Little  Joe  in  one  of  the  low 
saloons ;  the  stimulus  of  the  liquor  had  left  him,  and 
he  had  what  topers  call  the  horrors.  He  begged  me  to 
let  him  have  one  dram  more,  but  I  refused. 

“Whisky,”  I  said,  “puts  all  kinds  of  nonsense  into 
your  head ;  you  get  drunk,  and  then  you  are  ripe  for 
any  mischief.” 

When  he  had  become  perfectly  sober,  he  came  to  me, 
and  again  asked  if  it  were  true  that  I  intended  taking 
those  whites  to  California  with  me. 

I  told  him  that  it  was  perfectly  true. 

“Well,”  said  Joe,  “if  you  attempt  it  we  will  kill 
your  whole  party,  and  you  with  them.  You  will  never 
listen  to  us:  your  ears  are  stopped.  We  all  love  you, 
but  we  have  told  you  many  times  that  we  hate  the 
whites,  and  do  not  want  you  to  lead  them  through  our 
hunting-grounds,  and  show  them  our  paths ;  but  you 
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will  not  listen  to  us.  And  now,  if  you  undertake  to 
pass  through  that  canon,  we  will,  without  fail,  kill 
you  all.” 

‘>Well,”I  replied,  “I  shall  certainly  go,  so  you  had 
better  get  your  warriors  ready.” 

We  packed  our  animals,  and  I  directed  my  men  to 
travel  slowly  while  I  went  through  the  canon.  If  I 
wished  them  to  advance,  I  would  climb  up  and  show 
myself  to  them  as  a  signal  for  them  to  rush  through, 
and  reach  me  as  soon  as  possible.  I  then  went  on  all 
alone,  as  I  knew  that,  if  I  encountered  Indians  in  the 
canon ,  they  would  not  kill  me  by  myself.  I  passed 
through  without  meeting  any,  and  I  signaled  to  the 
men  to  come  on ;  they  soon  joined  me,  and  we  issued 
upon  the  open  prairie.  Here  we  discovered  three  hund¬ 
red  Apaches,  each  man  leading  his  war-horse.  We 
numbered  eighteen,  two  of  whom  were  Mexicans.  They 
did  not  offer  to  attack  us,  however,  and  we  continued 
our  route  unmolested,  although  they  kept  on  our  trail 
for  twenty  miles.  A  little  before  dark  we  rested  to  take 
supper,  starting  again  immediately  after  the  meal  was 
finished.  We  saw  no  more  of  the  Apaches. 

The  following  afternoon  a  Utah  came  to  us.  I  ask¬ 
ed  him  where  his  village  wras.  He  did  not  know,  he 
said,  as  he  had  been  away  some  time.  I  was  going 
out  to  shoot  game  at  the  time,  and  I  took  the  Indian 
with  me,  lending  him  a  gun  belonging  to  one  of  my 
men.  I  had  killed  two  or  three  wild  turkeys,  when  my  • 
Indian,  discovering  deer  some  distance  off,  went  in  pur¬ 
suit.  I  returned  to  the  camp,  but  the  fellow  had  not 
arrived.  When  we  started  in  the  morning  he  had  not 
shown  himself.  The  second  day  after  the  disappear¬ 
ance  of  the  Indian  with  my  gun,  I  was  some  distance 
in  advance  of  the  party,  when,  on  ascending  a  hill,  I 
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saw  a  large  party  of  Utahs  ahead.  They  were  looking 
down,  and  examining  the  trail  very  closely,  to  see  if 
we  had  passed.  This  convinced  me  that  the  Indian 
fugitive  had  lied  to  me ;  that  he  knew  well  where  his 
village  was,  and  had,  no  doubt,  been  sent  out  from  it 
as  a  spy.  We  held  on  our  way  till  we  came  up  with 
them,  and,  it  being  then  about  noon,  we  halted  to  take 
a  long  rest.  The  Indians  soon  came  flocking  round 
us,  but  I  gave  strict  orders  to  the  men  to  keep  a  good 
look-out,  and  upon  no  account  to  let  them  touch  the 
fire-arms.  They  swarmed  round  the  camp,  entering  it 
one  at  a  time,  and  I  determined  to  make  the  first  troub¬ 
lesome  advance  an  excuse  for  getting  rid  of  them. 

We  packed  up,  and  moved  on  through  the  whole 
mass  of  Indians,  but  they  did  not  venture  an  attack, 
although  it  had  been  their  intention  to  do  so  if  they 
could  have  got  any  advantage  over  us  through  our  neg¬ 
ligence.  They  were  embittered  against  the  whites  at 
that  time,  on  account  of  a  severe  whipping  that  had 
been  recently  inflicted  upon  two  of  their  warriors  by 
Chouteau,  who  had  just  passed  through  them,  for  a  theft 
from  his  camp.  To  receive  a  whipping,  especially  at 
the  hands  of  a  white  man,  is  looked  upon  by  them  as 
a  lasting  infamy,  and  they  would  prefer  death  to  the 
disgrace.  The  next  morning  they  overtook  us  again, 
and  the  Indian  returned  me  my  gun.  I  mollified  them 
with  a  few  trifling  presents,  and  they  finally  left  us  on 
•apparently  good  terms. 

The  next  hostile  country  that  lay  upon  our  road  was 
that  of  the  Navajo  tribe.  They  followed  us  through 
their  whole  strip  of  territory,  shouting  after  us,  and 
making  insulting  gestures  ;  but  they  took  the  precau¬ 
tion  to  keep  out  of  gun-shot  range,  and  I  did  not  think 
it  worth  my  while  to  chastise  them. 
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The  next  tribe  on  our  route  was  the  Pi-u-ches,  which 
is  also  the  last  before  you  reach  Pueblo  in  California. 
The  first  Pi-u-ches  that  we  came  across  were  an  Indian 
and  his  squaw  engaged  in  digging  roots.  On  seeing 
us  approach,  the  Indian  took  to  his  heels,  leaving  the 
squaw  to  take  care  of  herself.  I  rode  up  to  her  and 
asked  where  her  village  was.  She  pointed  in  the  di¬ 
rection  of  it,  but  I  could  not  see  it.  The  next  one  that 
I  saw  stooped  and  concealed  himself  in  the  grass  im¬ 
mediately  he  found  himself  observed ;  but  I  rode  up 
to  him,  and  made  him  show  himself,  not  wishing  to 
have  him  think  that  he  could  escape  our  notice  so  easi¬ 
ly.  He  accompanied  me  for  a  short  distance,  until  an¬ 
other  of  the  tribe  shouted  to  him  from  a  hill,  and  he 
then  left  me. 

We  encamped  that  night  upon  the  prairie.  At  dusk 
we  observed  the  smoke  of  camp-fires  in  every  direc¬ 
tion,  and  shortly  we  were  visited  by  hundreds  of  In¬ 
dians,  who  entirely  hemmed  us  in ;  but,  on  their  find¬ 
ing  that  we  were  not  Mexicans,  they  did  not  offer  to 
molest  us.  They  were  hostile  on  account  of  the  con¬ 
tinual  abductions  of  their  squaws  and  children,  whom 
the  Mexicans  employ  as  domestic  slaves,  and  treat  with 
the  utmost  cruelty. 

We  reached  our  destination  in  safety,  and  I  deliv¬ 
ered  my  dispatches.  I  was  now  inactive  for  some 
time  again,  and  occupied  my  leisure  in  rambling  about 
the  environs  of  Monterey.  I  then  engaged  in  the  serv¬ 
ice  of  the  commissariat  at  Monterey,  to  carry  dispatch¬ 
es  from  thence  to  Captain  Denny’s  ranch,  where  I  was 
met  by  another  carrier.  On  my  road  lay  the  mission 
of  St.  Miguel,  owned  by  a  Mr.  Reed,  an  Englishman ; 
and,  as  his  family  was  a  very  interesting  one,  I  generally 
made  his  home  my  resting-place.  On  one  of  my  vis- 
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its,  arriving  about  dusk,  I  entered  the  house  as  usual, 
but  was  surprised  to  see  no  one  stirring.  I  walked 
about  a  little  to  attract  attention,  and  no  one  coming 
to  me,  I  stepped  into  the  kitchen  to  look  for  some  of 
the  inmates.  On  the  floor  I  saw  some  one  lying  down, 
asleep,  as  I  supposed.  I  attempted  to  arouse  him  with 
my  foot,  but  he  did  not  stir.  This  seemed  strange, 
and  my  apprehensions  became  excited  ;  for  the  Indians 
were  very  numerous  about,  and  I  was  afraid  some  mis¬ 
chief  had  been  done.  I  returned  to  my  horse  for  my 
pistols,  then,  lighting  a  candle,  I  commenced  a  search. 
In  going  along  a  passage,  I  stumbled  over  the  body 
of  a  woman ;  I  entered  a  room,  and  found  another,  a 
murdered  Indian  woman,  who  had  been  a  domestic.  I 
was  about  to  enter  another  room,  but  I  was  arrested 
by  some  sudden  thought  which  urged  me  to  search  no 
farther.  It  was  an  opportune  admonition,  for  that  very 
room  contained  the  murderers  of  the  family,  who  had 
heard  my  steps,  and  were  sitting  at  that  moment  with 
their  pistols  pointed  to  the  door,  ready  to  shoot  the 
first  person  that  entered.  This  they  confessed  subse¬ 
quently. 

Thinking  to  obtain  farther  assistance,  I  mounted 
my  horse  and  rode  to  the  nearest  ranch,  a  distance  of 
twenty-four  miles,  where  I  procured  fifteen  Mexicans 
and  Indians,  and  returned  with  them  the  same  night  to 
the  scene  of  the  tragedy.  On  again  entering  the  house, 
we  found  eleven  bodies  all  thrown  together  in  one  pile 
for  the  purpose  of  consuming  them  ;  for,  on  searching 
further,  we  found  the  murderers  had  set  fire  to  the 
dwelling,  but,  according  to  that  Providence  which  ex¬ 
poses  such  wicked  deeds,  the  fire  had  died  out. 

Fastening  up  the  house,  we  returned  immediately 
back  to  the  ranch  from  which  I  had  started  with  my 
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party,  making  seventy-two  miles  I  rode  that  night. 
As  soon  as  I  could  obtain  some  rest,  I  started,  in  com¬ 
pany  with  the  alcalde,  for  St.  Louis  Obispo,  where,  it 
was  believed,  we  could  get  assistance  in  capturing  the 
murderers.  Forty  men  in  detached  parties,  moving  in 
different  directions,  went  in  pursuit.  It  was  my  for¬ 
tune  to  find  the  trail,  and  with  my  party  of  six  men  I 
managed  to  head  off  the  suspected  murderers  so  as  to 
come  up  with  them  in  the  road  from  directly  the  op¬ 
posite  direction  from  Reed’s  house.  When  I  came  op¬ 
posite,  one  of  the  men  sang  out,  “Good-day,  sefjors.” 
I  replied,  but  kept  on  riding  in  a  lope. 

The  bandits,  thrown  entirely  off  their  guard,  insist¬ 
ed  upon  entering  into  conversation ;  so  I  had  a  fair  op¬ 
portunity  of  marking  them  all,  and  discovering  among 
them  a  horse  belonging  to  the  unfortunate  Reed.  I 
then  rode  to  Santa  Barbara,  a  distance  of  forty  miles, 
and,  with  a  party  of  twenty  men,  started  boldly  in  pur¬ 
suit.  After  much  hard  travel,  we  finally  came  upon 
the  gang,  encamped  for  the  night.  Without  a  mo¬ 
ment’s  hesitation,  we  charged  on  them,  and  gave  a  vol¬ 
ley  of  rifles,  which  killed  one,  and  wounded  all  the 
others,  save  an  American  named  Dempsey.  The  vil¬ 
lains  fought  like  tigers,  but  were  finally  mastered  and 
made  prisoners. 

Dempsey  turned  state’s  evidence.  He  stated  that, 
on  the  night  of  the  murder,  his  party  stopped  at  Reed’s; 
that  Reed  told  them  that  he  had  just  returned  from 
the  mines,  whereupon  it  was  determined  to  kill  the 
whole  family  and  take  his  gold,  which  turned  out  to 
be  the  pitiful  sum  of  one  thousand  dollars.  After  the 
confession  of  Dempsey,  we  shot  the  murderers,  along 
with  the  “state’s  evidence,”  and  thus  ended  the  lives 
of  two  Americans,  two  Englishmen,  and  ten  Irishmen, 
Y 
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they  having  committed  the  most  diabolical  deed  that 
ever  disgraced  the  annals  of  frontier  life. 

I  continued  in  this  service  of  carrying  dispatches 
some  four  months,  varying  my  route  with  an  occasion¬ 
al  trip  to  San  Francisco.  At  this  time  society  in  Cal¬ 
ifornia  was  in  the  worst  condition  to  be  found,  prob¬ 
ably,  in  any  part  of  the  world,  to  call  it  civilized.  The 
report  of  the  discovery  of  gold  had  attracted  thither 
lawless  and  desperate  characters  from  all  parts  of  the 
earth,  and  the  government  constituted  for  their  con¬ 
trol  was  a  weaker  element  than  the  offenders  it  had  to 
deal  with.  The  rankest  excesses  were  familiar  occur¬ 
rences,  and  men  were  butchered  under  the  very  eyes 
of  the  officers  of  justice,  and  no  action  was  taken  in 
the  matter.  What  honest  men  there  were  became 
alarmed,  and  frequently  would  abandon  the  richest 
placers  for  the  mere  security  of  their  lives,  and  leave  a 
whole  community  of  rowdies  to  prey  upon  each  other. 
Disorder  attained  its  limit,  and  some  reactionary  means 
would  naturally  be  engendered  as  a  corrective  to  the 
existing  evils.  The  establishment  of  “Vigilance  Com¬ 
mittees”  among  the  better  order  of  citizens  operated  as 
a  thunderbolt  upon  the  conniving  civil  officers  and  the 
rank  perpetrators  of  crime.  Scores  of  villains  were 
snatched  from  the  hands  of  these  mock  officers,  and 
summarily  strung  up  to  the  limb  of  the  nearest  tree. 
Horse  and  cattle  thieves  had  their  necks  disjointed 
so  frequently  that  it  soon  became  safe  for  a  man  to 
leave  his  horse  standing  in  the  street  for  a  few  mo¬ 
ments,  while  he  stepped  into  a  house  to  call  upon  his 
friend,  and  that  widely-practiced  business  was  quickly 
done  away  with. 

Such  sudden  justice  overtook  murderers,  robbers, 
and  other  criminals,  that  honest  people  began  to  breathe 
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more  freely,  and  acquired  a  sense  of  security  while  en¬ 
gaged  in  their  ordinary  pursuits.  The  materiel  for 
crime  still  existed,  and  is  yet  present  in  California  to  an 
alarming  extent ;  but  order  may  be  considered  as  con¬ 
firmed  in  the  supremacy,  though  inevitably  many  social 
evils  still  exist,  which  time  alone  will  remedy. 

In  the  month  of  April,  1849,  the  steamship  Cali¬ 
fornia  touched  at  Monterey,  she  being  the  first  steam- 
vessel  that  had  visited  there  from  the  States.  I,  with 
a  party  of  fifteen  others,  stepped  on  board,  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  as  far  as  Stockton,  where  we  separated  into  va¬ 
rious  parties.  I  left  with  one  man  to  go  to  Sonora, 
where  we  erected  the  first  tent,  and  commenced  a  bus¬ 
iness  in  partnership.  I  had  carried  a  small  lot  of  cloth¬ 
ing  along  with  me,  which  I  disposed  of  to  the  miners 
at  what  now  seems  to  me  fabulous  prices.  Finding 
the  business  thus  profitable,  I  sent  my  partner  back  to 
Stockton  for  a  farther  supply,  and  he  brought  several 
mules  laden  with  goods.  This  lot  was  disposed  of  as 
readily  as  the  first,  and  at  prices  equally  remunerative. 
This  induced  us  to  continue  the  business,  he  perform¬ 
ing  the  journeys  backward  and  forward,  and  I  remain¬ 
ing  behind  to  dispose  of  the  goods  and  attend  to  oth¬ 
er  affairs.  Sonora  was  rapidly  growing  into  a -large 
village,  and  our  tent  was  replaced  with  a  roomy  house. 
I  had  a  corps  of  Indians  in  my  employ  to  take  charge 
of  the  horses  left  in  my  care  by  miners  and  other 
persons,  sometimes  to  the  number  of  two  hundred  at 
once.  I  also  employed  Indians  to  work  in  the  mines, 
I  furnishing  them  with  board  and  implements  to  work 
with,  and  they  paying  me  with  one  half  of  their  earn¬ 
ings.  Their  general  yield  was  from  five  to  six  ounces 
a  day  each  man,  a  moiety  of  which  they  faithfully  ren¬ 
dered  to  me.  Among  my  earliest  visitors  was  a  party 


508 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OP 


of  eighteen  United  States  dragoons,  who  came  to  me 
to  be  fitted  out  with  citizen’s  clothing,  as  they  had 
brought  to  a  sudden  period  their  service  to  their  coun¬ 
try.  It  was  an  impossible  thing  at  that  time  to  re¬ 
tain  troops  in  California,  for  the  produce  of  the  mines 
held  out  a  temptation  to  desert  that  none  seemed  able 
to  resist,  as  more  gold  could  be  dug  sometimes  in  one 
day  than  would  pay  a  private  for  a  year’s  service  in 
the  army ;  even  officers  of  considerable  rank  not  un- 
frequently  threw  aside  epaulette  and  sash,  and  shoul¬ 
dered  the  pick  to  repair  to  the  diggings. 

While  at  Sonora  I  learned  that  Colonel  Fremont 
was  at  Mariposa,  and  I  made  a  journey  over  there  for 
the  purpose  of  seeing  him.  I  was  disappointed  in  my 
expectation,  and  started  to  return  home  again.  While 
proceeding  quietly  along,  having  left  the  main  road 
and  taken  up  a  hollow,  I  perceived  two  men  ap¬ 
proaching  me  from  the  opposite  direction,  running  at 
the  top  of  their  speed,  and  a  crowd  of  Indians  after 
them  in  pursuit.  When  they  came  up,  they  shouted 
to  me  to  turn  and  fly  for  my  life,  or  the  Indians 
w;ould  certainly  massacre  me.  I  bade  them  stop,  and 
quiet  their  fears.  Seeing  my  self-possession,  notwith¬ 
standing  the  near  approach  of  the  Indians,  they  at 
length  halted,  and  approached  close  to  me  for  pro¬ 
tection  against  their  pursuers.  I  then  commanded  the 
Indians  to  stand,  telling  them  that  they  were  my  men. 
They  said  they  were  not  aware  of  that,  or  they  should 
not  have  chased  them.  The  Indians  I  was  acquaint¬ 
ed  with  ;  they  had  been  frequently  to  my  house  to  in¬ 
vite  me  to  their  village.  They  wished  to  purchase 
goods  of  me,  and  had  promised  me  a  mule-load  of  gold 
dust  if  I  would  only  supply  them  with  what  they  were 
in  need  of.  I  accompanied  them  to  their  village,  but 
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my  two  rescued  companions  were  not  admitted  into 
their  lodges.  They  then  renewed  their  promise  of 
the  mule-load  of  gold  dust  if  I  would  bring  out  the 
goods  they  wanted.  I  never  went  to  them,  although 
it  was  remiss  in  me,  for  they  had  a  great  quantity  of 
gold  dust.  I  left  after  a  brief  visit,  and  rejoined  the 
two  men.  They  could  not  sufficiently  express  their 
gratitude  to  me  for  their  deliverance,  as  they  consider¬ 
ed  my  opportune  appearance  alone  saved  their  lives. 

Becoming  tired  of  my  business  in  Sonora,  for  inac¬ 
tivity  fatigued  me  to  death,  I  disposed  of  my  interest 
in  it  for  six  thousand  dollars,  and  went  on  to  Sacra¬ 
mento  City  with  the  money  in  my  pocket.  From  this 
place  I  traveled  on  to  Murderer’s  Bar,  which  lies  on 
the  middle  fork  of  the  American  River ;  here  I  found 
my  old  friend  Chapineau  house-keeping,  and  staid  with 
him  until  the  rainy  season  set  in.  Thence  I  proceed¬ 
ed  to  Greenwood  Valley  to  establish  my  winter  quar¬ 
ters,  but  I  was  seized  with  an  attack  of  inflammatory 
rheumatism,  and  I  had  a  nice  time  of  it  that  winter. 
Before  I  was  able  to  get  about,  I  was  called  on  by  the 
inhabitants  to  go  several  miles  to  shoot  a  grizzly  bear, 
and  as  I  was  unable  to  walk  the  distance,  several  of 
them  volunteered  to  carry  me.  The  bear  was  in  the 
habit  of  walking  past  a  row  of  cabins  every  morning 
on  his  return  to  his  den,  he  having  issued  forth  the 
preceding  night  to  procure  his  evening  meal.  They 
had  fired  several  shots  at  Bruin  as  he  passed,  but  he 
had  never  deigned  to  pay  any  attention  to  the  molesta¬ 
tion.  I  mounted  a  horse,  and  rode  some  distance  along 
his  customary  path,  until  I  came  to  a  tree  which  offer¬ 
ed  a  fair  shelter  to  await  his  approach.  I  placed  my 
back  against  it  as  a  support  while  I  awaited  his  com¬ 
ing,  the  neighbors  drawing  off  to  a  safe  distance  to 
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witness  the  sport.  By-and-by  Grizzly  came  in  sight, 
walking  along  as  independently  as  an  alderman  elect. 
I  allowed  him  to  approach  till  he  was  within  twenty 
paces,  when  I  called  out  to  him ;  he  stopped  sudden¬ 
ly,  and  looked  around  to  ascertain  whence  the  sound 
proceeded.  As  he  arrested  himself,  I  fired,  and  the 
ball  entered  his  heart.  He  advanced  ten  or  fifteen 
paces  before  he  fell;  the  observers  shouted  to  me 
to  run,  they  forgetting  in  their  excitement  that  I  had 
not  strength  to  move.  The  bear  never  stirred  from 
where  he  fell,  and  he  expired  without  a  groan.  When 
dressed,  he  weighed  over  fourteen  hundred  pounds. 

The  grizzly  bear  is  a  formidable  animal,  and  has 
acted  a  prominent  part  among  the  settlers  of  Califor¬ 
nia.  They  are  seldom  known  to  attack  a  man  unless 
wounded ;  in  that  case,  if  a  tree  is  by,  the  hunter  had 
better  commence  climbing.  They  are  very  plenty 
from  the  Sierra  Nevada  to  the  coast  range  of  mount¬ 
ains.  I  have,  in  the  course  of  my  sojourn  in  the 
country,  killed  a  great  many  of  them,  and  met  with 
some  singular  adventures. 

On  one  occasion,  while  I  was  with  the  Crow  Indians, 
there  was  a  man  of  the  name  of  Coe  who  was  trapping 
in  one  of  the  neighboring  streams,  and  I  became  alarm¬ 
ed  for  his  safety,  as  Black  Foot  parties  were  skulking 
about  in  all  directions,  and  were  sure  to  kill  him  if 
they  should  find  his  camp.  I  found  Coe,  and  told  him 
my  fears.  He  instantly  gathered  up  his  traps,  and, 
mounting  his  horse,  started  toward  me.  When  with¬ 
in  fair  gun-shot,  an  old  bear  sprang  from  a  thicket, 
and  landed  upon  the  flanks  of  his  horsej  applying  his 
teeth  to  the  roots  of  the  poor  animal’s  tail,  and  hold¬ 
ing  him  as  if  in  a  vice.  Coe  leaned  over  his  horse’s 
neck,  and  cried  out, 
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“  Shoot,  Jim !  shoot  quick !” 

I  could  not  help  laughing  to  have  saved  mj  life,  as 
he  turned  from  side  to  side,  though  his  situation  was 
a  critical  one.  I  soon  got  in  a  favorable  position,  and 
put  a  ball  in  the  animal’s  head,  just  behind  the  ear, 
when  he  liberated  the  horse  and  his  rider,  falling  on 
his  back  apparently  stone  dead. 

There  is  a  story,  remembered  by  the  mountaineers, 
of  a  person  named  Keyere.  He  was  a  man  who  never 
exceeded  one  hundred  pounds  in  weight,  but  was  clear 
grit,  what  little  there  was  of  him.  He  went  out  one 
day'  alone,  and  his  horse  came  back  in  the  evening 
without  his  rider,  and  we  thought  that  the  Indians 
had  made  sure  of  poor  Keyere’s  scalp.  The  next 
morning  a  small  party  of  us  started  on  the  horse’s  trail, 
and  found  Keyere  lying  beside  a  large  dead  grizzly 
bear.  Keyere  was  horribly  mutilated  and  insensible, 
but  still  alive,  and  must  have  soon  died  if  no  one  had 
come  to  his  rescue. 

We  took  him  to  camp,  and  nursed  him  with  all  pos¬ 
sible  care.  When  he  recovered  sufficiently  to  tell  his 
tale,  his  story  was  received  with  shouts  of  laughter, 
and  was  rehearsed  as  a  wonderful  joke  from  camp  to 
camp.  Keyere  stated  that,  when  he 'saw  the  grizzly, 
he  got  from  his  horse  to  shoot  him,  but  unfortunately 
only  wounded  the  animal.  The  bear  (so  Keyere  says) 
caught  hold  of  him,  and  commenced  a  regular  rough- 
and-tumble  fight ;  finally  Keyere  got  a  good  lick  at  the 
bear’s  head,  knocked  him  down  with  his  fist,  and  then 
attempted  to  run  away.  The  bear,  however,  was  too 
quick,  when  Keyere,  becoming  desperate,  seized  the 
beast  by  the  tongue,  drew  his  knife,  and  stabbed  the 
creature  to  the  heart ! 

Improbable  as  is  the  tale,  it  was  a  singular  fact, 
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that,  when  Keyere  was  found,  his  knife  was  up  to  the 
maker’s  name  in  the  hear’s  side,  and  the  body  showed 
the  effects  of  other  severe  stabs  ;  but  whether  a  man 
weighing  ninety  pounds  could  knock  down  the  best  of 
boxers,  weighing  twelve  hundred,  the  reader  can  de¬ 
cide  ;  but  Keyere  ever  told  the  same  tale,  and  became 
known  far  and  near  as  the  man  that  whipped  the  grizzly 
in  a  stand-up  fight.  Probably  no  man  ever  recover¬ 
ed  who  received  so  many  wounds  as  did  Keyere  in 
this  unequal  combat. 


CHAPTER  XXX YI. 

Discovery  of  Beckwourth’s  Pass. — No  pecuniary  Reward  for  public 
Services. — Transformation.  —  A  new  Character.  —  Emigrants  at 
Home  and  at  their  Journey’s  End. — Description  of  the  Happy  Val¬ 
ley. — Interesting  Reminiscence. 

The  next  spring  I  engaged  in  mining  and  prospect¬ 
ing  in  various  parts  of  the  gold  region.  I  advanced  as 
far  as  the  American  Valley,  having  one  man  in  my 
company,  and  proceeded  north  into  the  Pitt  River  coun¬ 
try,  where  we  had  a  slight  difficulty  with  the  Indians. 
We  had  come  upon  a  party  who  manifested  the  utmost 
friendship  toward  us ;  but  I,  knowing  how  far  friendly 
appearances  could  be  trusted  to,  cautioned  my  partner 
on  no  account  to  relinquish  his  gun,  if  the  Indians 
should  attempt  to  take  it.  They  crowded  round  us, 
pretending  to  have  the  greatest  interest  in  the  pack  that 
we  carried,  until  they  made  a  sudden  spring,  and  seized 
our  guns,  and  attempted  to  wrest  them  from  our  grasp. 
I  jerked  from  them,  and  retreated  a  few  steps ;  then, 
cocking  my  gun,  I  bade  them,  if  they  wished  to  fight, 
to  come  on.  This  produced  a  change  in  their  feelings, 
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and  they  were  very  friendly  again,  begging  caps  and 
ammunition  of  us,  which,  of  course,  we  refused.  We 
then  walked  backward  for  about  one  hundred  and  fifty 
yards,  still  keeping  our  pieces  ready  should  they  at¬ 
tempt  further  hostilities;  but  they  did  not  deem  it 
prudent  to  molest  us  again. 

While  on  this  excursion  I  discovered  what  is  now 
known  as  “  Beckwourth’s  Pass”  in  the  Sierra  Nevada. 
From  some  of  the  elevations  over  which  we  passed  I 
remarked  a  place  far  away  to  the  southward  that  seem¬ 
ed  lower  than  any  other.  I  made  no  mention  of  it  to 
my  companion,  but  thought  that  at  some  future  time  I 
would  examine  into  it  farther.  I  continued  on  to  Shas¬ 
ta  with  my  fellow-traveler,  and  returned  after  a  fruit¬ 
less  journey  of  eighteen  days. 

After  a  short  stay  in  the  American  Valley,  I  again 
started  out  with  a  prospecting  party  of  twelve  men. 
We  killed  a  bullock  before  starting  and  dried  the  meat, 
in  order  to  have  provisions  to  last  us  during  the  trip. 
We  proceeded  in  an  easterly  direction,  and  all  busied 
themselves  in  searching  for  gold ;  but  my  errand  was 
of  a  different  character :  I  had  come  to  discover  what 
I  suspected  to  be  a  pass. 

It  was  the  latter  end  of  April  when  we  entered  upon 
an  extensive  valley  at  the  northwest  extremity  of  the 
Sierra  range.  The  valley  was  already  robed  in  fresh¬ 
est  verdure,  contrasting  most  delightfully  with  the  huge 
snow-clad  masses  of  rock  we  had  just  left.  Flowers 
of  every  variety  and  hue  spread  their  variegated  charms 
before  us ;  magpies  were  chattering,  and  gorgeously- 
plumaged  birds  were  caroling  in  the  delights  of  unmo¬ 
lested  solitude.  Swarms  of  wild  geese  and  ducks  were 
swimming  on  the  surface  of  the  cool  crystal  stream, 
which  was  the  central  fork  of  the  Rio  de  las  Plumas, 


516 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF 


or  sailed  the  air  in  clouds  over  our  heads.  Deer  and 
antelope  filled  the  plains,  and  their  boldness  was  con¬ 
clusive  that  the  hunter’s  rifle  was  to  them  unknown. 
Nowhere  visible  were  any  traces  of  the  white  man’s  ap¬ 
proach,  and  it  is  probable  that  our  steps  were  the  first 
that  ever  marked  the  spot.  We  struck  across  this 
beautiful  valley  to  the  waters  of  the  Yuba,  from  thence 
to  the  waters  of  the  Truchy,  which  latter  flowed  in  an 
easterly  direction,  telling  us  we  were  on  the  eastern 
slope  of  the  mountain  range.  This,  I  at  once  saw, 
would  afford  the  best  wagon-road  into  the  American 
Yalley  approaching  from  the  eastward,  and  I  imparted 
my  views  to  three  of  my  companions  in  whose  judg¬ 
ment  I  placed  the  most  confidence.  They  thought 
highly  of  the  discovery,  and  even  proposed  to  associate 
with  me  in  opening  the  road.  We  also  found  gold,  but 
not  in  sufficient  quantity  to  warrant  our  working  it ; 
and,  furthermore,  the  ground  was  too  wet  to  admit  of 
our  prospecting  to  any  advantage. 

On  my  return  to  the  American  Yalley,  I  made  known 
my  discovery  to  a  Mr.  Turner,  proprietor  of  the  Amer¬ 
ican  Ranch,  who  entered  enthusiastically  into  my 
views  ;  it  was  a  thing,  he  said,  he  had  never  dreamed 
of  before.  If  I  could  but  carry  out  my  plan,  and  di¬ 
vert  travel  into  that  road,  he  thought  I  should  be  a 
made  man  for  life.  Thereupon  he  drew  up  a  subscrip¬ 
tion-list,  setting  forth  the  merits  of  the  project,  and 
showing  how  the  road  could  be  made  practicable  to 
Bidwell’s  Bar,  and  thence  to  Marysville,  which  latter 
place  would  derive  peculiar  advantages  from  the  dis¬ 
covery.  He  headed  the  subscription  with  two  hund¬ 
red  dollars. 

When  I  reached  Bidwell’s  Bar  and  unfolded  my  proj¬ 
ect,  the  town  was  seized  with  a  perfect  mania  for  the 
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opening  of  the  route.  The  subscriptions  toward  the 
fund  required  for  its  accomplishment  amounted  to  five 
hundred  dollars.  I  then  proceeded  to  Marysville,  a 
place  which  would  unquestionably  derive  greater  ben¬ 
efit  from  the  newly-discovered  route  than  any  other 
place  on  the  way,  since  this  must  be  the  entrepot  or 
principal  starting-place  for  emigrants.  I  communicated 
with  several  of  the  most  influential  residents  on  the 
subject  in  hand.  They  also  spoke  very  encouragingly 
of  my  undertaking,  and  referred  me,  before  all  others, 
to  the  mayor  of  the  city.  Accordingly,  I  waited  upon 
that  gentleman  (a  Mr.  Miles),  and  brought  the  matter 
under  his  notice,  representing  it  as  being  a  legitimate 
matter  for  his  interference,  and  offering  substantial  ad¬ 
vantages  to  the  commercial  prosperity  of  the  city.  The 
mayor  entered  warmly  into  my  views,  and  pronounced 
it  as  his  opinion  that  the  profits  resulting  from  the 
speculation  could  not  be  less  than  from  six  to  teu  thou¬ 
sand  dollars ;  and  as  the  benefits  accruing  to  the  city 
would  be  incalculable,  he  would  insure  my  expenses 
while  engaged  upon  it. 

I  mentioned  that  I  should  prefer  some  guarantee  be¬ 
fore  entering  upon  my  labors,  to  secure  me  against  loss 
of  what  money  I  might  lay  out. 

“Leave  that  to  me,”  said  the  mayor;  “I  will  attend 
to  the  whole  affair.  I  feel  confident  that  a  subject 
of  so  great  importance  to  our  interests  will  engage  the 
earliest  attention.” 

I  thereupon  left  the  whole  proceeding  in  his  hands, 
and,  immediately  setting  men  to  work  upon  the  road, 
went  out  to  the  Truchy  to  turn  emigration  into  my 
newly-discovered  route.  While  thus  busily  engaged 
I  was  seized  with  erysipelas,  and  abandoned  all  hopes 
of  recovery ;  I  was  over  one  hundred  miles  away  from 
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medical  assistance,  and  my  only  shelter  was  a  brush 
tent.  I  made  my  will,  and  resigned  myself  to  death. 
Life  still  lingered  in  me,  however,  and  a  train  of  wag¬ 
ons  came  up,  and  encamped  near  to  where  I  lay.  I 
was  reduced  to  a  very  low  condition,  but  I  saw  the 
drivers,  and  acquainted  them  with  the  object  which 
had  brought  me  out  there.  They  offered  to  attempt 
the  new  road  if  I  thought  myself  sufficiently  strong  to 
guide  them  through  it.  The  women,  God  bless  them ! 
came  to  my  assistance,  and  through  their  kind  atten¬ 
tions  and  excellent  nursing  I  rapidly  recovered  from 
my  lingering  sickness,  until  I  was  soon  able  to  mount 
my  horse,  and  lead  the  first  train,  consisting  of  sev¬ 
enteen  wagons,  through  “  Beckwourth’s  Pass.”  We 
reached  the  American  Valley  without  the  least  acci¬ 
dent,  and  the  emigrants  expressed  entire  satisfaction 
with  the  route.  I  returned  with  the  train  through  to 
Marysville,  and  on  the  intelligence  being  communi¬ 
cated  of  the  practicability  of  my  road,  there  was  quite 
a  public  rejoicing.  A  northern  route  had  been  dis¬ 
covered,  and  the  city  had  received  an  impetus  that 
would  advance  her  beyond  all  her  sisters  on  the  Pacif¬ 
ic  shore.  I  felt  proud  of  my  achievement,  and  was 
foolish  enough  to  promise  myself  a  substantial  recog¬ 
nition  of  my  labors. 

I  was  destined  to  disappointment,  for  that  same 
night  Marysville  was  laid  in  ashes.  The  mayor  of  the 
ruined  town  congratulated  me  upon  bringing  a  train 
through.  He  expressed  great  delight  at  my  good  for¬ 
tune,  but  regretted  that  their  recent  calamity  had 
placed  it  entirely  beyond  his  power  to  obtain  for  me 
any  substantial  reward.  With  the  exception  of  some 
two  hundred  dollars  subscribed  by  some  liberal-mind¬ 
ed  citizens  of  Marysville,  I  have  received  no  indemni- 
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fication  for  the  money  and  labor  I  have  expended  upon 
my  discovery.  The  city  had  been  greatly  benefited  by 
it,  as  all  must  acknowledge,  for  the  emigrants  that 
now  flock  to  Marysville  would  otherwise  have  gone  to 
Sacramento.  Sixteen  hundred  dollars  I  expended 
upon  the  road  is  forever  gone,  but  those  who  derive 
advantage  from  this  outlay  and  loss  of  time  devote  no 
thought  to  the  discoverer ;  nor  do  I  see  clearly  how 
I  am  to  help  myself,  for  every  one  knows  I  can  not 
roll  a  mountain  into  the  pass  and  shut  it  up.  But  there 
is  one  thing  certain :  although  I  recognize  no  superior 
in  love  of  country,  and  feel  in  all  its  force  the  obliga¬ 
tion  imposed  upon  me  to  advance  her  interests,  still, 
when  I  go  out  hunting  in  the  mountains  a  road  for 
every  body  to  pass  through,  and  expending  my  time 
and  capital  upon  an  object  from  which  I  shall  derive 
no  benefit,  it  will  be  because  I  have  nothing  better 
to  do. 

In  the  spring  of  1852  I  established  myself  in  Beck- 
wourth  Valley,  and  finally  found  myself  transformed 
into  a  hotel-keeper  and  chief  of  a  trading-post.  My 
house  is  considered  the  emigrant’s  landing-place,  as  it 
is  the  first  ranch  he  arrives  at  in  the  golden  state,  and 
is  the  only  house  between  this  point  and  Salt  Lake. 
Here  is  a  valley  two  hundred  and  forty  miles  in  cir¬ 
cumference,  containing  some  of  the  choicest  land  in  the 
world.  Its  yield  of  hay  is  incalculable ;  the  red  and 
white  clovers  spring  up  spontaneously,  and  the  grass 
that  covers  its  smooth  surface  is  of  the  most  nutritious 
nature.  When  the  weary,  toil-worn  emigrant  reaches 
this  valley,  he  feels  himself  secure;  he  can  lay  him¬ 
self  down  and  taste  refreshing  repose,  undisturbed  by 
the  fear  of  Indians.  His  cattle  can  graze  around  him 
in  pasture  up  to  their  eyes,  without  running  any  dan- 
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ger  of  being  driven  off  by  the  Arabs  of  the  forest,  and 
springs  flow  before  them  as  pure  as  any  that  refreshes 
this  verdant  earth. 

When  I  stand  at  my  door,  and  watch  the  weary, 
way-worn  travelers  approach,  their  wagons  holding  to¬ 
gether  by  a  miracle,  their  stock  in  the  last  stage  of 
emaciation,  and  themselves  a  perfect  exaggeration  of 
caricature,  I  frequently  amuse  myself  with  imagin¬ 
ing  the  contrast  they  must  offer  to  the  tout  ensemble 
and  general  appearance  they  presented  to  their  admir¬ 
ing  friends  when  they  first  set  out  upon  their  jour¬ 
ney. 

We  will  take  a  fancy  sketch  of  them  as  they  start 
from  their  homes.  We  will  fancy  their  strong  and 
well-stored  wagon,  bran-new  for  the  occasion,  and  so 
firmly  put  together  that,  to  look  at  it,  one  would  sup¬ 
pose  it  fit  to  circumrotate  the  globe  as  many  times  as 
there  are  spokes  in  the  wheels ;  then  their  fat  and 
frightened  steers,  so  high-spirited  and  fractious  that  it 
takes  the  father  and  his  two  or  three  sons  to  get  each 
under  the  yoke;  next,  the  ambitious  emigrant  and  his 
proud  family,  with  their  highly-raised  expectations  of 
the  future  that  is  before  them :  the  father,  so  confi¬ 
dent  and  important,  who  deems  the  Eastern  States  un¬ 
worthy  of  his  abilities,  and  can  alone  find  a  sufficiently 
ample  field  in  the  growing  republic  on  the  Pacific  side; 
the  mother,  who  is  unwilling  to  leave  her  pleasant 
gossiping  friends  and  early  associations,  is  still  half 
tempted  to  believe  that  the  crop  of  gold  that  waits  their 
gathering  may  indemnify  her  for  her  labors ;  so  they 
pull  up  stakes,  and  leave  town  in  good  style,  expect¬ 
ing  to  return  with  whole  cart-loads  of  gold  dust,  and 
dazzle  their  neighbors’  eyes  with  their  excellent  good 
fortune. 
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The  girls,  dear  creatures !  put  on  their  very  best,  as 
all  their  admiring  beaux  assemble  to  see  them  start, 
and  to  give  them  the  last  kiss  they  will  receive  east  of 
the  Nevada  Mountains ;  for  their  idea  is  that  they  will 
be  snatched  up  and  married  the  moment  they  step  over 
the  threshold  into  California  by  some  fine  young  gen-’ 
tleman  who  is  a  solid  pile  of  gold,  and  they  joyously 
start  away,  in  anticipation  of  the  event,  their  hats 
decked  with  ribbons,  their  persons  in  long-flowing  rid¬ 
ing-dresses,  their  delicate  fingers  glittering  with  rings, 
and  then*  charming  little  ankles  incased  in  their  fash¬ 
ionable  and  neatly-laced  gaiters. 

At  the  close  of  day,  perhaps  amid  a  pelting  rain, 
these  same  parties  heave  wearily  into  sight:  they 
have  achieved  the  passage  of  the  Plains,  and  their 
pleasant  Eastern  homes,  with  their  agreeable,  sociable 
neighbors,  are  now  at  a  distance  it  is  painful  to  con¬ 
template.  The  brave  show  they  made  at  starting,  as 
the  whole  town  hurraed- them  off,  is  sadly  faded  away. 
Their  wagon  appears  like  a  relic  of  the  Revolution  aft¬ 
er  doing  hard  service  for  the  commissariat :  its  cover 
burned  into  holes,  and  torn  to  tatters ;  its  strong  axles 
replaced  with  rough  pieces  of  trees  hewn  by  the  way- 
side  ;  the  tires  bound  on  with  ropes ;  the  iron  linch¬ 
pins  gone,  and  chips  of  hickory  substituted,  and  rags 
wound  round  the  hubs  to  hold  them  together,  which 
they  keep  continually  wetted  to  prevent  falling  to 
pieces.  The  oxen  are  held  up  by  the  tail  to  keep  them 
upon  their  legs,  and  the  ravens  and  magpies  evidently 
feel  themselves  ill  treated  in  being  driven  off  from  what 
they  deem  their  lawful  rights. 

The  old  folks  are  peevish  and  quarrelsome;  the 
young  men  are  so  headstrong,  and  the  small  children 
so  full  of  wants,  and  precisely  at  a  time  when  every 
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thing  has  given  out,  and  they  have  nothing  to  pacify 
them  with.  But  the  poor  girls  have  suffered  the  most. 
Their  glossy,  luxuriant  locks,  that  won  so  much  ad¬ 
miration,  are  now  frizzled  and  discolored  by  the  sun ; 
their  elegant  riding-habit  is  replaced  with  an  improvised 
Bloomer,  and  their  neat  little  feet  are  exposed  in  sad 
disarray ;  their  fingers  are  white  no  longer,  and  in 
place  of  rings  we  see  sundry  bits  of  rag  wound  round,  to 
keep  the  dirt  from  entering  their  sore  cuts.  The  young 
men  of  gold,  who  looked  so  attractive  in  the  distance, 
are  now  too  often  found  to  be  worthless  and  of  no  in¬ 
trinsic  value;  their  time  employed  in  haunting  gam¬ 
ing-tables  or  dram-shops,  and  their  habits  corrupted 
by  unthrift  and  dissipation. 

I  do  not  wish  to  speak  disparagingly  of  my  adopted 
state,  and  by  no  means  to  intimate  the  slightest  disre¬ 
spect  to  the  many  worthy  citizens  who  have  crossed 
the  Plains.  I  appeal  to  the  many  who  have  witness¬ 
ed  the  picture  for  the  accuracy  of  my  portraiture.  So 
much  good  material  constantly  infused  into  society 
ought  to  improve  the  character  of  the  compound,  but 
the  demoralizing  effects  of  transplantation  greatly  neu¬ 
tralize  the  benefits. 

Take  a  family  from  their  peaceful  and  happy  homes 
in  a  community  where  good  morals  are  observed,  and 
the  tone  of  society  exercises  a  salutary  influence  over 
the  thoughts  of  both  old  and  young,  and  put  them  in 
such  a  place  as  this,  where  all  is  chaotic,  and  the  princi¬ 
ples  that  regulate  the  social  intercourse  of  men  are  not 
yet  recognized  as  law,  and  their  dignity  of  thought  and 
prestige  of  position  is  bereft  from  them.  They  have 
to  struggle  among  a  greedy,  unscrupulous  populace  for 
the  means  of  living ;  their  homes  have  yet  acquired  no 
comfort,  and  they  feel  isolated  and  abandoned ;  and  it 
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is  even  worse  upon  the  children ;  all  corrective  influ¬ 
ence  is  removed  from  them,  and  the  examples  that  sur¬ 
round  them  are  often  of  the  most  vicious  and  worst  pos¬ 
sible  description.  All  wholesome  objects  of  ambition 
being  removed,  and  money  alone  substituted  as  the  re¬ 
ward  of  their  greed,  they  grow  up  unlike  their  fathers ; 
and  it  is  only  those  in  whom  there  is  a  solid  substratum 
of  correct  feeling  that  mature  into  good  citizens  and 
proper  men. 

The  girls,  too,  little  darlings,  suffer  severely.  They 
have  left  their  worthy  sweethearts  behind,  and  can 
not  get  back  to  them ;  and  those  who  now  offer  them¬ 
selves  here  are  not  fit  to  bestow  a  thought  upon.  Ev¬ 
ery  thing  is  strange  to  them.  They  miss  their  little 
social  reunions,  their  quilting-parties,  their  winter  qua¬ 
drilles,  the  gossip  of  the  village,  their  delightful  sum¬ 
mer  haunts,  and  their  dear  paternal  fireside.  They  have 
no  pursuits  except  of  the  grosser  kinds,  and  all  their 
refinements  are  roughed  over  by  the  prevailing  struggle 
after  gold. 

Much  stock  is  lost  in  crossing  the  Plains,  through 
their  drinking  the  alkali  water  which  flows  from  the 
Sierra  Nevada,  becoming  impregnated  with  the  poison¬ 
ous  mineral  either  in  its  source  or  in  its  passage  among 
the  rocks.  There  are  also  poisonous  herbs  springing 
up  in  the  region  of  the  mineral  water,  which  the  poor, 
famishing  animals  devour  without  stint.  Those  who 
survive  until  they  reach  the  Valley  are  generally  too 
far  gone  for  recovery,  and  die  while  resting  to  recruit 
their  strength.  Their  infected  flesh  furnishes  food  to 
thousands  of  wolves,  which  infest  this  place  in  the  win¬ 
ter,  and  its  effect  upon  them  is  singular.  It  depilates 
their  warm  coats  of  fur,  and  renders  their  pelts  as  bare 
as  the  palm  of  a  man’s  hand.  My  faithful  dogs  have 
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killed  numbers  of  them  at  different  times,  divested  en¬ 
tirely  of  hair  except  on  the  extremity  of  the  nose,  ears, 
and  tail.  They  present  a  truly  comical  and  extraor¬ 
dinary  appearance. 

This  general  loss  of  cattle  deprives  many  of  the  poor 
emigrants  of  the  means  of  hauling  their  lightened  wag¬ 
ons,  which,  by  the  time  they  reach  my  ranch,  seldom 
contain  any  thing  more  than  their  family  clothing  and 
bedding.  Frequently  I  have  observed  wagons  pass  my 
house  with  one  starveling  yoke  of  cattle  to  drag  them, 
and  the  family  straggling  on  foot  behind.  Numbers 
have  put  up  at  my  ranch  without  a  morsel  of  food, 
and  without  a  dollar  in  the  world  to  procure  any.  They 
never  were  refused  what  they  asked  for  at  my  house ; 
and,  during  the  short  space  that  I  have  spent  in  the 
Valley,  I  have  furnished  provisions  and  other  neces¬ 
saries  to  the  numerous  sufferers  who  have  applied  for 
them  to  a  very  serious  amount.  Some  have  since  paid 
me,  but  the  bills  of  many  remain  unsettled.  Still,  al¬ 
though  a  prudent  business  man  would  condemn  the 
proceeding,  I  can  not  find  it  in  my  heart  to  refuse  re¬ 
lief  to  such  necessities,  and,  if  my  pocket  suffers  a  lit¬ 
tle,  I  have  my  recompense  in  a  feeling  of  internal  sat¬ 
isfaction. 

My  pleasant  valley  is  thirty-five  miles  at  its  great¬ 
est  breadth.  It  is  irrigated  by  two  streams,  with  then- 
various  small  tributaries.  These  form  a  junction  about 
ten  miles  from  my  house  up  the  valley,  which,  as  you 
remount  it,  becomes  the  central  fork  of  the  Feather 
River.  All  these  streams  abound  with  trout,  some  of 
them  weighing  seven  or  eight  pounds.  In  the  main 
one  there  are  also  plenty  of  otter.  Antelopes  and  deer 
are  to  be  found  the  entire  year,  unless  the  winter  is 
unusually  severe,  when  they  cross  the  mountains  to 
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the  eastern  slope.  Grizzly  bears  come  and  disappear 
again,  without  asking  leave  of  any  man.  There  arc 
wolves  of  every  species,  together  with  foxes,  hares,  rab¬ 
bits,  and  other  animals.  Of  the  feathered  tribe,  we 
have  wild  geese,  ducks,  sage-hens,  grouse,  and  a  large 
variety  of  smaller  birds.  Service-berries  and  cherries 
are  the  only  kinds  of  fruit  that  grow  from  nature’s  cul¬ 
tivation. 

The  growth  of  timber  about  the  valley  is  principally 
pitch-pine,  although  there  is  a  considerable  intermix¬ 
ture  of  cedar.  I  have  never  yet  sown  any  grain,  but  I 
have  cultivated  a  small  kitchen-garden,  and  raised  cab¬ 
bages,  turnips,  and  radishes  of  great  size.  I  have  never 
known  the  snow  to  fall  to  a  greater  depth  than  three 
feet,  and  when  the  storms  are  over  it  dissolves  very 
rapidly,  notwithstanding  the  elevation  is  many  thou¬ 
sand  feet  above  the  level  of  the  Pacific.  The  snow 
clings  to  the  mountain  peaks  that  overlook  the  valley 
to  the  eastward  the  year  round,  and  as  it  is  continually 
melting  and  feeding  the  streams,  it  keeps  the  water  icy 
cold  all  the  summer  through.  About  a  mile  and  a  half 
distant  from  my  house  there  is  a  large  sulphur  spring, 
and  on  the  eastern  slope,  in  the  -desert,  there  are  copi¬ 
ous  hot  springs,  supplying  the  traveler  with  boiling 
water  for  his  coffee  without  the  cost  of  fuel. 

The  Truchy  rises  on  the  summit  of  the  Sierra  Ne¬ 
vada,  opposite  the  head-waters  of  the  Yuba,  and  runs 
in  an  easterly  direction  until  it  loses  itself  in  Pyramid 
Lake,  about  fifty  miles  east  of  this  valley.  This  lake 
is  a  great  natural  curiosity,  as  it  receives  not  alone  the 
waters  of  the  Truchy,  but  numerous  other  streams,  and 
has  no  visible  outlet ;  its  surcharge  of  water  probably 
filtering  into  the  earth,  like  St.  Mary’s  River,  and  some 
others  I  have  met  -with.  There  is  no  place  in  the 
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whole  state  that  offers  so  many  attractions  for  a  few 
weeks’  or  months’  retirement ;  for  its  charms  of  scen¬ 
ery,  with  sylvan  and  piscatorial  sports,  present  unu¬ 
sual  attractions.  During  the  winter  season  my  near¬ 
est  neighbors  are  sixteen  miles  away ;  in  the  summer 
they  are  within  four  miles  of  my  house,  so  that  social 
broils  do  not  much  disturb  me. 

There  is  a  pleasant  historical  incident  associated 
with  St.  Mary’s  River,  which,  as  it  can  be  familiar  to 
but  few  of  my  readers,  I  will  relate  here.  The  St.  Ma¬ 
ry’s  River  is  known  to  most  persons  as  the  River  Hum¬ 
boldt,  since  that  is  the  name  that  has  been  since  con¬ 
ferred  upon  it,  in  honor  of  the  distinguished  European 
traveler.  I  prefer  the  former  name,  as  being  more  po¬ 
etical,  though  less  assuming.  An  Indian  woman,  the 
wife  of  a  Canadian  named  Chapineau,  who  acted  as  in¬ 
terpreter  and  guide  to  Lewis  and  Clarke  during  their 
explorations  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  was  suddenly 
seized  with  the  pains  of  labor,  and  gave  birth  to  a  son 
on  the  banks  of  this  mysterious  river.  The  Red-head¬ 
ed  Chief  (Clarke)  adopted  the  child  thus  rudely  issued 
into  the  world,  and  on  his  return  to  St.  Louis  took  the 
infant  with  him,  and  baptized  it  John  Baptist  Clarke 
Chapineau.  After  a  careful  culture  of  his  mind,  the 
boy  was  sent  to  Europe  to  complete  his  education. 
But  the  Indian  was  ineffaceable  in  him.  The  Indian 
lodge  and  his  native  mountain  fastnesses  possessed 
greater  charms  than  the  luxuries  of  civilized  life.  He 
returned  to  the  desert  and  passed  his  days  with  his 
tribe.  Mary,  the  mother  of  the  child,  was  a  Crow, 
very  pleasing  and  intelligent,  and  may  have  been,  for 
aught  I  know,  connected  with  some  of  my  many  rela¬ 
tives  in  that  tribe.  It  was  in  honor  of  this  event,  and 
to  perpetuate  her  memory,  that  the  river  received  its 
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original  name,  St.  Mary’s,  and,  as  such,  is  still  known 
to  the  mountaineers. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

Mistakes  regarding  the  Character  of  the  Indian  — Extent  of  the  West¬ 
ern  Tribes — Their  Character. — How  a  War  against  them  should  be 
conducted. — Reflections.— Closing  Address  to  the  Indian  Heroine. 

As  an  American  citizen,  a  friend  of  my  race,  and  a 
sincere  lover  of  my  country,  and  also  as  one  well  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  Indian  character,  I  feel  that  I  can 
not  properly  conclude  the  record  of  my  eventful  life 
without  saying  something  for  the  Red  Man.  It  should 
be  remembered,  when  judging  of  their  acts,  that  they 
consider  the  country  they  inhabit  as  the  gift  of  the 
“  Great  Spirit,”  and  they  resent  in  their  hearts  the  in¬ 
vasion  of  the  immigrant  just  as  much  as  any  civilized 
people  would,  if  another  nation,  without  permission, 
should  cross  their  territory.  It  must  also  be  under¬ 
stood,  that  the  Indians  believe  the  buffalo  to  be  theirs 
by  inheritance,  not  as  game,  but  in  the  light  of  owner¬ 
ship,  given  to  them  by  Providence  for  their  support  and 
comfort,  and  that,  when  an  immigrant  shoots  a  buffalo, 
the  Indian  looks  upon  it  exactly  as  the  destruction  by 
a  stranger  of  so  much  private  property. 

With  these  ideas  clearly  in  the  mind  of  the  reader, 
it  can  be  understood  why  the  Indian,  in  destroying  a 
cow  belonging  to  white  people,  or  stealing  a  horse,  con¬ 
siders  himself  as  merely  retaliating  for  injuries  receiv¬ 
ed,  repaying  himself,  in  faet,  for  what  he  has  lost. 
For  this  act  on  the  part  of  the  Red  Man,  the  United 
States  troops  are  often  turned  indiscriminately  upon 
his  race ;  the  innocent  generally  suffer,  and  those  who 
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have  raised  the  storm  can  not  understand  of  what  crime 
they  can  he  guilty. 

But  if  the  government  is  determined  to  make  war 
upon  the  Western  tribes,  let  it  be  done  intelligently, 
and  so  effectually  that  mercy  will  temper  justice.  To 
attempt  to  chastise  Indians  with  United  States  troops 
is  simply  ridiculous ;  the  expense  of  such  campaigns  is 
only  surpassed  by  their  inefficiency.  The  Indians  live 
on  horseback,  and  they  can  steal  and  drive  off  the  gov¬ 
ernment  horses  faster  than  it  can  bring  them  togeth¬ 
er.  The  Indians  having  no  stationary  villages,  they 
can  travel  faster,  even  with  the  incumbrance  of  their 
lodges,  women,  and  children,  subsisting  themselves  on 
buffalo  slain  on  the  way,  than  any  force,  however  rich¬ 
ly  appointed,  the  country  could  send  against  them.  An 
army  must  tire  out  in  such  a  chase  before  summer  is 
gone,  while  the  Indians  will  constantly  harass  it  with 
their  sharp-shooters,  and,  should  several  powerful  tribes 
unite — not  an  unusual  occurrence — many  thousand 
men  would  make  no  impression. 

It  should  also  be  recollected  by  our  officers  sent  to 
fight  in  the  Rocky  Mountains,  that  the  Indians  have 
a  mode  of  telegraphing  by  the  aid  of  robes  and  mir¬ 
rors,  and  thus,  by  having  their  spies  stationed  at  con¬ 
venient  distances,  they  convey  intelligence  of  the  move¬ 
ments  of  their  enemies  at  great  distances  and  in  a  very 
few  minutes,  thus  informing  villages  whether  it  would 
be  best  to  retreat  or  not.  Some  tribes  telegraph  by 
fires  at  night,  and  by  smoke  in  the  daytime.  An  of¬ 
ficer  might  hear  of  a  band  of  warriors  encamped  at  a 
certain  place ;  he  immediately  makes  a  forced  march, 
and  when  his  troops  arrive  at  their  destination,  those 
same  warriors  may  be  many  miles  in  his  rear,  en¬ 
camped  on  his  trail. 
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A  village  of  three  hundred  lodges  of  Crows  or  Chey¬ 
ennes  could,  within  thirty  minutes  after  receiving  an 
order  to  move,  have  all  their  lodges  struck,  the  poles 
attached  to  the  horses,  and  their  men,  women,  and  chil¬ 
dren  going  at  fall  speed,  and  could  thus  outstrip  the 
best  dragoons  sent  in  their  pursuit. 

I  have  seen  enough  of  Indian  treaties  and  annuities 
to  satisfy  me  that  their  effects  for  good  are  worse  than 
fruitless.  The  idea^formed  by  the  Indians  is  that  the 
annuities  are  sent  to  them  by  the  great  white  chief 
because  he  is  afraid  of  them,  and  wishes  to  purchase 
.their  friendship.  There  are  some  of  the  tribes — a  very 
few — who  would  keep  a  treaty  sacred ;  but  the  major¬ 
ity  would  hot  be  bound  by  one,  for  they  can  not  un¬ 
derstand  their  nature.  When  caught  at  a  disadvant¬ 
age,  and  reduced  to  enter  into  a  compact,  they  would 
agree  to  any  proposals  that  were  offered;  but  when  the 
controlling  power  is  withdrawn,  and  they  can  repeat 
their  depredations  with  apparent  impunity,  no  moral 
obligation  would  restrain  them,  and  the  treaty  that 
was  negotiated  at  so  much  cost  to  the  country  proves 
a  mere  delusion. 

The  officer  having  charge  of  an  expedition  against 
the  Indians  should  rightly  understand  which  band  of 
a  tribe  he  is  commissioned  to  punish.  The  Siouxs, 
for  instance,  which,  a  few  years  ago,  could  raise  thirty 
thousand  warriors,  are  divided  into  many  bands,  which, 
at  times,  are  hundreds  of  miles  apart.  One  band  of 
that  tribe  may  commit  a  depredation  on  the  emigrant 
road,  and  the  other  bands  not  even  have  heard  of  it : 
they  do  not  hold  themselves  amenable  for  the  misdeeds 
of  fffiother  body  totally  distinct  from  them  in  social  re¬ 
lations,  and  to  inflict  chastisement  upon  them  in  such 
a  case  would  be  a  manifest  injustice.  But  in  a  case 
of  extreme  danger  all  these  bands  coalesce. 
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Other  tribes  have  the  same  divisions  into  distinct 
bands,  and  many  are  hence  led  into  the  belief  that  each 
band  is  a  tribe.  The  Siouxs  range  over  a  territory 
upward  of  a  thousand  miles  in  extent  from  north  to 
south,  and  their  country  embraces  some  of  the  most 
beautiful  spots  in  the  world,  as  well  for  natural  scenery 
as  for  extreme  productiveness  of  soil.  The  Crows 
have  but  one  band  proper,  although  they  are  generally 
divided  into  two  villages,  as  being  a  more  convenient 
arrangement  to  afford  pasture  for  their  immense  herds 
of  horses,  and  also  to  hunt  the  buffalo.  But  these 
two  villages  are  seldom  more  than  three  hundred  miles 
apart,  generally  much  nearer;  they  come  together  at 
least  once  a  year,  and  have  frequent  accidental  coali¬ 
tions  in  the  course  of  their  wanderings.  They  speak 
the  Grovan  language,  from  which  nation  they  are  an 
offshoot. 

The  Pawnees  are  probably  the  most  degraded,  in 
point  of  morals,  of  all  the  Western  tribes;  they  are  held 
in  such  contempt  by  the  other  tribes  that  none  will 
make  treaties  with  them.  They  are  a  populous  na¬ 
tion,  and  are  inveterate  against  the  whites,  killing  them 
wherever  met.  A  treaty  concluded  with  that  nation  at 
night  would  be  violated  the  next  morning.  Those  who 
engage  in  warfare  with  the  Western  Indians  will  re¬ 
member  that  they  take  no  prisoners  except  women  and 
cliildren.  It  has  generally  been  believed  that  the  Siouxs 
never  kill  white  men,  but  this  is  a  mistake ;  they  have 
always  killed  them.  I  have  seen  white  men’s  scalps 
in  their  hands,  and  many  still  fresh  hanging  in  the 
smoke  of  their  lodges. 

The  Western  Indians  have  no  hummocks  or  •rer- 
glades  to  fight  among,  but  they  have  their  boundless 
prairies  to  weary  an  army  in,  and  the  fastnesses  of  the 
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Rocky  Mountains  to  retreat  to.  Should  a  majority  of 
those  powerful  nations  coalesce  in  defense  against  one 
common  enemy,  it  would  be  the  worst  Indian  war — 
the  most  costly  in  blood  and  treasure  that  the  nation¬ 
al  government  has  ever  entered  into.  The  coalition 
tribes  could  bring  two  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  war¬ 
riors  against  any  hostile  force,  and  I  know  I  am  greatly 
within  the  limits  of  truth  in  assigning  that  number 
to  them. 

If  it  is  the  policy  of  government  to  utterly  extermi¬ 
nate  the  Indian  race,  the  most  expeditious  manner  of 
effecting  this  ought  to  be  the  one  adopted.  The  in¬ 
troduction  of  whisky  among  the  Red  Men,  under  the 
connivance  of  government  agents,  leads  to  the  demor¬ 
alization  and  consequent  extermination,  by  more  pow¬ 
erful  races,  of  thousands  of  Indians  annually.  Still, 
this  infernal  agent  is  not  effectual ;  the  Indians  dimin¬ 
ish  in  numbers,  but  with  comparative  slowness.  The 
most  direct  and  speedy  mode  of  clearing  the  land  of 
them  would  be  by  the  simple  means  of  starvation — by 
depriving  them  of  their  hereditary  sustenance,  the  buf¬ 
falo.  To  effect  this,  send  an  army  of  hunters  among 
them,  to  root  out  and  destroy,  in  every  possible  man¬ 
ner,  the  animal  in  question.  They  can  shoot  them, 
poison  them,  dig  pit-falls  for  them,  and  resort  to  num¬ 
berless  other  contrivances  to  efface  the  devoted  animal, 
which  serves,  it  would  seem,  by  the  wealth  of  his  car¬ 
cass,  to  preserve  the  Indian,  and  thus  impede  the  ex¬ 
panding  development  of  civilization. 

To  fight  the  Indians  vi  et  armis,  the  government 
could  employ  no  such  effectual  means  as  to  take  into 
its  service  five  hundred  mountaineers  for  the  space 
of  one  year,  and  any  one  tribe  of  Indians  that  they 
should  fall  foul  of  could  never  survive  the  contest. 
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Such  men,  employed  for  that  purpose,  would  have  no 
encumbrance  from  superfluous  baggage  to  impede  them 
in  a  pursuit  or  a  retreat  over  their  illimitable  plains. 
The  mode  of  life  of  a  mountaineer  just  fits  him  for  an 
Indian  fighter,  and  if  he  has  to  submit  to  privation,  and 
put  up  with  an  empty  commissariat,  he  has  the  means 
of  support  always  at  hand.  He  is  so  much  an  In¬ 
dian  from  habit  that  he  can  fight  them  in  their  own 
way:  if  they  steal  his  horses,  he  can  steal  theirs  in 
return ;  if  they  snatch  a  hasty  repose  in  the  open  air, 
it  is  all  he  asks  for  himself,  and  his  health  and  spirits 
are  fortified  with  such  regimen.  It  is  only  by  men 
possessing  the  qualities  of  the  white  hunter,  combined 
with  Indian  habits,  that  the  Indians  can  be  effectually 
and  economically  conquered. 

I  have  now  presented  a  plain,  unvarnished  state¬ 
ment  of  the  most  noteworthy  occurrences  of  my  life, 
and,  in  so  doing,  I  have  necessarily  led  the  reader 
through  a  variety  of  savage  scenes  at  which  his  heart 
must  sicken.  The  narrative,  however,  is  not  without 
its  use.  The  restless  youthful  mind,  that  wearies  with 
the  monotony  of  peaceful  every-day  existence,  and  as¬ 
pires  after  a  career  of  wild  adventure  and  thrilling  ro¬ 
mance,  will  find,  by  my  experience,  that  such  a  life  is 
by  no  means  one  of  comfort,  and  that  the  excitement 
which  it  affords  is  very  dearly  purchased  by  the  op¬ 
portunities  lost  of  gaining  far  more  profitable  wisdom. 
Where  one  man  would  be  spared,  as  I  have  been,  to 
pass  through  the  perils  of  fasting,  the  encounters  with 
the  savage,  and  the  fury  of  the  wild  beasts,  and  still 
preserve  his  life,  and  attain  an  age  of  near  threescore, 
it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  five  hundred  would  per¬ 
ish,  with  not  a  single  loved  one  near  to  catch  his  last 
whispered  accent,  would  die  in  the  wilderness,  either  in 
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solitude,  or  with  the  fiendish  savage  shrieking  in  revolt¬ 
ing  triumph  in  his  ear. 

I  now  close  the  chapter  of  my  eventful  life.  I  feel 
that  time  is  pressing;  and  the  reminiscences  of  the 
past,  stripped  of  all  that  was  unpleasant,  come  crowd¬ 
ing  upon  me.  My  heart  turns  naturally  to  my  adopted 
people.  I  think  of  my  son,  who  is  the  chief ;  I  think 
of  his  mother,  who  went  unharmed  through  the  med¬ 
icine  lodge  ;  I  think  of  Bar-chee-am-pe,  the  brave  he¬ 
roine.  I  see  her,  tearful,  watching  my  departure  from 
the  banks  of  the  Yellow  Stone.  Her  nation  expects  my 
return,  that  I  may  be  buried  with  my  supposed  fathers, 
but  none  looks  so  eagerly  for  the  great  warrior,  as 

PINE  LEAF,  THE  INDIAN  HEROINE. 

I've  seen  her  in  her  youthful  years  ; 

Her  heart  was  light  and  free, 

Her  black  eyes  never  dimm’d  with  tears. 

So  happy  then  was  she. 

When  warriors  from  the  fight  return’d. 

And  halted  for  display, 

The  trophies  that  the  victors  won 
She  was  first  to  bring  away. 

I’ve  seen  her  kiss  her  brother’s  cheek 
When  he  was  called  to  go 
The  lurking  enemy  to  seek, 

Or  chase  the  buffalo. 

She  loved  him  with  a  sister’s  love  : 

He  was  the  only  son  ; 

And  “  Pine  Leaf”  prized  him  far  above 
The  warriors’  hearts  she’d  won. 

I’ve  seen  her  in  her  mourning  hours — 

That  brother  had  been  slain  : 

Her  head,  that  oft  was  decked  with  flowers. 

Now  shed  its  crimson  rain  ; 

Her  bleeding  head  and  bleeding  hand — 

Her  crimson,  clotted  hair — 

Her  brother’s  in  the  spirit  land. 

And  hence  her  keen  despair. 
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I’ve  heard  her  make  a  solemn  vow — 

“  A  warrior  I  will  be 
Until  a  hundred  foes  shall  bow, 

And  yield  their  scalps  to  me  ; 

I  will  revenge  my  brother’s  death — 

I  swear  it  on  my  life, 

Or  never,  while  I  draw  a  breath. 

Will  I  become  a  wife.” 

I’ve  seen  her  on  her  foaming  steed, 

With  battle-axe  in  hand, 

Pursuing  at  her  utmost  speed 
The  Black  Foot  and  Shi-an. 

I’ve  seen  her  wield  her  polished  lance 
A  hundred  times  and  more, 

When  charging  fierce  in  the  advance 
Amid  the  battle’s  roar. 

I’ve  seen  her  with  her  scalping-knife 
Spring  on  the  fallen  foe, 

And,  ere  he  was  yet  void  of  life, 

Make  sure  to  count  her  coo. 

I’ve  seen  her,  at  full  speed  again. 

Oft  draw  her  trusty  bow, 

Across  her  arrow  take  good  aim, 

And  lay  a  warrior  low. 

I’ve  heard  her  say,  “  I’ll  take  my  shield, 
My  battle-axe,  and  bow, 

And  follow  you,  through  glen  or  field, 
Where’er  you  dare  to  go ; 

I’ll  rush  amid  the  blood  and  strife 
Where  any  warrior  leads 
Pine  Leaf  would  choose  to  lose  her  life 
Amid  such  daring  deeds. 

I’ve  heard  her  say,  “  The  spirit  land 
Is  where  my  thoughts  incline, 

Where  I  can  grasp  my  brother’s  hand, 
Extended  now  for  mine. 

There’s  nothing  now  in  this  wide  world — 
No  ties  that  bid  me  stay  ; 

But,  a  broken-hearted  Indian  girl, 

I  weep  both  night  and  day. 
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“  He  tells  me  in  my  midnight  dreams 
I  must  revenge  his  fall, 

Then  come  where  flowers  and  cooling  streams 
Surround  their  spirits,  all. 

He  tells  me  that  the  hunting-ground. 

So  far  away  on  high, 

Is  filled  with  warriors  all  around 
Who  nobly  here  did  die. 

“  He  says  that  all  is  joy  and  mirth 
Where  the  Great  Spirit  lives, 

And  joy  that’s  never  known  on  earth 
He  constantly  receives. 

No  brother  to  revenge  his  wrongs— 

The  war-path  is  my  road : 

A  few  more  days  I’ll  sing  his  songs, 

Then  hie  to  his  abode.” 

I’ve  heard  her  say,  “  I’ll  be  your  bride  ; 
YouJve  waited  long,  I  know  ; 

A  hundred  foes  by  me  have  died, 

By  my  own  hand  laid  low. 

’Tis  for  my  nation’s  good  I  wed  ; 

For  I  would  still  be  free 

Until  I  slumber  with  the  dead  ; 

But  I  will  marry  thee." 

And  when  I  left  the  heroine, 

A  tear  stood  in  her  eye 

As  last  I  held  her  hand  in  mine, 

And  whispered  a  good-by. 

•  Oh,  will  you  soon  return  again 
The  heroine  did  say ; 

••  Yes,  when  the  green  grass  decks  the  plain," 
I  said,  and  came  away. 


THE  END. 
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